082226BRB.GLY::From Ms. Gloria Goldenlay, Minister of Finance of the Free Colombian Trade Federation.


 


  





No Bribes were Paid by Monica














This circular, I am afraid, turns out mainly to concern the immunity of the government of the Etats Unies to Bribery and the immunity of every else to paying bribes.  But, before I embark on that, let me pass on that Ms Minerva Miniskirt MIMgt, Federal Minister of Truth, has asked me to apologise that this Press Circular again is delayed and not transmitted at the ideal time. .and she might have mentioned that the her previous circular had been transcribed by some pommie student previously educated at one of  their universities financed by ‘employers’ providing ‘education in accordance with the requirement of  industry’ and that Minnie had not bothered to read the proofs.  I can assure you that Lila is providing this young lady with some remedial education – and some education of Lila might be in order on my part for foisting this computer-literate upon in the first place!                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                             





This  all happened ecause Minnie was ordered  by President Mussolini, that is to say Fatima Patel, to organise the airlift of medical supplies to the hospitals she is sponsoring in Pakistan.  Minnie had, after all, been moaning that she is denied the publicity of the high profile operations and needs to get her picture in the honkie newspapers to regain the respect and affection of ace journalist,  Ms. Arsula Undress, not that any absence thereof has been unequivocally apparent.  Arsula is now a celebrity in honkiland,   photographs of her regularly appearing on page three of their newspapers.  It was really Minnie who supposed that this fame had gotten to Arsula’s head and it was she who had become standoffish because she expected Arsula to be.  If there really was formerly was this alleged ill-conceived snobbery on Arsula’s part, Minnie has now gotten herself into the honkie newspapers (‘distant cousin of the famed Arsula Andress, featured on page five, and medical student at the University of Buckingham’– which of course, she isn’t – ‘with size something or another natural boobs’– which were probably painted onto the photograph) and Fatima’s plan has been an outstanding success despite her current scowls at Minnie’s continued distractions from her duties.                           


                                                                                                                                                                    





This was for Minnie not entirely familiar ground and there was, for instance, a lot of bickering from Yankee President Walker Blow Jobson because of the alleged involvement of some organisation called Muslim Relief about which Fatima, as we previously already knew, was very enthusiastic.   But apparently they all wear beards or Balaclava helmets and we were accused of supplying freedom fighters or some such thing with bombs with which to blow themselves up.  Minnie had to talk the Khalif Haroun al Raschid into personally reassuring WBJ with the return of several billion worthless greenspam.                                                                                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                                                 





The original intention was that I send out on Minnie’s behalf a previously prepared overdue Press Circular which reviewed the abortive attempt by Philistine Freedom Fighter, Abu Nissan, to buy the pommie branches of Solly Gideon-Cohen’s Nye Nye Hypermarket Chain – a bid which floundered when pommie usurer Milor Nathan Rotschild unexpectedly failed to cough up the money.   In the context of that history Minnie, with some assistance from Lila, had discussed also the pommie food regulations with which we tried to concur during the most recent of my Domestic Markets, receptions for honkie tradesmen at the Palais, to avoid our guests on their return home being arrested, stripped of their assets and interned in horrific concentration camps of correction.  Minnie informed me however that she had requested me to take charge of this press circular because I was an appropriate person to ‘bore the stupid honkies to tears’.   The sense of her words became apparent as further news rapidly accumulated as I was devoting an intendedly limited amount of my valuable time to the task..  I am well aware that I am not in Lila’s league as an entertainer and academic, do not possess her pretty legs and am called-upon to hold public lectures at the Delmonte University of which I am Chancellor  only as a last resort when  Ms. Lila po Lune is not available.  But I am  First Minister of  Belsize and, therefore, effectively so also of the Federation, have to take responsibility and wield the stick.  I have to furnish the feminine aspects of the partnership while Lila rejoices in the masculine.  There is no need for: “This is going to bore the honkies to tears.  Let Gloria deal with it!”.  These new developments, though very important, were hardly a ready source of entertainment.  They included even the bore of the century, the Northern Rock Mortgage Bank.. to which it seemed we were compelled to return because readers supposed that I had been repeating Crowlink’s claims that ‘taxpayers’ had been robbed through the government supposedly lending money for the mortgages when in fact I had said that the taxpayers had been robbed in their capacity of  shareholders and pensioners through the confiscation of the company.  Then there was an ‘I told you so’ about pommie drug taking and there is another about Uncle Boris’s tranquillisers.  ‘I told you so’ maybe also because of Northern Rock being confiscated by Nu Laeba with removal of the shareholders and donation of the company to the pundits – as I said Nu Laeba always does it, with Richard Branson as publicity stunt.  There then remained however within the circular the more boring aspects of the political theory behind the pommie food regulations.  Then there were the latest absurdities surrounding the carbon dioxide emissions of  pommie yahoos and buffalo.  It was one great concatenation of tedium!  But it now turns out that the circular is devoted in its entirety to non-bribery – until five minutes ago a topic not even  mentioned.  There are various interrelated aspects of non-bribery reviewed, involving Cardinal Wolsey, the Prince Rogan, Mr Clever Dick,  the TXU Corperation, J.R.Ewing and others who are forever in the limelight, uspstaging the unfortunate Ms. Miniskirt and her numerous sisters and close relatives.  You will have to be bored with the rest of what was to be in this circular some other time – and when you ever going to receive this ancient news about the Nye Nye Supermarkets let alone my own even more ancient Lewd Greed Oration I do not know.        


                                                                                                                                                                          











‘Angina Rectoris’, motto of Caledonia’s Saint Trinian’s Academy, is believed by its ushers to be Latina Canina (that is, rabbits’ Italian) for ‘tightening up’.  According to legend this was the language spoken by St. Trinian when imparting wisdom into the rabbits, rodents native to cold climates noted for their enthusiasm for pommie-style education.  Mr. Clever Dick is an alumnus of St. Trinian’s Academy.  Fatima’s favourite hobby in recent weeks has been ‘tightening up’.  Mr. Clever Dick has been tightened up.   This does not, however, in any way imply that Clever has been accepting or  paying bribes.   I had left Fatima to hold the fort for a few minutes when nipping out of the office for private discussions with Ms. Lila po Lune over a litre of mango juice relating to the internal affairs of  Belsize.  When I returned it turned out that Fatima had imposed upon Mr. Dick a ‘voluntary donation of  five million dong to the Patel Trachoma Trust’.                                                                                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                   





Ms. Fatima Patel, now fourteen years old, as you may well be aware, enrolled into our Delmonte University originally at the expense of her Uncle Ram, who owns a shop on the Melton Road in Lear City in Merciavostok in pommiland.  Lila, however, with the eventual outcome in mind, was so impressed by Fatima that she adopted her as charlady to our official appartment at the Palais,  Fatima also devoted some of her time to writing, on behalf of Mr. Clever Dick, the annual reports of  honkie corporations, the nominal fees for which she largely donated to Muslim Relief - and, of course, her talents have been eagerly exploited by Mr. Osama bin Ladin, President of the Banco Belsize Cayman International.  As it happens Lila and I have been Emil (medicine woman) and First Minister of Belsize already for a longer period than anyone else in history – though nominally neither the names nor identities of the holders of these offices ever change.  Traditionally these duties are taken up some time between the sixteenth and nineteenth birthday.  There is no actual defined point of transition but it is usual to leave this until the last possible moment and also to leave at the earliest possible moment.  Public office in our Federation is unpaid and duties are duties and not a route to wealth or to screwing lots of beautiful women.  Lila and I would prefer to devote our time to each other, to a café on Fouchette, like the one we used to own in Moscow, and to Lila’s stud farm on Knossos.  Despite rumours to the contrary, Lila’s daughter Lila, known as Fanny, is ideally suited to the office of  Emil, can be expected to take up her traditional responsibilities, though not necessarily in the manner that all might anticipate.  My  own daughter Gloria, known as Vendredi is definitely not interested.  That leaves Fatima.   Although this may not be apparent in the works of historians, it is not eccentric for the daughter of the First Minister, who takes over, to be adopted, though she will have to take on my name.  There are aspects of these duties which may not be entirely consistent with Fatima’s current private rules and regulations.   I have not seen Fanny for some time.  Nevertheless both Fatima and Fanny are regularly visitors of  Tungopolis on the Planet Jupiter and I do not doubt that discussions have taken place.  Honkies are warned, however, that there may be, from the ethical point of view not necessarily unwelcome, changes.                                                                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                               





The circumstances are that Mr. Dick, in his capacity as Clever Consultancies (Merciavostok) was hired by Cardinal Wolsey to ‘determine and effect the means most in the interests of the Archbishop of maximising the free-range organic carbon-neutrality of the site of  St. Margaret’s Abbey and Church adjacent to the Castra of Ratae adjunct to the City of Lear in the Kingdom of  Merciavostok in the Royaumes Unies’.   Mr. Dick is to buy the site and to resell it at a profit ‘when the market improves’. For this the Cardinal is to pay  Mr. Dick five million pommie pfunt.   The estate has since been renamed, at Mr. Dick’s suggestion, to emphasise the religious nature of the enterprise, “Houris’ Paradise”.  For this change of name Clever obtained a five million pommie pfunt fee, or course..   The site is to be converted to an airport and brothel complex with the aim of ‘attracting business to the City’.   You may have seen the adverts with the slogan aimed at Singaporean  arbitragers who have been rendered time to devote to the leisure industry: ‘Only ten hurs from paradise?’.  For this slogan  actually generated by Fatima during a fit of pique, Mr. Dick was paid five million pommie pfunt.   The fuss however, has been about another five million pommie pfunt paid to Mr. Dick as a ‘management fee’.  Without Clever being paid this sum it is impossible for Executive Mayor, Captain Thomas Cook, to grant planning permission.  However  it does not become compulsory by statute for the Mayor to grant this permission without it becoming ‘in the public interest’ through payment of other management fees to other parties by Mr. Dick.  Otherwise, for instance, at least in theory, the contract could go to somebody  who is charging lower fees.                                                                                                      


                                                                                                                                                                               





The fuss has not been about the compulsory fee paid to the Mayor’s political assistant, the Princess Cordelia.  In this case it proved to be in the public interest also for Mr. Dick to render a charitable donation to the Princess Rogan, who is Chief of  King Lear’s Royal Mounted Anti-terrorist Police and, of course, is betrothed to the Italian Dux, Vladimiron Pontio Pilaton,  known in the newspapers edited by the druids as ‘Arturus’ – Art being the druidic word for ‘bear’, this being  the nickname they append to the Proconsul on account of his Siberian origins – which some suppose to be the derivation also of the name Pilaton and the Dux’s description of himself as the ‘Impalator’ (though he suffers from a lisp and actually means ‘Imperator’).  This charity had become an urgency and necessity because the Merciavostok Police, as they call their Tum Tums, were no longer the organisers of their ‘Lester Piglets’.                                                                                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                          





The ever increasing ‘Council Tax’ paid by the citizens of  Merciavostok does not only pay for the holes in the road.   The escalation of  what they suppose to be the Council Tax has been accompanied by a separate Police Tax for which nobody  votes and  which, like the burgeoning number of similar separate taxes, has an economic expansion of its own.   Visitors to Merciavostok, other than terrorists, may have been under the impression that the kingdom has no Tum Tums.   Princess Rogan, however, was managing also the Lester Piglets, invented by his predecessor, the Don Robert Marks, now police-chief of  Toriland, who are young ladies dressed in their former Tum Tum uniforms who collect licence fees from owners of  stationary horses and carriages.                                                                                      


                                                                                                                                                                                  





The self-styled ex-President Toby Liar, known to the druids as Vortigern, so as not to confuse him with King Lear, complained however that the Piglets were insufficiently profitable.   They were bound by the unreasonably tightened-up regulation and also regulations imposed upon the Tum Tums.   They were therefore to be self-financing and ‘privatised’ and to hand a percentage of the bribes to Mayor Cook.   They now had greater liberties, could write their own laws and, for instance, collect fees from astonished citizens on their ‘public holidays’ on which it is, as ordained in the Book of  Deuteronomy,  illegal to collect taxes – though, of course, on such occasions they could only employ illegal immigrants from Polonia as tax-collectors since anyone else would expect to be paid.                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                           





The finances of their Tum-Tums were already very strained with their having to finance thousands of management consultants and their bonuses and to boost the GNP by building lots of new police-stations or converting old ones into Council-Tax-generating luxury dog-kennels..er.. flats..  This meant that the Tum-Tums, unless they were management consultants, had to be laid off and the police stations which were not big enough for contribution to the GNP or where they had not gotten round to it, had to be closed 168 hours a week and manned only by an unqualified skeleton staff over the remaining period.   Getting this money for the Piglets and then finding they had no Piglets to spend it on put their ‘police’ under further financial strain and there was danger of further hike in Police Tax in addition to the publicised hike in Council Tax, which is then always reduced by Mayor Cook to a lower hike.   There had therefore been the need for, in addition to the hikes, this charitable sum, in the normal course of business, to be paid by Mr. Clever Dick to Princess Rogan to allow their station on their Welford Road to reopen on the first day of every month and to pay for a part time receptionist and for her police uniform, which would have to be bought back from Mr.Greedy, the boss of the now independent Piglets.                                                                                                                                                                         


                                                                                                                                                                      





This might all seem in the normal course of business and no great issue.   However, President Walker Blow Jobson of the Etats Unies has been rather desperate of late.   He has been bribing the electorate with gifts of greenspam in order to boost the economy by  putting up prices (thereby avoiding the catastrophe of  ‘deflation’, that is lower prices).    He is running out of greenspam and we have most of it in this Federation stored away in caves and we don’t know what to do with it.   Fatima assures us it will not pay for many ophthalmic hospitals in Pakistan.  There is a serious danger of  Etats Unies prices going down and everyone there being a lot better off.   His Greenspam Bank therefore is progressively reducing its interest rates…. They are now at minus forty per cent… and dishing out greenspam to the usurers and carpetbaggers.  But they can’t print it fast enough and there are no greenspam left to pay for the paper.  WBJ therefore decided that Mr. Clever Dick in his capacity of  Clever Consultancies (Florida) had, in his capacity of Clever Consultancies (Merciavostok) paid to the Princess Rogan a sum to which was appropriate the forbidden nomenclature ‘bribe’.   This outlawing of the word ‘bribe’ as not politically correct is an aspect of the new  Subacute Combined Degeneracy Code, to which, of course, our Federation has not agreed – though we do co-operate when it is convenient.                             


                                                                                                                                                                      





As WBJ told our President Mussolini over the phone: “If Rogan is getting a bribe, then I want mine!”.  “Offada Fourchetta!”, answered Benny Mussolini, who is also an alumnus of  St. Trinians and perhaps this is also the language of rabbits.  ‘Offada’ in Latina Canina may be an expression of encouragement.  At any rate, WBJ seems to have thought so.   He demanded off Mr. Dick the sum of  one million greenspam.  “In these trying times”, WBJ told him, “We all have to contribute.  It is very important to be carbon neutral and to be nice to the Iraqis”.   Mr. Dick laughed happily, withdrew a wad of paper from his pocket and peeled out one million greenspam.  “As you see”, Clever pointed out, “it hardly makes a dent in the pack.  I carry all this waste paper around with me everywhere in the hope that some sucker will take it.  If weren’t that you might accuse me of offering you a bribe, I might ask you whether you could be generous enough to take rather more..the entire wad, for instance”.  WBJ however did not take any more, or probably not, or not yet.  So Clever has not been paying any bribes and WBJ no longer accuses Clever of bribery and denies that he, WBJ, ever supposed or suggested that Clever was guilty of such aberration.   Clever merely was performing a charitable deed to save the Etats Unies from a costly and inconclusive inquiry.   It would be much cheaper to pay the potential investigators without them imposing the additional cost of investigating.  Had Clever not paid this sum, however, he would have remained guilty of bribery .. or maybe so.   At any rate, the sum paid to WBJ was not a fine and it was not a bribe.  It was not a sum paid to secure for Clever some objective but a pure gesture of charity – and a way of getting rid of a lot of worthless paper.                                                                                            


                                                                                                                                                                                    





Fatima, however, is tightening up and she says she accepts all this as true.  Clever has never paid nor received any bribes and, in particular, this payment to WBJ in the normal course of   business was not a bribe.  Nevertheless, she insisted, “If  WBJ is getting his bribe, then we want ours!”.   Fatima, of course, is an old friend of  Mr. Dick and still compiles, on his behalf, the Annual Reports of honkie industrial corporations.   If  Clever gave Fatima this million dong, no doubt Fatima will have rendered some service to Mr. Dick.  It is not as if  Mr. Dick can’t spare the cash.   Ophthalmic Hospitals in Pakistan do sound rather free-range, organic and carbon neutral.   The Pakistanis have been getting a bit shirty over inward investments and Fatima has been building a good many more of these hospitals, with no locally unwelcome strings or suspicions, than Mr. Dick’s commercial rivals.   Mr. Dick’s charitable contribution could be a bribe well spent!                                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                              





If  Mr. Dick’s bribe is not well spent, however, that will not damage his finances.   A bribe in the normal course of business, of course, is not voluntary but compulsory – or the merchant has reason to believe it is compulsory and can’t take the risk of refusing just with the aim of finding out whether he can get away with it.   That is the difference between a bribe and a bribe. This is a risk it would be particularly unwise for a pommie to take.  They have in some instances been paying bribes which the recipients are convinced they have never received or which have no apparent explanation.  At the same time their Mr. Bigger, acting on behalf of their J. Arthur Rank, refused to pay the legitimate bribes when intending to open casinos in Florida.  If their native entrepreneurs such as Mr. Capone willingly pay them, it can reasonably be assumed that they are compulsory and not bribes.  A country with so little business sense as the Royaumes Unies does need some formal organisation of its bribery.   Nu Laeba, therefore, to pay for its holes in the road and to finance the inflation in ‘property prices’ has instituted a system of ‘taxes’ on its industrial corporations.   Their President demands and the pundits pay up.   There has been for instance the so-called ‘windfall tax’, the massive sums extorted for licences to market obsolete and useless mobile phones and the confiscation of the Nordic Rock Mortgage Bank.   These are publicised as penalties or punishments inflicted upon their hated ‘fat cats’, the popular name there for a pundit.   Mr Dick and Nikodemos ‘Uncle Boris’ Nikodemopoulos are supposed by some to be such fat cats.  These taxes are greeted with great rejoicing  (if anyone hears about them) and simply by taking money their President buys votes!   The people who pay however are what their scribes call the ‘taxpayers’, the consumers or shareholders (in the case of the pension funds, the actual or potential pensioners rather than the fund managers, who are pundits).   The fat cats pay more and more taxes and they get fatter and fatter.   The fat cats are President Gorgo’s tax-collectors.   They get their share of the bribe, for which the sacred taxpayer pays.   Our friends in Pommieland can be assured therefore that if they have a complaint against Mr. Dick’s mobile phone empire you can inform your ‘regulator’.   Your regulator will then impose upon Mr. Dick a five million pommie pfunt fine.   Then Mr. Dick will put the charges up.  So if you are aggrieved enough to complain that he is he is tapping the Countess Godeva’s  phone and selling the recordings to Gorgo, a penalty will indeed be imposed – and you will pay the penalty.   Whatever else did you think would happen?                                                                                                    


                                                                                                                                                                    





While I am on the subject of bribes, there is this here letter from some Etats Unies Lawyers.   The pommie offshoot of the Pension Fund of the Poncho Bolero International Pharmaceuticals Corporation of Colombia held shares in the Yankee TXU Corporation.   As a matter of fact, on the advice of our Attorney General Ms. Lydia Lodj Ll. D., these were registered as held by Uncle Boris personally in capacity of  the pommie Milor Nikolo of Nikosia, a title which imposes upon him the chore of  dishing out in the course of their Saturnalia, from a big bag,  presents for pommie children – such as ‘free mobile phones’ supplied by Mr. Clever Dick.   This TXU was confiscated by their famed Hiram J. Moneybagge with payment of some seemingly enormous sum – over sixty greenspam per share – so enormous that even Mr. Moneybagge had to borrow money to pay it – or he is issuing these bonds which pass on the inflationary cost about which I have been expounding.   Boris was expecting a cheque for some massive number of worthless greenspam.   Mr. Osama bin Ladin, of the Banco Belsize Cayman International, was in any case not going to pay for this any large number of Belsize Euros, but when the cheque arrived from Mr. J.R. Ewing, President of  TXU, one third had been ‘deducted, presumably by the North Korean lawyer,  Gorgi Sun lllrd.  Boris’s P.A. at the pommie  Casa di Milors, Ms. Tuna  Tunicola, contacted her cousin, Monica Miniskirt, who is a P.A. to President WBJ of the Etats Unies.  Monica phoned up J.R’s Secretary, Ms. Klitie Kleinrockschen.  Cousin Klitie phoned Tuna with the alleged information that the money had been handed to WBJ’s IRSS.                                                             


                                                                                                                                                                                                         





Their IRSS is a force not to be trifled.  If they say you owe them money, then, if you are within their reach, you had better pay up.   Their agents are known as ‘Gee-Men’.  The origin of this is that the the chief rabbi of the Waco Temple of  Kali refused to pay his Council Tax because he claimed that religious communities were exempt (which in Texas they are not, but he was delaying his payment in protest against that..or maybe he didn’t have money).  The IRSS surrounded his ranch with three divisions of  armoured rocket carriers.   The followers of Kali are noted for their pious incineration of  renewable fuel, dried grass, known as ‘hay’.  There was a pile of  this ‘hay’ outside the door of the temple.  The monks and their families hid in the cellar which they supposed was the safest place during nuclear attack.  However, the Chief Guru, to avoid a mishap, ran out of the front door, contacted the IRSS commandant via his mobile phone, pointed at the dried grass and yelled: “Gee! Men! Hay! Don’t fire!”.  Perhaps only the last word was heard.  Two cruise missiles were immediately despatched into the haystack.  Thereupon the entire building mysteriously disintegrated.   This was clearly prompted by a suicide pact by the monks who realised they were not going to get away with no paying their council tax.   The guru had deliberately incinerated the dried grass.   The IRSS have a photograph of the guru with his hand outstretched in the direction of haystack.  This is the origin of the name ‘Gee Men’.  The two first of the guru’s five last words were addressed to the IRSS operatives.                                            


                                                                                                                                                                                       





We are not, of course, afraid of the IRSS’s nuclear weapons.   We have plenty nuclear weapons of our own.   At any rate, the there are plenty nuclear weapons in the hands of  the Brigand Tung, Prophet of the Fanatical Christian Earthquaker Sect who inhabit the Island of  Pilkington.   The Brigand was bribed by so called ex-President Toby Liar of the Royaumes Unies with dozens of planeloads of sacks full of pommie pfunt to relieve pommiland of their obsolete used nuclear weapons  ..not that the Brigand did not already have a much greater number of his own.   They are only used for peaceful purposes.. scientific research and to accelerate engineering works on the Planet Jupiter.   Since the Earthquakers now have this alternative or additional habitat, the Brigand has turned indifferent to terrestrial politics.  But that would not necessarily mean that he would not retaliate on our behalf were the IRSS foolish enough to launch hostilities on account of non-payment of some alleged bribe – not that their rockets would stand any chance of getting through our defences.   But we are peaceful nation and don’t want to be bothered by having to teach some bunch of  honkie pirates a lesson in manners.            


                                                                                                                                                                          





“This money is not profit or income”, Tuna pointed out, “It is just Uncle Boris’s property.  It is not taxable  So this is some sort of  bribe.  It is up to J.R. Ewing to pay his own bribes!”                                     


                                                                                                                                                                 





“How do you expect J.R. to pay his bribes other than out of  Uncle Boris’s money?”, Monica replied,  “He’s got to make something out of it for himself.  He might get his own bribes from Mr. Moneybagge but Mr. Moneybagge too has to make something out of it too and so Uncle Boris would have to pay such bribes as well …..…  There is no way of financing the deal other than via the assets of  Uncle Boris and the other shareholders, whoever they may be… though authorised pundits are exempt and cash in.”.                                                                                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                                                 





“The payment of  sixty greenspam per share was registered at the Gotham City Stock Exchange as ex-bribe, not cum-bribe ..I have a certificate from Batman personally…”                                                            


                                                                                                                                                                    





“You are right!”, Monica conceded, “Batman did tell me it was definitely not cum-bribe.  That means the bribe has been paid twice…”                                                                                                                              


                                                                                                                                                                                       





“So you’ld better pay it back!”, snapped Tuna Tunicula.                                                                                            


                                                                                                                                                                         





“Cool it, Sweet Coz!  Cum-bribe is one thing!  The threatened rape of  an impoverished defenceless nation is quite another…”                                                                                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                                              





“I wasn’t threatening anything.  I’m not a Maltesani… not at the moment, anyway…  no more than you are… That’s our cousin, Minnie.  Minnie isn’t threatening to blow up any brothels in Miami.  I expect the Maltesanis own them anyway by now and most of your dilapidated greenspamised economy…”                   


                                                                                                                                                                             





“That’s just it!  We have a law in Yankiland!  If any foreign person,”, so Monica replied, “or her assets, is resident in Yankiland, our IRSS confiscates one third of her property… and then a third of what is left… and…. unless you sign a form IRRSFrmrsBrb2008/3256B/25.  ..Maybe!  You can try it and see!”


                                                                                                                                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                                                         


“We’ve signed several of them, and they’ve been lost!”                                                                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                           


“Yes, the Law also says that the form must not be out of date or lost… and it does not say we don’t get the loot if you sign, only that we do get it if you don’t.”                                                                                                    


                                                                                                                                                                           





“Excellent! Our Cousin Minnie has just registered you as a Citizen of  Belsize, which cannot be done without registering your assets, ex-bribe or cum.  Minnie is Minister of  Truth and, therefore, you must be a citizen of  Belsize, the only one ever to be registered, and you are shortly to be visited by the IRSS and their rocket-launchers and you will be covered with cum-bribe!”.                                                             


                                                                                                                                                                               





“Well, if you put it that way… Uncle Boris can fill in and sign a whole lot of forms.  If your Casa di Milors has got the most modern updated Clever Dick Computers, you will be able get them off the Internet.  If not, that’s too bad!  You probably won’t be able to download and print them anyway.  Bribes are tax-deductable.  If Uncle Boris has paid this bribe twice then, maybe, he might be able to deduct one of these bribes from his tax liablities or even from tax paid… Maybe!”                                                


                                                                                                                                                            





“Uncle Boris does not pay any tax, not to you or anyone else.  Just like everyone else in the Federation, except for the illegal immigrants, he has no proper y.”                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                                                  





“You have just said that Uncle Boris has paid this tax to the IRSS which you are trying to get back off them.  How you imagine it to be possible to find money to get off with in the greenspamised Et.U. economy is another matter…”                                                                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                                                  





“He has paid no tax and is not going to pay any tax.  He pays Borocaine free of charge to all members of your adminstration, and their PAs, of whom there is a considerable number… and his corporations are exempt of your taxation by treaty…  This is a bribe and it was paid by JR Ewing or this North Korean Lawyer of his, Georgie Sun lllrd… No honkie government is going to get very far without Borocaine…” 


                                                                                                                                                                          





“A tax and a bribe are the same thing…”                                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                  





So there is a legalistic and procedural controversy about this which Lydia will have to sort out.   They are assuming  presumably that it is not  worth our while to pursue them for this trivial sum.   If we had full-time lawyers and if they were paid, and particularly if they were paid as much as useless honkie lawyers,  this two hundred million greenspam or whatever it is that WBJ has stolen would soon evaporate in their wages.  Besides that, in the Et.U. if you win the case, the lion’s share of the proceeds has then to be paid to the lawyers and they than have to pay the judge, the jury, the proprietors of the TV stations….     And you are back on square one!                                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                   





Despite this however there is even more work for Lydia Lodj.   We do have to swear in citizens as lawyers when conducting our trials of  Nu Laeba terrorists in the International Court on Fouchette and then, if they secure a verdict of being stoned to death, they can if they choose become fat cats and Members of  Parliament in pommiland.   But as regards lawyers in other contexts we have quite enough with the single firm.. Liar, Liar, Liar, Lodj, Liar and Panzenfuhrer, and of them only Lydia practices Law in the Federation.  It is rather a lot for one girl.                                                                                         


                                                                                                                                                                          





It may be obvious to you now, even if it was not before, that unless this Mr. Moneybagge and this Mr. J.R. Ewing are complete nincompoops and probably even if not, there cab be no profit in the selling off this corporation – from which it is not too difficult to deduce that there must be loss for the (remaining) shareholders.  The shareholders may appear to be making a profit but in the long run it has to turn out that they would have been better off hanging onto the shares.  Moneybagge and Ewing also would not do this if they could not get away with it, which presumably involves passing on a hefty sum of  Uncle Boris’s money onto WBJ as a bribe.  Any attempt in their Courts of Law to remedy such a swindle might be anticipated to be very profitable for lawyers, to consume more company  money – or shareholders’ money confiscated in  advance for this purpose – and to be doomed to failure.  If such an action were to succeed it would have to take place not today but at some future time when Nu Laeba no longer rules the Et.U..                                                                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                                                





Nevertheless these letters here refer to a ‘class action’.. and a ‘derivative action’ .. brought by Sue Ellen, Sue D’Eaux Coux and Sue Everyone… various relatives of  J.R.Ewing .. and they are suing J.R., and Mr Moneybagge and everyone else who arranged this sale of  TXU on the grounds that sixty dollars per share was not enough.  J.R. should have, on  behalf of Sue Ellen, Sue D’Eaux Coux, Sue Everyone et al, asked for more money.   We are here informed that our Uncle Boris is one the als… because he owned shares.   Uncle Boris was not previously informed that he was one of the als, but he is now informed that he is party to ‘The Agreement’.                                                                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                          





It is not clear from these papers what the case was about nor what is The Agreement.  But I could have told you before such a case even commenced what it was about, how it would proceed and what would be the ‘agreement’.   The lawyers may well have uncovered a great deal of dirt on J.R. and Moneybagge and, for all we know, J.R. may have been shagging Moneybagge’s mother-in-law.. and Moneybagge has uttered a lot of silly promises to the Green Party that he will free-range, organic and carbon neutral.  J.R. and  Moneybagge no doubt know each other a great deal better than you or I know either of them.   There has to be a suspicion when the two renewed acquaintance in the Sauna Mr.J.R.Ewing did not announce: “My sole objective is to swindle the greatest possible amount of money out of you and to give it to the shareholders”.  On the other hand, the lawyers felt unable to prove that there had actually been a swindle, or not one beyond normal limits.   In current economic circumstances, they concede, Moneybagge would not be able to borrow enough money off the usurers, despite the efforts of Son of Greenspam, to pay a bigger price!  So maybe Moneybagge might have been a little naughty but at the same time he is not going to be asked to pay anything more to the shareholders.  Mr Moneybagge has agreed to pay all the lawyers, both his own and Sue Ellen’s.   Sue Ellen however for her part agrees to the covenant.  “Neither I nor any other shareholder or ex-shareholder in this here company or anyone else will ever again suggest that Moneybagge could have swindled or underpaid us or anyone else or that J.R. ought to have asked for more, or that Moneybagge or JR are in any sense about anything culpable and certainly we won’t make any claims for damages or compensation - not even if it turns out that Moneybagge had murdered the entire board of  TXU prior to the bid, that he stole all the money out of the safe and that the present JR is an imposter.”                                                                                              


                                                                                                                                                                                       





There appear in the Law Courts – this is a common practice in pommiland – regularly cases brought supposedly by or on behalf of punters in the name of justice but in fact conducted by lawyers which exist to establish a law and precedent that protects not the punter but the pundit.  When there are takeover bids, ‘class actions’ of this type, where none of the shareholders are informed of the action or asked what might be their opinion and the relevant arguments are overlooked, are a regular sequel of company confiscations.  The only argument that is ever mouthed, and mouthed at great length is:  “We are the greedy pigs.  We want more money!”.  This is not an argument designed to win votes.                        


                                                                                                                                                                                    





It may have occurred to the humble reader that it has nothing to do with the thing whether or not a carpetbagger could under present circumstances or ‘market conditions’ find a greater sum with which to elevate the price.  There is no need for JR to sell the company.  There is no need for him to accept any offer.  If indeed the carpetbaggers suddenly decide that they don’t want to buy the goods or do not want to pay for them, then there will be no sale.  But it does not follow that whatever they might be prepared to offer is an acceptable price.  That is what Alisteir Crowlink meant when he said he was going to steal the Nordic Rock company and sell it ‘when the market improves’.  In pommiland the fair price is sometimes defined as that paid by a willing buyer to a willing seller.  If there is a ‘depressed market’ or nobody is willing to pay the supposed vendors’ price there is no willing seller.  This argument is constantly overlooked in the propaganda of larcenous pundits successfully represented in Courts of Law.                                                                                                                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                                              





Uncle Boris however concurs with the our own consensus  view that there existed no possibility ever of a willing seller  ..that this company should never have sold, supposedly on behalf of Uncle Boris and other shareholders, to a carpetbagger under any circumstances.  It is not in the interest of anyone for any company to be sold to a person whose only interests and talents lie in making money out of cashing in.  I conveyed on behalf of  Uncle Boris these views to JR, and also via Minnie’s Press Circulars.  I pointed out also that even were sale and maximisation of loot an acceptable and realistic ambition, this would be an absurd time to sell a company – or, at any rate, sell to it in exchange for greenspam.  With Son of Greenspam’s lowering of interest rates and dishing out of greenspam to the usurers to keep prices up the value of the greenspam could be expected to drop like a bomb.  In fact, in terms of other currencies and in terms of actual value it dropped by about a third between the time the sum was agreed by JR and time money was actually paid.  It continued to cascade as the cheques travelled through the post.  The greenspam is so worthless as to be uncashable.   Carpetbaggers always offer cash but not shares.  At the best of times a takeover offer in which money is offered rather than shares should never be accepted.   Inflation is such that unless the company goes bust completely, whatever price you wish to imagine for a share, the share will eventually reach it.   If the pensioners wish to protect their pensions they need shares.  Cash just loses its value.  In current circumstances the carpetbaggers are grabbing everything and the pensioners are being left only with worthless money.  The inflation has been taking place before their eyes.. through the very facts that what would a year ago have been regarded as an outrageously excessive price for TXU is not enough, that the bid has taken place, that money has been borrowed by the carpetbagger to inflate the price and that it will be necessary for the punters to pay more for their electricity.                                                                                                                                                         


                                                                                                                                                                                 





Mr. Moneybagge, we are told, assured punters that he was going to be free-range, organic and carbon neutral.   Such a protestation should ab initio have been treated with contempt.  What does Mr. Moneybagge know about it?  He is not presumably going to recoup his expenditure by producing less electricity.  The language attributed to Mr. Moneybagge belongs to the palaver of  ‘carbon emissions’ – nonsense perpetrated by industrialists who want to appear nice but are raking it in at the expense of niceness.   The pundits maybe can continue forever talking this nonsense.  But it should not be in their hands.  It should be in the hands of the shareholders.   They, hopefully, are not going to be brainwashed by the nonsense forever.                                                                                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                              





Uncle Boris and our Federation do not take the crucial argument to be: “How much should the shareholders be paid?”.   The crucial argument is: “There should be shareholders”.  By shareholders we mean punters who hold shares in their own right and the actual owners of the pension funds for which the managers who cast votes are really only the custodians.   The pension fund manager, only after his own cream, has been the great bugbear of companies – and of pensioners.   The fact that shareholders have failed to control the pundits does not prove that they could not have done so and does not prove that shareholders are not needed.                                                                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                                               





Uncle Boris is aware that selling electricity is a dodgy business.  It was not so long ago that electricity companies were whining, and particularly so those operating in California, which to some degree TXU used to do.  California is the place where they have global warming.. mainly in Los Angeles, but sometimes also in the rest of California.. and their rivers dried up and amongst their catastrophes was the non-operation of their hydro-electric generators.  Electricity companies in those days were being sold off for a song.  TXU would have been had Mr. Moneybagge been a bit more efficient in his role of ruthless, greedy, unprincipled carpetbagger.   Any day now global warming may return to California.  That would mean that a lot of electricity would be needed to drive the air conditioning and cooling and to produce more heat.  It would then be necessary to use uranium rods that were a hundred times larger and the power station would blow up.   This would, at least temporally, mean that the companies were selling less electricity and perhaps even go into liquidation and Uncle Boris might lose all his investment.  If TXU was sited in the UK even if there was no global warming and sales were entirely adequate Don  Aleistair Crowlink might steal the company on some convenient occasion when the market was ‘depressed’ and sell it to finance the holes in the ground ‘when the market improved’.                                         


                                                                                                                                                                         





Nevertheless, if Uncle Boris has shares in TXU then he shares with the management of TXU the responsibility not of  maximising his immediate gains but of providing a service.   The directors and shareholders have a duty to provide electricity and to provide it at a reasonable price.  The majority of  shareholders, not in the sense of  fund managers, have a greater interest in keeping down prices and in ensuring a service than they have in maximising dividends.   But not even Uncle Boris, owning half the world and living in the Federation where the sun, seas, hurricanes, even without the ample supply of uranium and polonium, remove any need to depend on honkie electricity companies and where life is organised rather more intelligently than in California so that global warming causes no discomforts despite higher temperatures, has any motivation to maximise short term gains.  Nobody has – other than fund managers who take the money and run and hope the supply of companies to plunder will not run out.  It is in everybody’s interest that companies and industries survive in the long run and that prices are kept down.  The greed-objectives within directors’ bonus schemes are to the benefit to no-one at all.   Uncle Boris, maybe, is taking a risk by choosing to be shareholder in a company that sells electricity – and does so in a country devastated by greenspam and global warming.   But Uncle Boris also owns the world’s largest pharmaceutical corporation and the monolithic Moscow-based Pornographia media empire – or it used to be Moscow based – and a  banana plantation.  If the punters have an interest in pension funds, then they too will have investments in a spread of  assets.   There are the occasional company collapses – quite a lot of them, as a matter of fact, and it has to be accepted this will happen.  But if everything collapses, then, however you look at it, everything collapses.  It matters not.  The public have a responsibility to remain as shareholders in the commodities they all use, and those they don’t use, and to exert control over the pundits.  The pundits, at the same time, are anxious to get rid of the shareholders because they might exert control – which is also why Aleisteir Crowlink hates shareholders – though it will in the end mean that fund managers will have no shares with which to fiddle and no shareholders to rob and the funds themselves will just be worthless inflationary  money.  


                                                                                                                                                                         





It could be argued that the ‘agreement’ signed by Sue Ellen supposedly on Uncle Boris’s behalf is a face- saver,  meaningless and changes nothing.   It is possible to employ lawyers to claim more money for the plaintiffs – and lose.   Or it is possible, in a hundred years time, for the lawyers to challenge Sue Ellen’s covenant and win.  ‘Who dares wins’ is not unequivocally true.   I expect the pommie SAS also have guns and are very skilled at winning.   It is more power that wins.   You call it ‘daring’ if there is a good chance of you winning.  If you have no choice, maybe it is still ‘daring’ and then it becomes ‘who dares loses’.  But otherwise, if you are not going to win, the same behaviour is not daring but recklessness or stupidity.   Sue Ellen’s agreement, in the present day, changes nothing, except maybe how, where and when lawyers earn their fees, since Mr. Moneybagge is in charge anyway.   In two hundred years time he might no longer be in charge, in which case the Courts would say that Sue’s covenant is not a valid contract and is binding on nobody.                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                        





Even though perhaps Sue’s agreement is meaningless, Uncle Boris is not amused.  Nor is anyone in these parts.    Uncle Boris does have complaints – in the terms I have indicated.  But he does not agree with Sue’ s lawyers’ arguments and objectives and even regards them as offensive or immoral.  It is an argument to say: “I depend on my property for my survival” but it is not an argument to say: “I must have more just because it is more”.  Sue Ellen perhaps doesn’t feel she needs more and is does not feel threatened because she is losing out.  But the argument that the pensioners’ and other shareholders’  survival is threatened by these carpetbagger takeovers could have been proposed.  After all, the punters, who mostly do not realise they are shareholders do not  know what is happening to their property, are being brainwashed by the Aleistair Crowlink brigade that inflation is engendered by shareholders, supposedly someone else,  who are insisting on excessive dividends and they think it is even desirableto clobber shareholders.  It is hardly even a good PR exercise to boast greed as the only argument when other alternatives are available.   Further, Uncle Boris does not see Moneybagge necessarily as the respondent when the politics changes in two hundred years time.  Sue Ellen appears also to be trying to protect alternative respondents.  The whole situation has to be analysed in terms of  wider politics and economics.  We have put Toby Liar on trial accused on genocide in our International Court largely on the grounds of  his greenspamite policies and, in particular, buy-to-let mortgages.   These confiscations of carpetbaggers of companies, with them being taken out of the control and ownership of shareholders, together with inevitable hyperinflation, are more a policy of persecution and genocide of those not degenerate enough to pundits.  Historically, it is the country’s government that is held responsible for such genocide or persecution rather than even senior party members such as JR and Moneybagge, who can be seen as merely following orders or too stupid to know any better.                                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                              





Uncle Boris agrees that had Sue Ellen arranged that Uncle Boris and the rest of the holders get another quarter cent per share – and maybe that is how Moneybagge should have played it – he might also in return have had to give satisfaction for the bribe and, for  what it is worth, sign the agreement (or else refuse the quarter of the cent, which would have been his likely response – though a pensioner might have been in no position to refuse).  But as far as we are aware, Boris has not been offered this quarter cent.   If he had been, he would have been told, surely, to encourage him to sign.  A class action has been conducted on behalf a category of people, the actual shareholders as opposed to pundits, who were not permitted to voice a separate opinion when the company was sold.   Their rights have already at that point been violated.  The benefits of this action are restricted to Moneybagge and the Lawyers and, maybe, Sue Ellen.   Moneybagge is paying a sum… quite a lot .. in return for perpetual immunity from prosecution.  Moneybagge is paying Sue’s lawyers.   This could be construed a benefit to Sue.  If she had no reason in advance to suppose that Moneybagge would agree to this, it is surprising that she ever brought the case.  It could also be construed that the agreement is the counterbribe Sue pays to avoid losing this sum, which, presumably is greater than the value of her former TXU shares.   So the agreement is a benefit to Sue.  This class action existed for and its outcome if for only J.R., Sue Ellen, and Mr. Moneybagge.   It is their agreement and not Uncle Boris’s.                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                               





As if that is not bad enough,  if Uncle Boris wishes to register an objection to this ‘agreement’,  Lydia has to write out documents for Boris to sign and they have to be delivered  separately to thirty eight different Etats Unies Lawyers and Courts.  This means that not only has Sue Ellen, in conspiracy with Mr Moneybagge and JR Ewing misrepresented Uncle Boris without his knowledge, but Uncle Boris or Lydia are obliged to undergo labours, which amount to preparation for another court case – or more – to absolve themselves from a shameful agreement.                                                                                                
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