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Gloria therefore goes back to the time when Rnk Corporation was Rnk Xerox – when it owned half of the yankee Xerox Corporation.   The pommie directors were not permitted to influence the conduct of the yankee Xerox organisation.   They just collected dividends.. and they paid Milor Davis’s Perks.   Then suddenly the Directors decided to sell the company’s share in Xerox.   Their story was that Xerox had been going for a long time, that their photocopiers were becoming old fashioned, that not only their photocopiers but photocopiers in general were becoming old fashioned.   Fair enough!  But we astonished, dumbfounded and appalled!  I mean we the shareholders…   We were shareholders in the sense of  being managers of the Poncho Bolero Pension Fund.   Of course, their company directors could always guarantee the votes of the managers of their own pension funds, fellow pundits, who could be guaranteed to vote contrary to the interests of the real shareholders, the punters who subscribed to the funds that the fund managers managed.   The shareholders were appalled and dumbfounded precisely because the rest of the company, that is the enterprises other than Xerox, were not fulfilling any greedy shareholders with enthusiasm whereas by comparison, in terms of the figures in the published accounts, were doing very well.   Even when Xerox profits were not at their highest, their contribution to Rnk Xerox was considerably higher and more reliable than that of Rank subsequent to the efforts of the company’s directors.   The reservations about Xerox may have been reasonable or justified – but, as it turns out, less so than we supposed.   But Xerox had to work out its own salvation and Rank had to rely on it and to hope that it would continue to provide a steady income to finance the Rnk Directors folly.  We did not see any prospects in the handing over of our funds to the pommie pundits.                                                                         


                                                                                                                                                                                                


If you allow pommie pundits to take control, next thing you will be afflicted with management consultants.  Pommie pundits are managers who do not know how to manage and management consultants are people who tell them that they can.. that is, that the management consultants can.   Any idiot can say that!  Since the pommie pundits themselves could not manage, they couldn’t tell whether the management consultants could do so or not.  But the chances are that they couldn’t.. since otherwise they would be managing rather than consultants.  I wonder whether Mr. Laocoon relies on management consultants… whether there are Greeks who sculpt statues but other people who have never sculpted a statue in their lives (nor even tried to do so unsuccessfully!) who tell the sculptors how to sculpt!   One of the most notable features of the honkie management consultant or the honkie pundit or expert in general is riding on the bandwaggon, runnin with the crowd…  The theoretical justification of their ‘advice’ is not that it makes sense but that all pundits do, speak and write exactly the same.   The winner of the jackpot does so at the expense of the rest of the punters – and the winner has not been riding on the bandwaggon…. But travelling in the opposite direction.   He attitude of the honkie is ‘The price of  houses, shares, Pokemon Cards or whatever has been exponentially rising…. Therefore I must buy houses, shares, Pokemon Cards or whatever and I will make a profit.   This happens, in sundry contexts, again and again and again.  A honkie can never learn!


                                                                                                                                                                                                   


We have in the Federation a Management Consultant of our own, Mr. Clever Dick.. though his consultancy serves only clients in pommiland.  Clever was a member of the party as we stood around this statue of  Milor Davis.  After all, it was his Palais de Horreurs.  Mr. Dick is not only a management consultant.  He has diversified more successfully than the Rnk Organisation.  So Clever noticed the words Little Lila had written.  Not that they are unconversant with each others opinions …or that they even disagree.   But they went through it again for show!                                                                                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                                                


“I am not saying that all management consultants are fools.”, Little Lila apologised, “You are not a fool!  You get the punters to do whatever is in your own best interest!”.                                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                         


“Fool or no fool”, Clever replied, “to succeed as a management consultant you have to recommend what is in your own interest!   It’s not necessarily a great handicap in the job to be a fool.  Any idiot can recommend putting up prices and reducing services.  Any idiot can recommend selling everything off .. and it’s a good thing to recommend since we take our cut when there is a sale and indeed all the pundits, including the Directors, make their killing out of the sale.





“The directors, when they sell off,  are also doing what is in their own best interest… in the short term maybe.  If you are completely incompetent it is an achievement to make a killing.   If you sell anything you are bound to make a loss.  It may not seem that way as the figures are presented.  You may record in your balance sheet.  “I have sold the factory I bought for twenty pommie pfunt for thirty.. So in addition to the loss I have made on the transaction, I will be dishing out from the ten pfunt to Gorgo in tax.”.  But in fact the sale has to fund not only the buyer but all the inbetweens and the pundits and cashers-in.   So have made a loss!  You have less than you had before or when you try to reinvest the money, you discover that you end up with less! In the case of a  company it is the company and, therefore, the shareholders, that loses!               


                                                                                                                                                                                               


“As you race along the road of life, chased by the hungry tigers, you may find yourself facing a wall… what in pommiland is called a brick wall.. though in the Federation we have so much stone that we have little occasion for bricks.  In pommiland a stonewall is something else.  In fact, we usually do find ourselves facing this brick wall.   We have to find some way of  barging through it, or of climbing or jumping over, of going underneath it or nipping round the side.   We have no choice,  Nobody else is going to tell us how to do it.  Yes! You would tell me, if you knew how and if there was time to ask.. but in honkiland nobody would know and nobody would tell you if they did!   They are all management consultants!   My clients are folx who can’t find their way through the brick wall.   There is nothing I or anyone else can do for them.  I wouldn’t be able to save them if I knew, even if I told them…If I rob of them of their pfunt I am not doing them a bad turn because they will lose their pfunt anyway… without my help perhaps even more rapidly with them landing in a less deserving pocket than mine!   But I still have to cultivate my clients.  Management Consultancy is a business that in theory eventually destroys itself … well, it is so in fact… because the noodles are destroying themselves.  But in practice there is always more than an adequate supply of noodles… and pommiland is a country of noodles.  In pommiland spaghetti is hanging on every other tree!  Just look at my colleague Mr. McKinsey and the pommie Post Office!   Half a century!  Not only that but, if you play your cards right, a single noodle can be a goldmine for a very long time… for your own lifetime and more.   The supply of noodles has to run out eventually.  It wouldn’t worry me if it did!  Boris wants to devote himself to growing bananas.  I’ve got nothing against bananas.  But while the noodles last, I am a company doctor.  Like any other doctor, I would gain nothing from curing the disease.  I enrich myself by prolonging and cultivating the disease…. But one thing in pommiland is a certainty… You are never going to be found out.   Whatever you recommend, you will get away with it!”                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                             


Fanny was reading her mother’s words, recorded beneath the effigy of  Milor Davis.  Her attention was drawn by Clever’s last words… not last words, but most recent words.  Fanny turned towards Mr. Clever Dick.  “I’m so sorry that I missed the speech about the spaghetti trees in the plutonium mines”, Fanny remarked, “But I heard that you got away with it. You seem to have got away with a great deal.. a relentless succession of blunders…”                                                                                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                               


“It is one my proudest achievements!”, boasted Mr. Clever Dick                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                                                 


“Not yours, Honey!”, I reminded him, “You weren’t around in those days. It was Dick Dastardly. ..or some three year old on Dick’s payroll.. or on the payroll of a hierarchy of arachnodactylists sleeping on settees while the money rolled in.. getting up maybe once a week to buy the three year old a bag of chips…”                  


                                                                                                                                                                                           


“It must all have been very worrying for you!”, Little Gloria suggested, “I bet you gave Mr. Dastardly a piece of your mind!”                                                                                                                                                      


                                                                                                                                                                                           


“What?  Me worried?  When has Godzilla ever given us time to be worried?  I wasn’t very pleased about it!  If you had been around in those days, maybe Dick might have succumbed to a doze of your NHS-style cardiac resuscitation… but Dick kept out of my way!  But we did think the stupidity couldn’t last for ever.                                                                                                                                            


                                                                                                                                                                                               


Nobody could be that stupid!  If there was a mistake to be made, then the company’s directors were going to make it, but by then, surely, they had run out of mistakes to make!  And despite the efforts of the Directors, the company was not on its last legs!   But then.. we are astonished, appalled, it was beyond belief… the Blunder to End All Blunders!”                                                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                                                               


“Like the war to end all wars?”, Fanny interjected.                                                                                                            


                                                                                                                                                                                                         


“Yes and No!”, Fatima answered, “After the war…”                                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                             


“I know about the war!  What about the Blunder?”                                                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                                                   


“Well, in the case of the war…”                                                                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                                         


“Not the war!”                                                                                                                                                                    


                                                                                                                                                                                                     


“Oh.. er… Nowadays, whenever the Ponchobolero Pension Fund owns shares in a pommie company that pundit-proof, they come up with one of these blunders that defies credibility.  But the Rnk Blunder was the First.  Like the war to end wars!”.                                                                                                                                    


                                                                                                                                                                                                      


“The pundits”, Little Lila added, “decided to convert the company’s Universal Studios into a ‘theme park’, full of effigies of Snegarushka, for the entertainment of  unemployed company directors.  Statistics showed that people were going to have more and more time for ‘leisure’ and spend more and more money on ‘leisure’.   The management consultants knew exactly how much.  Especially Japanese Company Directors .. because Japan had succumbed to its greenspamite experiment, with the subzero interest rates and the rest and there were a great many unemployed Japanese Company Directors. There were going to be so many of these unemployed Japanese businessmen that there was not just going to be this one giant Californian theme part but lots of others and Rnk was going to sell franchises for lots more….”                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                            


“Dickiland”, Mr. Clever Dick pointed out, “is a theme part of sorts!  We sell plenty inflatable effigies of  Snow White!…  This Maison on Horrors is a theme park of sorts …I am not doing too badly!”                         


                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                


 “Is there anything more boring”, Fanny inquired, “than a hundred acres covered with garden gnomes and mickey mice?   Even if we are not sex-tourists. we might visit Fouchette.   There is a great variety of entertainments on Fouchette.  We are Incas.  The Tum Tums would leave us alone and we wouldn’t have to pay an entrance fee at the gate…It is obvious that your scheme works and that the Rnk theme scheme doesn’t….”    


                                                                                                                                                                                                   


“Why is that?”  As if Clever didn’t know!                                                                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                            


“I don’t know!  If you visualise a scheme as a whole .. in the entire context,..you can tell whether or not it works…”                                                                                                                                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                                            


“You can tell”, Fatima added, “whether what you are visualising works, not necessarily the actual scheme.”    


                                                                                                                                                                                                


“You’ve a talent for pointing out the obvious!”, Fanny snapped, “I know that!  These pundits are a trapped in black box.   They don’t know what goes on outside.  If you put a fence round a park in yankiland.  “Five dollars to enter and then two dollars extra for a grope of a papier-mache effigy of Snow White… which you might or might not mention… obviously you are not going to get many takers.   The punters would take one look and pass by and pop into Anne Summers’ shop across the road or back to their TV screens!  But the pundits can’t see that.  Instead all the arachnodactyly arrives on their internet screens instead of the reality.   The projected future spending on leisure, the unemployed Japanese business men with unlimited funds… who maybe before the greenspamite denouement did occasionally visit the local zoological gardens but now all gone home…the dozens of anxilliary theme parks in Nippon-land these redomiciled executives.   Every predictable spindoctoring fantasy!  We can see the pundits groping in the dark in their black hole.  But they can’t see themselves!  The vision of these pundits.. which is part of your visualisation of the scheme as a whole.. does not inspire confidence!  It is not as if we weren’t aware of the perspicacity of these pundits.”                                                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                                     


“There were more concrete anxieties.”, mouthed Little Gloria, temporarily diverting her attention from an army of acolytes, each of them portering a dozen mobile phones, “If some impoverished honkie who otherwise would starve to death gambled her life… that might be reasonable.!”.                                              


                                                                                                                                                                                             


“It wouldn’t!”,  Fatima interjected, “That the honkie is going to starve to death and that she won’t if  she wins the lottery are unproved assumptions.   We know that she is going to be swindled and will lose anyway...."                                                                                                                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                                             


“Yes! Yes! I know that!  But it might just possibly be considered reasonable… It’s a proposition to illustrate an argument.  On the other hand, it would be decidedly unreasonable for a rich honkie, with no anticipated prospect of starvation, with no prospect of significantly improving her prospects, to gamble her life…”            


                                                                                                                                                                                             


Fatima still looked uncomfortable.  It is not that she did not understand what I was saying.  Fatima flinches at the mere trace of wooliness in any argument.                                                                                                         


                                                                                                                                                                                             


“Whether it be reasonable”, Professor Freud reassured her, “not is the question.  These honkie, in their black hole entrapped, uncomprehending, fearing, the unknown threatening universe without, on their flight to the fantasy and the spindoctor will rely…”   Ziggy is a bad as Fatima!  I doubt that the two of them could have a meaningful conversation.. both of them in their black holes!                                                                           





“It’s not fear!”, now Fanny was getting into the act, “It’s Greed!  The spin arouses their stupidity and greed!  These pundits have enough, but they want more!  Ever more… and they end up with nothing!”                             


                                                                                                                                                                                               


“Yes! Of course, the life of fantasy is the Greed Economy!”,  Little Gloria, unperturbed, again momentarily allowed herself to be distracted from the mobile phones, “Rnk was badly managed.  But without the pundits, it was still viable… very much so!   It was a conglomerate of  numerous differing enterprises.  One hedged the other.  One, over a particular year, or particular period, might not be doing, in terms of the accounting, too well… but another would make up for it.  Next year… Yes, Fatima, it doesn’t have to be a year.  I say ‘year’ because accountants think in years and, yes, it doesn’t have to be a real year but it is just what appears in the accounts.... during this next year or whatever, it might be the previous failure that is doing well and the previous well-doer that is failing, but overall it all works out.                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                                          


“That way you can get by… and the Rnk Organisation could get by very comfortably.   Yes, in future years their Greed caught them in the delusion of the maximisation of profit and the selling off the supposedly least profitable and the supposed expansion of the supposed killing, or the purchase of new and trendy supposed killings… and, of course, they sold off what they thought was the least profitable on the cheap and then discovered it had been the most.   Yes, all that is true!  But at this point we have this perfectly viable, more than viable conglomerate,  and a sudden investment in a project that costs more than the entire company is worth… Yes, Fatima, I mean the capital value of the company as recorded in the balance sheets.. or you can take it to be that…. and, indeed, they had to borrow and risk losing more than the entire company was worth….  This was being risked by these  idiot pundits with this idiot project.   They should not have been taking a risk that was so much greater than the previous separate risks that had relatively safely been hedged against each other… Yes, hedged may be the wrong word… It increased the probability of an average performance… They should not have taken a risk greater than any of these component risks individually let alone one greater than all added together! … Will that satisfy you, Fatima?  You can pick holes in it, but you know what I am talking about!”                                                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                                           


Fatima acknowledged that she did!





The girls tell me that I am a ‘reactionary!  O.K. then!   I am a reactionary bastard.   The girls are ‘liberals’.   Not so much Little Gloria.   She’s the ‘Woman of Action’!   If the Martians declared war on us she’d blow them up first and then ask herself whether it had been morally justified or whether it fitted into her political ideology.  If there was time for such analysis before the next crisis…and that only after she had worked out whether there might have been a more effective method of blowing up the Martians and analysis, in practical terms, of the whole operation…  We have never had to blow up any Martians and, maybe.  Gloria would not blow them up if the occasion arose.  She gets on very well with Martians.  But I am referring to her character.. the Woman of Action, not the ideologist.  Little Gloria isn’t stupid.  She is like one of those chess masters who play a thousand games similtaneously and, without pausing for thought, play the winnng move on each.  She does rather than talks.  The rest of the girls, however, are Liberals and I am the reactionary bastard!  But I was a bastard of the old school, a reactionary in theory but a liberal in practice.   If I was faced with real people and not the generalisations of political debate, then justice prevailed.  But with the girls, I sometimes think, it is the other way round.   With them it is more important to talk liberal, just as with these Greeds it all a matter of talking Greed.                                                                                                    


                                                                                                                                                                                               


“I share with you your suspicions of the new style pommie pundit”,  I confessed,  “I always had a great admiration – still have – for the former pommie ‘entrepreneurs’ …J Rtr Rnk, Billy Butlin, and the rest of them… They were all of a type… Robert Maxwell…. He got stick… But it was just that the Bosses were no longer fashionable.   There was never any concrete evidence against him….”                                                      


                                                                                                                                                                                               


“So you said!”, purred Little Lila, “  They are your buddies.  But they are a bunch of crooks!”                      


                                                                                                                                                                                        


“Little Gloria looked up from a couple of mobile phones and grinned.  “How do you answer that?”, she asked.. and returned to her work.                                                                                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                                            


“Does anyone know any evidence for their being crooks?”, I replied, “I know of none!”                                    


                                                                                                                                                                                                  


“They could hardly even have started”,  chided Little Minnie  “without some fiddle!”                             


                                                                                                                                                                     


“And a bag of Euros!”, added Little Lila                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                                     


“Billy Butlin used to tell me that he arrived in pommiland without a denarius in his pocket!”                


                                                                                                                                                                                             


“Then”, exclaimed Fatima, “He had them in his socks.  He did have socks, did he, and a valid ticket from Australia?  With their taxes, with their class system, with their inflation and the rest… It isn’t possible without money and crime…. It is a nation of criminals and only the criminals can survive…!”                          


                                                                                                                                                                                           


“Like your Uncle Ram?”                                                                                                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                                              


“Oh, well…..”                                                                                                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                                                 


“It may now in Pommiland as you say… They’ve had thirty seven years old Nu Laeba.. with the debt economy and all the politics and sociology that Little Lila keeps going on about.   But in those days folk started with nothing and gradually worked themselves up… like my brother-in- law Boris, with  a wheelbarrow on the streets selling olives… though in the RU it was mainly foreigners.  The pommies always were social classes and not very enterprising… They didn’t need to be…”                                                             


                                                                                                                                                                                                   


They were maybe a little surprised that I should venture an opinion.   Lila’s student spend months on end discussing these matters and then award themselves doctorates.   Then a great army of them, all with multiple doctorates, runs after the girls carrying the mobile phones.   There wouldn’t have been one of these phone porters who hadn’t published a thesis on the economic decline of pommiland.                                        


                                                                                                                                                                                                


“What it takes to be a pommie pundit”, Lila snarled, “is a three day YTS Course in Crookery!”.  Or she may have said ‘cookery’.                                                                                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                                


“Oh! I agree with you!  And they are enrolled on the course and awarded the certificate if and only if they belong to the club.   You stand there posing as the Liberals and find it necessary to dub me the reactionary.  But really we are all agreed.   Ours is a Federation of entrepreneurs.. of enterprisers or pioneers.   But we don’t see achievements as exercises in self-interest.  Modern pommiland is a nation of clubs.  Everything belongs to some club.  They are rat-racing up the hierarchy of the club… have to get to the top even though they have no skills in whatever function their club represents.  With them it is all status and title and reward for the status and title… and then because they do not know what to do they run to the management consultants, who are another useless club.  Formerly they had social classes.  You can rely on social classes.”                                                                                                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                            


“Social class”, Little Lila seductively sang, “patronage, the born right to rule irrespective of  talent, the born right to position or money and the purchase of  position and function only by money, the decadence that accompanies privilege… it is all a recipe for terminal decay…”                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                                               


“And despite of what you say about inheritance, when a pommiland enterprise passes into the hands of the son or daugher, it prospers.   As soon as the pundits in the club take over, it rapidly evaporates…in a manner that by now has become painfully predictable…A ‘club’ is a rigid monopoly over some function, which keeps outsiders out,  identified by some irrelevant characteristics, by some uniform, awarding itself these self-admiratory qualifications.  A ‘social class’ is a loose, ill-defined, structure, sufficiently so for folk to join or leave if their own or the community’s interests require it.  A social class possesses a sense of duty, not of ambition.”                                                                                                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                                             


“These Bosses”, Lila insisted, “are good friends of yours.  But none of them ever belonged to a pommie social class.  Social class in pommiland confer leadership, privileges, even power , without competence or responsibility.   These clubs of which you speak emerge from the pommie’s inherent psychology of social class.  They became used to somebody who put on an act, in there being a public image for leadership or whatever or a social acceptance rather than a reality.   A societal consensus judgement took the place of a rational judgement…”                                                                                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                               


“You are being a bit hard on Great Aunt Gloria!”,   Fanny unexpectedly came out in my defence.  “Social class is just a dirty word..”                                                                                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                                                         


“Two dirty words!”, Fatima corrected her, “’social’ and ‘class’!”                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                                        


“You could regard a social class as merely being a collection of people doing some job.  It doesn’t necessarily confer privileges or powers.  Indeed, if they do not get the job it may be the squaw who does who is privileged.  You could regard us as the ruling class, as they call it pommiland, though it isn’t really ruling.   There has been, over millions of years, a succession of King Ponchoboleros, Gloria Goldenlays… … and Lila po Lunes all of them daughters of previous Emils….”





At this point, for no apparent reason, Fatima and her contemporaries burst into hysterical laughter which persisted for the next twenty minutes.





“ But no King Ponchobolero has ever owned any property, he issued no orders that had to be obeyed and if the Nation disagreed with him or supposed he had failed, he was sacked.  ….Tell me, Mother, if you decided at this precise moment to retire permanently and full-time to our stud farm…  Who would be Emil of Belsize?”                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                                    





“This very moment?  You would,  My Dear!  So I’d better not retire quite yet!”                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                         


“Do as you like!  I am not going to stand in your way!   But, this appointment, without any ballot, without any application forms, what confers upon me this honour?  Is it that I am your daughter or Lila po Lune?”            


                                                                                                                                                                                            


“Certainly not!  You are the most powerful witch in the universe..You don’t witch… Neither do I… though I am actually Emil… But we could if we so chose…”                                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                                                                         


Fanny was witching.                                                                                                                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                                                              


“So you could invite the Duchess of  Finchley to become Emil of Belsize?”                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                                       


“The Duchess is not universally regarded as sympathetic towards our traditions…”                                              


                                                                                                                                                                                                       


“The Duchess will be very relieved to be spared the burden.   But you could still set up a witching contest and the Duchess might win it!”                                                                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                              


“You can’t set up a witching contest… other than party games such as turning base gold into cannabis.  But even if you could.. anyone might win a witching contest… even the Duchess of Finchley.   It isn’t a reliable method.   We have known you a long time and we have known the Duchess a long time… and you are familiar with the job…”                                                                                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                              


“Am I?  The point I am making is that it is not so much a matter of  having inherited the function as of  being able to perform the function or the person most able to perform the function… or one of them.   In so far as a class system or one of inheritance is that it may be a boon to the community as a whole… and  history has confirmed that.   But a selection of pathologies have been listed.   As Aunt Gloria points out, the class system has to be loose.   It is very difficult to define what exactly is meant, at least in the old fashioned sense, by ‘social class’.   Theories tend to refer to some subjective invention rather than anything that actually exists and the theories vary with  mood or from sentence to sentence.  There must be a place in the community for these invading entrepreneurs of  Aunt Gloria’s and the class must have no wall or boundary… It must be possible to enter and to escape…                                                                                            


                                                                                                                                                                                            


“The club to which Aunt Gloria refers is something else.  That emphasises not the use of  the social class to the community but its use to its members – as being a means of survival.  Although the old pommie social classes were loose, there were also those within them who tried to impose another notion.   They set themselves up as authorities or internal courts, imposed rules and regulations, prevented anyone from coming in, prevented existing members from escaping.   These are the people who themselves cannot survive through the functions of the social class but have instead to establish closed shops and privileges.  Class or club membership takes the place of  function.   These clubs have all the stigmata to which you have all been referring and the clubs within the pommie social classes took over the classes.. and the punters became used to the idea of the club and the whole country became a nation of clubs…”














                                                                                                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                                                              


 





                                                                                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                             


Leadership’ in the Royaumes Unies, the Princess admits, formerly depended, apart maybe from the achievements of these friends of  hers, on inheritance and patronage.  The RU Company Directors whom Gloria entertains during her ‘Domestic Markets’ at the Palais d’Orleans, the Princess assures, belong to a ‘club’.  ‘Social classes’, she asserts, had a loose structure, sufficiently so for folk to join or leave if their own or the community’s interests required it.  A social class is not so much a monopoly but a collection of individuals and subclasses without central or uniform control or regulations.  However, the RU’s social classes became increasingly eaten by a cancer, clubs within which expanded in power and annihilated.  Modern RU company directors and ‘leaders’ are supposedly selected by ‘qualifications’ but really, even where they are represented by some manner of documentation, these certify membership of some monopolistic ‘club’
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‘If social class conferred privilege, the Princess declares, then it also conferred competence and responsibility.  In fact, there may be responsibility without privilege.  Her ancestors were Inca chieftains. But their personal rights, liberties and possessions were the same or less than those of the rest of the nation.  It is true that a chieftain might be described as the master of  50,000 islands and five million cows. On other occasions the land and cows was described as belonging to the nation or to nobody at all.  These cows fed those who lived on the land.  The chief might issue instructions in the manner of an RU farmer, but there were no laws that protected the chief in preference to the individual or nation.   A chieftain could be overruled by the people and, if  he or she supposedly failed, could be dismissed – and regularly was, even unfairly.  This was not a retirement at some predetermined age nor did it prohibit the former chief’s return or exclude her from further useful contribution and did not inconvenience the ex-chief personally.  A new Chief Ponchobolero or Princess Goldenlay would appear.  As a matter of fact, we still have at least six Princess Goldenlays though we identify only one of them by that title and it is her grand-daughter who is the Chief Minister of  Belsize.   The Princess claims even that although every Princess Goldenlay was represented as the daughter of another, born in a haystack in bright sunlight, her family in fact, in the manner of the Italian or Egyptian aristocracy (though without the economic benefits) propagated largely by adoption, those chosen being so to fulfil their intended functions.  Although the Incas are typically large powerful ladies such as Gloria and her grandmother, the Incas are not a genetically sequestrated nation and its idiosyncrasies are even acquired rather than inborn.  It is the Princess’s view that the RU’s clubs confer privileges and even power, without competence or responsibility.





The old fashioned  Royaume Unies moguls were a protection to their companies because they depended on the company providing their income and survival, permanently, and there was no way out.  They did not start with any desire or obligation to display wealth or irresponsibly squander money or fuel the consumer economy in the manner of those who did or could work for others.   They were condemned to hard work and restraint.  They had no passion for short-term or imaginary successes or even for expansion if this conferred an absurd risk of destroying what was already established, essential and enough.  In a former era they even successfully trained their sons and daughters to take over.  Even if they were flibbertigibbets in their youth, like our Gloria ‘Vendredi’ Goldenlay.  Vendredi, even though her legs and her boyfriend are rather more famous than her political acumen, is an entrepreneur and to finance her visits to the decadent nations is not spending her mother’s money or Uncle Boris’s on her underwear.  The latter day tradition of the descendents of RU entrepreneurs becoming lawyers with a schooling at St Trinians and Balliol was an attempt to confer club membership which was not likely to succeed and failed to preserve the necessary aptitudes.   The modern RU company no longer has the protection of the mogul but, in his place, has the directors who have not proceeded by virtue of their judgement but have ascended a supposed ladder within their club.





It is our opinion, not merely that of the Princess Goldenlay, that if Pommie Industry had a salvation, it rested in the voting rights of the shareholders.  We mean by that not the fund managers, but the punters who own shares in their own rights and the punters whose funds the managers manage.  Not only do the shareholders rely on the company and shares for their pensions, but their interest as members of the public exceeds that as recipients of dividends.  They are motivated not merely to preserve their own future but to ensure that the company provides a responsible service rather than defrauding or robbing everyone else supposedly to escalate their dividend.  But the club sees shareholders as a nuisance and has been inclined to phase them out, replacing them with managerial control.   The theory is that a dedication to the long-term interests of the company can be assured by an imitation of the mogul’s predicament through award to the directors of  large numbers of shares.
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