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				As a child I grew up with the wonderful stories of Ali Baba. Magic lamps, flying carpets, imagination left to soar and my child curiosity and excitement raised by these beautiful and historic tales often driven by the greed and ego of bad people. 

				In my later life, spent in the world of commodity and gold trading, finance and hedge funds I came to realise that there is no delineated border between fact and fiction. That apparently unbelievable stories of thieves and knaves were not exclusive to the pages of children’s fiction, but were part of the fabric of normal business life. The concept of “You couldn’t make this up” was in fact part of the history of finance. Ponzi schemes, market manipulation, financial conspiracies, murders under bridges in London, global theft from charities and pensioners, arrogant traders with failed systems doubling their bets as the losses mounted. Ineptitude, corruption and in fact all the manifest and incredible stories of good versus bad usually driven by greed and ego were and are all part of daily life.

				Erik Vrij has spent a career that spans both finance and fiction. He has the knowledge and imagination to bring these two strange worlds together in a way that is both instructive and fun to read. Anyone reading his stories and thinks they are made up by the power of imagination will be surprised to know that they are well founded in reality and made accessible and enjoyable in the hands of a master story teller.

				 

				Ian Morley

				Chairman, Wentworth Hall

				Founder Chairman, Alternative Investment Management Association
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				nce upon a time there was a bank called Al Alim Bank. Al Alim Bank had its eye on being the bank of choice in an emerging fintech centre. It was based in a remarkable freezone, located on an island nicknamed Al Unicorn Island. The apps developed there were often valued at more than a billion dirham.

				Al Alim Bank’s analysts expected one fintech company named Khalila - to become a King Unicorn, worth a trillion. 

				One day Al Alim Bank sent Khalid, its star banker with a similar name - it may be good for business - to identify new opportunities in the relationship with the management of Khalila. Whilst waiting for a meeting with Khalila’s CFO - Khalid downloaded the company’s “Khalila” app.

				When he swiped the screen of his phone, a lady with dark hair appeared on the wall in front of him. Khalid was mesmerised by her mysterious looks. With a soft voice she said: ‘I am Khalila, I will fulfil three financial wishes.’

			

		

		
			
				Al Alim Bank and the Magic App
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				Khalid thought hard. ‘I want to make Al Alim Bank the house bank of Khalila, maximise the share of wallet,’ he said jokingly, not really expecting anything. He regretted it immediately, thinking the CFO might well hear back about his wish through the app.

				‘Fulfilled,’ said Khalila in a somewhat functional tone of voice.

				Khalid noticed a stream of notifications on his client dashboard and looked. Credit facilities to Khalila, cash management services, an IPO mandate, personal loans to staff, it all showed. Al Alim Bank was now monopolising Khalila’s every financial need. Al Alim Bank’s profit and stock soared. Khalid smiled. His eyes sparkled.

				‘You have two more financial wishes,’ said Khalila. ‘What shall they be?’ 

				This is incredible, thought Khalid. I could use a loan for that new Maserati, or a Saadiyat villa. Or shall I make our clients benefit? He thought hard. 

				‘What shall it be?’ said Khalila. ‘You have thirty seconds to make up your mind.’ 

				Wow, this is difficult. He thought of the bank’s strategy and decided to fulfil that strategy. It would not harm him either… ‘I want to fulfil my bank’s strategy and enable all clients of Al Alim Bank to obtain all financial means to realise their purposes.’

				‘Fulfilled,’ said Khalila. 
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				Khalid saw a stream of emails coming in. Thank you messages from clients whose credit facilities had been offered, business opportunities realised, payments made. Khalid felt like a hero. This Khalila really is incredible. She could only sound a little more enthusiastic delivering such great news.

				‘You have one last financial wish,’ said Khalila. ‘What shall it be?’

				‘Excuse me?’ said Khalid, being distracted by his sudden success.

				Khalila did not seem surprised. ‘You have one last financial wish,’ said Khalila. ‘What shall it be?’

				I have done enough good by now, thought Khalid. For the bank, for its clients. It’s me-time now. Spinning in the Maserati soon would be great. Or shall I get the loan without repayment obligation for that Saadiyat villa? He smiled. 

				‘You have one last financial wish,’ said Khalila again. ‘What shall it be?’ As if she guessed his mind – big data analysis probably – she said: ‘You may drive your dream car tomorrow. You may also get the villa you have been looking for. But you may also do more good.’

				Khalid shivered. Was she blaming him for thinking of the car and villa option? He looked at his watch. Just a few minutes were left for his meeting with the CFO and mere seconds before his last wish opportunity would expire. Before he knew it he mumbled: ‘I want to end poverty.’ He was surprised by himself. Did I actually say that? Something so pretentious? Idealistic?  

				‘Fulfilled,’ said Khalila. She glanced at him in a way he had not seen before, dis not expect from some virtual creature. ‘You are a noble man, Khalid.’

				Khalid blushed. ‘Thank you, Khalila.’ His voice trembled, stopped, even though he was contemplating to say more. 
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				Breaking news messages were flowing into his phone, announcing the end of poverty, flourishing economies, bull markets everywhere with exploding stock prices, wealth, welfare and well-being going through the roof. The most intriguing headline he saw was the one that mentioned that everyone would now live happily ever after. 

				Khalila disappeared just as the CFO walked into the waiting room. ‘How are you, Khalid?’ 

				‘Al-Hamdu lillah. I think Khalila just saved the world.’
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				nce upon a time there was a financial crisis.

				Her name was Black Monday, she ruled a world of misery.

				Black Monday was ambitious. She enjoyed her fame for causing financial misery.

				She was indeed the proud mother of all financial crises.

				One bad day in the market, Black Monday was hurting some investors, whilst looking at her Bloomberg Terminal.

				Defaults by subprime mortgagors showed as dots scattered across the screen.

				Their blood turned the numbers red.

				Soon after the market turned miserable; she watched with pleasure, albeit wary of others being more miserable.

				Each day she would look in the mirror and ask: ‘Mirror, mirror on Wall Street, who is the blackest, most miserable financial crisis of them all?’

			

		

		
			
				Black Monday and the Seven Crises
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				Each time the mirror would answer her: ‘Thou o Black Monday, art the blackest of them all.’

				This pleased Black Monday greatly as she knew the mirror could speak nothing but the truth.

				One morning when she asked, she was shocked when the mirror answered: ‘Thou o Black Monday, are pretty black, it is true, but more black by far is The Credit Crunch of 2007/2008.’

				Black Monday flew into a jealous rage and ordered a huntsman out to take The Credit Crunch of 2007/2008 off the world’s history.

				The huntsman did his best to eradicate The Credit Crunch of 2007/2008, but did not manage.

				The Credit Crunch of 2007/2008 fled into an obscure place in history. She saw seven miniature traces of misery, neatly organised and fell asleep.

				After dark the seven occupants of the obscure place came back and found the Credit Crunch of 2007/2008 in their corner.

				The first one – the Great Depression of 1929 - 1939 - said: ‘Who is taking my space in history?’

				The second one - the Suez Crisis of 1956 - said: ‘Who is hurting the investors I hurt before?’

				The third one – the Latin American Debt Crisis of 1994-2002 – said: ‘Who managed to strike so many people internationally?’

				The fourth one – the Russian Economic Crisis of 1992-1997 – said: ‘Who caused a crisis in so many currencies?’
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				The fifth one – the East Asian Economic Crisis of 1997-2001 – said: ‘Who managed to cause all this pain in just one day?’

				The sixth one – The Tulip Mania of 1637 – said: ‘Who triggered such a modern crisis?’

				The seventh one – The Credit Crisis of 1772 – said: ‘Who is trying to imitate me?’ He looked further and saw The Credit Crunch of 2007/2008. ‘O hell, o hell,’ he cried, what a great crisis!’

				The next morning the seven crises went out to occupy their places in history for the day. They warned The Credit Crunch of 2007/2008 not to open the door to their obscure place in history.

				The next afternoon The Credit Crunch of 2007/2008 heard a knock on the door of the obscure place in history. ‘Who is there?’ he asked?

				A man stood in front. ‘I am a reporter of the Financial Times,’ he said. ‘I would like to interview you. You’ll be famous.’ 

				‘I’d like to be famous,’ said The Credit Crunch of 2007/2008. He did not recognise it was Black Monday, dressed up as a reporter. They made themselves comfortable in the obscure place in history.

				‘Here,’ said the reporter and planted a delicious tropical drink in front of the Credit Crunch of 2007/2008. ‘I’ll make you famous and get you out of this obscure place in history.’

				‘I like that,’ said the Credit Crunch of 2007/2008. He gulped down some of the tropical drink. ‘Hmmm, I like that too.’

				The reporter smiled and started the interview. But then - a few questions into the interview - The Credit Crunch of 2007/2008 collapsed.
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				The reporter smiled. The Credit Crunch of 2007/2008 would stay in its obscure place in history.

				Later, the Seven Crises returned from their various places in history and found the reporter next to The Credit Crunch of 2007/2008. They were shocked and chased the reporter away, through various parts of history until he vanished. They placed The Credit Crunch of 2007/2008 into a glass cover of a history book and stayed at his side.

				One day, a real reporter of the Financial Times passed by and looked in awe at the collapsed body of The Credit Crunch of 2007/2008. He immediately took his laptop, logged on to the news centre and revived The Credit Crunch of 2007/2008.

				The Credit Crunch of 2007/2008 soon featured in headlines of media around the world, showing, reflecting on and evaluating the pain and misery it caused in every detail.

				Black Monday watched it in agony and lived miserably ever after.
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				nce upon a time there was a news channel that provided the information every viewer needed.

				Its information was bespoke.

				Different for every viewer.

				Right for every viewer.

				It would provide each viewer something they were really looking for.

				It provided all inside information on every viewer’s investment portfolio.

				It was a remarkably popular news channel.

				Every investor would tune in.

				The news channel was closely watched by regulators and watchdogs.

				But they would not see the inside information.

				It was only available to those that needed it.

				The world became a level playing field, a better and transparent place.

				With each investor benefiting from the golden opportunities offered by the channel.

				The news channel that provided all inside information made investors live happily ever after.

			

		

		
			
				The News Channel That Provided All Inside Information
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				eing tired and hungry, Sindbad the fund accountant takes a break in the reception area of his investment bank. 

				Smoking a cigarette, he complains to his wife on the phone that it is not fair that some of the staff are so poor whilst others earn so much.

				A bond salesman with a resembling name – Sin-Bad – hears this and reaches out to him.

				Sin-Bad the bond salesman tells Sindbad the fund accountant that he was also poor once. ‘Do you want to know why I am so wealthy now and why you are not?’ 

				‘Please tell me,’ said Sindbad the fund accountant. ‘I would like to know why.’

				‘That is,’ said Sin-Bad the bond salesman, ‘because I am a star investment banker, and you are not.’

				‘Oh,’ said Sindbad the fund accountant. ‘What makes you a star investment banker, and how can I become one?’

			

		

		
			
				Sin-Bad the Bond Salesman
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				Sin-Bad the bond salesman then begins the narrative of his adventures that turned him from a bond sales man into a star investment banker.

				The First Voyage – The Short-Sellers Island

				Having inherited some wealth, Sin-Bad decides to set-off for an island with a pleasant tax climate that is known as Short Sellers Island.

				Soon after he starts short-selling overvalued bonds, the entire island goes under.

				Fortunately, Sin-Bad – showing the first characteristics of the star investment banker he is becoming – keeps afloat by selectively grabbing some highly profitable long positions that are floating around the island.

				He returns home safely and contemplates his next voyage.

				The Second Voyage – The Bullish Bullion Market

				Thanks to the wealth he made on his first voyage, Sin-Bad has a lot of leisure time on his hands.

				But he is bored and embarks on a second voyage that accidently leaves him in a bullion market that is bullish.

				Bullish as he is himself, Sin-Bad the Bond Salesman embraces this market of precious metals.

				He passes a country of a dominant market party that protects the bullish bullion market.
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				It so happens that numerous investors lure the dominant market party, throwing big chunks of gold, palladium and platinum at him.

				Sin-Bad cleverly does a block-trade on the back of a big chunk of rhodium when the dominant market party bites.

				The bullish bullion market fulfils its expectation and takes him home unharmed on a wave of volatility with the riches he obtains.

				The Third Voyage – The Ruthless Equity Market and Huge Investors

				Sin-Bad’s craving to invest in more of the world’s markets takes him on another voyage. 

				As fate would have it, Sin-Bad and his fellow investors end in a ruthless light touch regulated equity market.

				The ruthless equity market is swallowing the investors, bankrupting them, one a day, starting with a fellow star investment banker with a stiff upper lip.

				Worried about his fate, Sin-Bad and his fellow investors decide to trick the ruthless equity market.

				They manage to spread rumours that move the market in the opposite direction.

				They successfully blind the ruthless equity market and escape frontrunning.
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				They escape assaults from regulators and somehow end up in a different market, which has huge investors that destroy the value of their equity by dumping large quantities of it.

				Fearing bankruptcy, they run into a niche market, only to find that there are more of the huge investors that start dumping their equity.

				Sin-Bad’s fellow investors get scattered and Sin-Bad – alone now – builds himself a shelter of equity derivative hedges to keep the huge investors from hurting him.

				He spends the night in fear and by morning, invests in an index tracking fund that happens to bail-out the companies he is investing in.

				The manager of the fund is awed by his investment adventure stories and tells the ultimate beneficial owner about it, an honest man. He decides to compensate Sin-Bad for his hardship and pays him out a return on his investment as if he invested a year earlier, making Sin-Bad wealthier yet again.

				The Fourth Voyage – Cannibalism, Customs and Chapter 11 

				Sin-Bad joins another group of investors to go on a new journey.

				They invest in different markets, peacefully, for a while.

				But one day, volatility turns the market of this kingdom wild and fearsome.

				Market regulation also changes direction and Sin-Bad’s special purpose vehicle is turned upside down, throwing all his investors into a wave of negative return on investment.
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				The investors, barely surviving from bankruptcy, hold onto whatever backstop credit has been available to them.

				They move into Chapter 11 and reach a restructuring agreement.

				Sin-Bad doesn’t like the animal behaviour of his investors, and soon, he realises that the backstop lenders are fattening them in order to cannibalise them.

				The market has unusual customs regulations. Whenever he tries to sell his bonds, he discovers that taxes are levied on his sales proceeds that make him lose significant return.

				He survives for a few days, and cleverly seeks counsel from a tax advisor that finds a loophole and rescues him in an offshore jurisdiction where he refinances himself at an attractive negative interest rate.

				The Fifth Voyage - Frontrunners and Monkeys

				You might think that Sin-Bad would give up investing after a near bankruptcy experience during his fourth voyage. But his love for investing compels him to continue. So this time, Sin-Bad buys a well-established bond management house and embarks on another investment journey. 

				A few weeks into the journey, his fund managers halt near the bullish bullion market. Out of curiosity, some fund managers invest in platinum backed securities, expecting the investment to beat the benchmark.

				When they start making some return on their investment, the fund managers charge their management fees and feast on their carried interest.
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				When Sin-Bad notices what his fund managers have done, he senses that they are in danger and orders them to liquidate their entire positions and leave the market immediately.

				Two hours following the sale of their positions, two giant investors seek reversal of the trades and sink the fund. Sin-Bad somehow manages to get lawyers to prevent the reversal and flees into a near market. 

				On exploring the market, he finds that it has sweet smelling investment opportunities and low hanging fruits. He invests and sleeps like a savings account investor that night.

				The next morning, he finds an old investor in a pin stripe suit, investing in parallel to him and watching his moves. He asks Sin-Bad to co-invest until the evening.

				Sin-Bad reluctantly agrees and backs the old investor, until evening.

				The old investor turns out to be frontrunning on Sin-Bad’s investments, nearly strangling him.

				Sin-Bad carries the loss day after day, as the old man adds loss after loss, nearly choking Sin-Bad each time Sin-Bad asks him to back off.

				One day, Sin-Bad and the old investor come across what looks like a juicy investment in credit linked notes. Sin-Bad splits it into tranches and presents the most toxic tranche to the old investor.

				The old investor participates in the tranche and becomes so caught up in preventing his losses that Sin-bad manages to separate from him.

				He liquidates his investment and returns home. On the way back he passes by a monkey infested island and invests in the Monkey-Index. 
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				He amasses a lot of money by doing so and returns home wealthier than before. 

				The Sixth Voyage – Exotic Reinsurance 

				Sin-Bad has all the money and peace he could wish for, but his mind tricks him into embarking on another investment voyage, for the thrill and adventures it gives him. 

				He moves into several alternative investment vehicles and rides the waves of some emerging markets, making some money underway.

				One day the director of a special purpose vehicle in which he has invested, comes wailing to the investors. As the director pours his heart out about market regulation, the purpose of the special purpose vehicle is rendered obsolete by a new regulation and the SPV becomes insolvent.

				Most investors in the fund lose all of their invested capital, but Sin-Bad – being the star investment banker he has become – survives by having grabbed a reinsurance contract he came across, that covered precisely the risk of the new regulation.

				He decides to explore the market in which the fund hit some defaults and speaks to its people.

				The island has precious reinsurance contracts to underwrite. Sadly the island has little nightlife to be entertained and the other surviving investors get bored to death, one after another. 

				Sin-Bad sets up his own SPV, loads his collected assets onto it and continues investing in a local purpose. 
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				As he does this, he enters a loophole in the market and discovers civilised local investors.

				On talking to them and looking at their colourful bermudas, he discovers he is in Bermuda.

				The Queen’s representative is happy to see Sin-Bad and to hear of his adventures in other markets.

				She sends Sin-Bad home with plenty of reinsured catastrophe bonds as a relationship gift. As he passes the Bermuda Triangle, he vanishes off the radar for a while which triggers a pay-out on the reinsurance contracts. He happily collects the proceeds underway home.

				The Seventh Voyage – Ponzi Island

				Sin-Bad is not very happy returning home and doing nothing after his latest investment voyage.

				He sails the seven seas again and stops underway to participate in an investment scheme. He is happy with the generous and surprisingly stable returns for quite some time.

				After a while the scheme is suddenly closed and investors can’t get out, creating turmoil. 

				One of his fellow investors – a forensic accountant – investigates the pyramid shaped surroundings.

				‘We have reached the furthest corner of the world,’ he says with a sad voice, ‘Ponzi Island’.
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				The investors see no way out and are sure their returns will vanish as vicious sharks are known to inhabit the waters around Ponzi Island.

				After barely surviving the fees of these accountants, lawyers, custodians and managers of the investment scheme, Sin-Bad’s lawyers find an exit clause at the base of the pyramid and he secures a departure.

				Holding on to a raft built of his cash he keeps afloat for two days and washes onto a white sandy offshore jurisdiction.

				Just before his raft is confiscated by some tax lawyers that claim a lien on it for giving sailing directions toward low headwind areas and turning the wind to blow in his sails, Sin-Bad buys a yacht from the cash that formed the rudder.

				He sails off and is welcomed on a nearby island by the wealthy blond boss of a record company who hosts him for some time.

				He believes Sin-Bad is a real star investment banker after all his adventures in the seven markets, and proposes Sin-Bad to marry his daughter.

				Sin-Bad accepts and returns home with her. She makes him promise to never invest again, a promise he keeps until he breaks it.

				After narrating the story of the last voyage, Sin-Bad asks Sindbad, the fund accountant: ‘So now you have heard of my adventures and hardships to become a star investment banker, do you still think it is unfair that I am one?’

				The fund accountant apologises and the two decide to be friends forever.
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				Part 1: Gullible ventures into the world of the big boys

				nce upon a time there was an investor named Gullible.

				He was a small investor but he had big ambitions.

				He would follow the big boys, talk like the big boys, dress like the big boys.

				He believed every word of the big boys, would buy what they told him he should buy.

				He would try to invest like the big boys, but he could not.

				He could not, because after all, Gullible was not a big boy.

				Gullible would buy from the big boys, sell to the big boys.

				He would make the big boys bigger, himself smaller.

				Gullible felt he was one of the big boys.

				But he was not; Gullible was a small investor. 

				And Gullible would always stay a small investor.

			

		

		
			
				Gullible’s Investments
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				Part 2: Gullible ventures into the world of the midgets

				Once upon a time there was an wealthy finance tycoon named Gullible.

				He was one of the big boys.

				One fine day Gullible decided to venture into the world of Small and Medium-sized Enterprises.

				Gullible’s mouth watered of the sheer number of these SME clients. He would sell any product in high numbers.

				But Gullible did not know much about regulations that protected them.

				Gullible thought he could sell them any investment, and he did.

				But Gullible was wrong.

				Oh so wrong.

				Gullible did not realise these SMEs were individually weak, but collectively strong.

				Oh so strong.

				Gullible’s reputation was crushed in the media. 

				Gullible was subjected to class actions.

				Gullible paid dearly.

				Oh so dearly.

				Gullible was until then a big boy, but Gullible became small. 

				Much smaller then he once imagined.
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				nce upon a time there was a young account balance.

				She was a little overdrawn, still had to grow.

				Her name was Little Red Account Balance.

				She occasionally credited some amount, but more often she undertook a debit transaction.

				She lead a relatively dull life in a subaccountian village called Cluster B.

				One relaxing bank holiday she decided to do something exciting.

				Little Red Account Balance decided to visit her Grand Master Account.

				Her Grand Master Account lived an exciting and glamorous life on Wall Street.

				She had often told Little Red Account Balance about it.

				How countless transactions were flowing through her.

				To and from sub-accounts, exotic banks, funds and companies from around the world.

				Little Red Account Balance was thrilled by the very idea of hearing all about it.

				She always looked forward to these stories, in Grand Master Account’s favourite MT199 free format.

				But she was also a bit nervous, for she had never travelled that far before.

			

		

		
			
				Little Red Account Balance

				(and the Big Bad Wolf of Wall Street)
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				This time, Little Red Account Balance would actually visit her Grand Master Account.

				She looked at the various travel options and chose the direct MT103 service of SWIFT.

				It seemed a safe and quick way to travel, nobody could make her travel back.

				But Little Red Account Balance did not realise the world of payments was full of distraction.

				Of temptation, seduction. And fraud… 

				So Little Red Account Balance hopped on the MT 103 and travelled in no time to New York.

				She looked out in awe, as she saw numerous banks passing by, busy receiving and making payments.

				But it wasn’t until she arrived in a giant payment hub in New York that she was truly flabbergasted.

				Millions of payments flashed by, without greeting her.

				Big payments, small payments, exotic payments, just like in Grand Master Account’s stories.

				What Little Red Account Balance did not realise: she was being watched.

				The Big Bad Wolf of Wall Street watched her from his boiler room.

				His data tracing software had caught some of her data points.

				‘My kind of prey,’ he growled. ‘Naïve, likes charity, not financially skilled. On her way to deliver some credit from her own small pocket to that old Grand Master Account. Credit that will be mine.’ 
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				The Big Bad Wolf of Wall Street grabbed his bag of tricks, unleashed some big data analysis and looked inside. ‘There is one. My favourite.’ He laughed in a growling way. ‘Let’s have a dress up party!’

				Little Red Account Balance was ready to embark on the last leg of her journey to the Grand Master Account when she saw a billboard. ‘Save a penny for a rainy day … and for a rain forest…’ it said. ‘Try out today!’ It was a commercial for retirement services. Little Red Riding Hood thought hard. Grand Master Account is old. She needs a penny for a rainy day, but it is also great to do something good for the environment at the same time. She would appreciate that. I will turn a little more red, but it’s good not to come empty handed. Little Red Account Balance filled out the form and submitted her details. She smiled happily when she was credited a gift-wrapped participation in the retirement fund, from what it seemed.

				The Big Bad Wolf of Wall Street also smiled when he saw Little Red Account Balance’s credentials coming into his screen. ‘Right, let’s now pay a visit to the Grand Master Account and have a free account balance for lunch, ha ha!’ The Big Bad Wolf of Wall Street went over to the Grand Master Account. The Grand Master Account instantly granted The Big Bad Wolf of Wall Street access to her for she saw the credentials of Little Red Account Balance. ‘My darling, are you there?’

				I am certainly there, ha ha thought The Big Bad Wolf of Wall Street and executed a debit transaction for the full balance in respect of the Grand Master Account without a word. He cashed the giant balance with a big smile on his wolf face, his big teeth well visible. Let’s now wait for the next victim.

				Little Red Account Balance felt good with a her gift wrapped retirement fund participation. Such a nice present for ‘Grandma’. 
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				She arrived at the bank of the Grand Master Account. Rather than punching in her credentials, she greeted Grandma which required the Grand Master Account to mention her own credentials.

				Little Red Account Balance looked at the BIC Code. Looks a bit odd. ‘Grand Master Account, what big a BIC Code you have!!’ she said.

				‘All the better to receive amounts from many different banks, my darling account!’

				Little Red Account Balance looked at the IBAN number. ‘Grand Master Account, what big an IBAN number you have!!’

				‘All the better to distinguish myself from the countless other accounts, my darling account!’

				‘Grand Master Account, what a Big Bad Wolf of Wall Street account name you have!’

				What is this? How does she see this? wondered The Big Bad of Wolf of Wall Street. Who cares actually, she is here, ha ha! He drooled as he rubbed his claws together.

				‘All the better I can debit any amount in your account, ha ha!’ said The Big Bad Wolf of Wall Street, and installed a standing direct debit authority onto the Little Red Account Balance. She was helpless.

				It so happened that a brave Compliance Officer came by shortly after, on a routine money laundering and financial crime check. When he discovered the criminal identity theft that had taken place, he immediately reversed the transactions and liberated Little Red Account Balance. He reported The Big Bad Wolf of Wall Street to the competent authorities, who placed him under arrest immediately.
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				‘I am eternally grateful!’ said Little Red Account Balance and the Grand Master Account to the Compliance Officer simultaneously, then they laughed together about this coincidence in SWIFT MT799 format.

				They exchanged stories of remarkable credits and debits and promised to pay each other visits more often.

				They lived happily ever after. 
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				nce upon a time there was a country far away

				The country was inhabited by borrowers that always repaid their loans.

				The borrowers had diverse financial needs, they were all credit worthy.

				The borrowers liked all products that were offered, and qualified for all.

				The banks had no risk management department, required no security.

				Banking services became very cheap.

				Banks thrived, borrowers thrived, the economy thrived.

				Just because these Borrowers always repaid their loans.

				Foreign banks were opening branches every day.

				It did not take long before every financial need was financed with borrowed money.

				Borrowers became lazy and did not make an effort to sell their products anymore.

				After all, they were able to repay their loans anyway.

				Financial analysts were anxiously waiting for the first borrower to default on a loan.

				But for magical reasons not yet fully understood, the Borrowers that always repaid their loans would always repay their loans.

				The Borrowers that always repaid their loans and their Banks lived happily ever after.

			

		

		
			
				The Borrowers That Always Repaid Their Loans
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				ario and Christine are financially skilled children of Europe. When a wave of inflation washes over the continent, the European Union decides to take them into Frankfurt and leave them there to fight for the value of money for all European citizens, so they will not starve to death. 

				‘Will we not die of inflation?’ asks Christine, whilst they are roaming the streets of Frankfurt.

				‘I will do whatever it takes, Christine’, says Mario with a confident Italian accent. ‘This book will guide us,’ he says as he takes out a book from his briefcase. 

				‘What book is that?’ asks Christine.

				‘The Death of Inflation,’ says Mario. ‘A great book. You should read it.’ He tears out a page and throws it up in the fresh air of German spring. It blows away and falls further down the street.

				‘What are you doing?’ asks Christine. 

				‘Let’s follow it,’ says Mario. He makes his way through the page, tears out another page and throws it up again. Christine follows until he 
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				has repeated the ritual another fifty something times. A large glass building appears. 

				‘I am really hungry, Mario,’ says Christine, ‘but my money won’t buy me even a Frankfurter.’ 

				‘Don’t worry, Christine. I will do whatever it takes as I told you.’ Mario studies the building. ‘This is the European Central Bank. It is made of a wonderful ingredient. Let’s eat it.’

				‘What is it made of, Mario? Pizza? I would die for pizza. Pizza di Mario,’ she says in her wonderful French accent whilst stroking some of her shiny grey hair aside.

				‘Mama mia, no, Christine,’ says Mario. ‘It is made of Quantitative Easing. We will eat our way down from the top of the building. We will feed ourselves and banks around Europe with unlimited bond purchase orders that are made of this wonderful ingredient. All you can eat. It will increase the price of bonds and create money in the banking system. Interest rates will drop and loans will become cheaper. Businesses and people will be able to borrow more cheaply. As a result they will spend more and give the economy a boost. Prices will rise and inflation will decrease. ’

				‘That is fantastique, Mario. Even the yellow vests will love this.’

				After a good rest they start chewing through the European Central Bank from the upper floors, feeding banks with over a million euro worth of bond purchases every minute.

				‘Ooh la la, it is a bit heavy on the stomach, Mario, I feel like a foie gras duck,’ says Christine. ‘I just bumped into the ECB governors from Germany, France, Austria and the Netherlands. They are not sure if we should eat that much of this Quantitative Easing. They feel this 
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				bazooka of refinancing operations - money printing essentially - will backfire.’

				‘Don’t worry, Christine, we will eat whatever it takes. It will be like pasta di mamma.’

				A few years later, Mario and Christine have devoured their way down the European Central Bank, having spent a few trillion euro on bonds.

				‘The yellow vests are still there, Mario. I am not sure this ingredient of yours is the one that will be here to stay. We may end up on the menu of the these governors instead. Alive. I feel scared.’

				‘Don’t worry, Christine. You have survived the IMF. I will do whatever it takes to make you survive the ECB. Without our quantitative easing the yellow vests would be having their vests for breakfast instead of Roquefort.’

				‘But what if we have finished the basement of the European Central Bank? There will be nothing left.’

				‘We will eat whatever it takes, Christine.’ Mario looked at her and was silent for a few seconds during which he spent a hundred thousand on bonds. ‘We will eat whatever it takes. Pasta di mamma, Christine. Remember, pasta di mamma.’

				‘I am scared, Mario. The governors are looking at me hungrily. They are already fattening me up. My jupes don’t fit me anymore. The Americans already hate us for the falling euro exchange rate.’

				‘Don’t worry, Christine. When you take over from me and continue into the basement, you will make Europeans live happily ever after.’
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				ne day a vicious financial crisis starts infesting the economy of a far away country. One of the best known blue chip companies looks insolvency into the eyes. Shortly before hearing the court adjudicating her end, she instructs her successful subsidiary to remain profitable and be customer friendly, for that is the key to ultimate business success. 

				During the liquidation process, the former joint venture partner of the blue chip company manages to take control over the successful subsidiary and becomes her ‘step-mother company’. Unlike her mother company, she seeks new fortunes by way of a stock exchange listing. The step-mother company has two subsidiaries that have good financials but they are wicked, they are exploiting their clients. These ‘step-subsidiaries’ somehow manage to make the subsidiary of the insolvent blue chip company work hard and sell useless low quality products. They nickname her ‘Cinderasset’, take her proceeds and mock about her in public. Cinderasset nonetheless keeps cherishing the wise words of her mother company, treating clients fairly and offering true benefits.

				When a wealthy prince visits the exchange on which the wicked step-subsidiaries and Cinderasset are planning to be listed, he commits to purchase a substantial number of shares in them all and promises 
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				them more valuable investments. The older wicked step-subsidiary begs the wealthy prince for a further top up of capital that has to be subordinated to her other creditors. The younger wicked step-subsidiary begs the wealthy prince for a prime office on a top location, with some beautiful art on its walls. Cinderasset merely asks the wealthy prince for something in commemoration of her mother company: an investment to set up an institute named after her, that educates students on how to put customers first. The wealthy investor fulfils all of their wishes and commits to further capital.

				Some time later, the exchange organises an investors event especially for the wealthy prince to select his most favourite asset to be listed on the exchange. The wicked step-subsidiaries hire obscure lawyers and investment bankers to brush up their prospectuses, to inflate their projections and to downplay the risk factors. When Cinderasset begs to be presented at the event, the step-mother company refuses because Cinderasset has no presentable prospectus. Cinderasset is challenged to rewrite the prospectus herself in two hours. Cinderasset – mindful of the lessons she has learned from her mother company – highlights all the factors that put customers first in her business model and she discloses the risk factors in a fair way, all in less than one hour. Nonetheless, the step-mother company only submits the prospectuses of the two wicked step-subsidiaries to the event. 

				Cinderasset is left behind and cries, until – unexpectedly – an angel investor comes along and whisks her and her prospectus at the investors event. Shortly after, she finds the wealthy prince dancing a due diligence dance around her prospectus with an army of lawyers. The wealthy prince falls in love with the prospectus and negotiates a significant commitment. However, before he manages and actually discovers the identity of Cinderasset as issuer, she vanishes with her prospectus into the after-hours. The wealthy prince tries to follow her but doesn’t manage. He notices she has lost something and picks it up. It is a supplement of her prospectus, but it does not identify the 
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				issuer. After staring at it he proclaims that he will make his ultimate commitment to the prospectus of which the supplement is part.

				The next morning the wealthy prince visits the step-mother company who keenly refers him to her oldest subsidiary. The wealthy prince checks with his lawyer if the supplement fits her oldest subsidiary’s prospectus. A faint smile appears on the face of the lawyer whilst matching the prospectus with the supplement. ‘Imagine the prospectus of coal producing company,’ he says, ‘which has now decided it is a good idea to raise capital for electric bicycles.’ He flips a few pages, then looks at his wealthy client. ‘Matching the currency of the prospectus to the one in the supplement could help, especially if it’s done consistently …’ 

				‘Let’s not waste time,’ says the wealthy prince as he stands up. ‘After all, time is money.’

				The step-mother company – having followed the wealthy prince’s and his lawyer every move and word – forces the wealthy prince to look for a match with the younger step-subsidiary. He has not forgotten about her wish to have a beautiful office and art on the walls. He instructs his lawyer to look for a match. Whilst the younger step-subsidiary is firing off an elevator pitch, the lawyer reads, flips a few pages, scans the content and reads a few paragraphs closely. ‘This time we have to believe that a predatory real estate investment fund is seeking to raise capital for electric bicycles.’ he says, ignoring the mating calls of the younger step-subsidiary. 

				The wealthy prince is infuriated by now. ‘This is a scam. Let’s move on.’

				‘Is there any other company in the building?’ the lawyer asks the step-mother company partner before leaving. 

				‘There is an obscure company, somewhere near the basement,’ says the step-mother company. ‘Don’t bother.’ 
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				‘Let’s go there,’ says the wealthy prince. They visit the company located on the rear side of the office building. Behind the basic reception desk they find an office floor overlooking a dead wall. 

				‘This doesn’t look like your golden investment opportunity,’ says the lawyer. The wealthy prince does not respond.

				A pretty woman dressed in inexpensive clothes welcomes them.

				‘We are looking for the investor relations department, says the lawyer. 

				‘That will be me,’ says the woman. Her voice is trembling as she recognises the visitors. ‘How can I help you?’

				The wealthy prince looks at her incessantly and asks her for the prospectus of the company. The woman picks it up and hands it to the wealthy prince. This time he takes the prospectus himself and takes a copy of the supplement he found the night before. ‘Cinderasset a.s.’ is mentioned as Issuer of the securities. The wealthy prince looks again at the pretty woman before looking up the company’s profile. He then switches to the lawyer. ‘I think we have a hit: this is an innovative bike manufacturer… Here, have a look.’ He hands the prospectus and supplement to the lawyer and slowly walks over to the pretty woman. He looks her deep into the eyes and says: ‘I will commit to every security your company will ever issue.’

				Her knees tremble when her eyes catch his lips continuing to speak words she has been longing to hear for so long: ‘And we will yield beautiful returns on investment.’

				Cinderasset has invited the step-subsidiaries to witness the closing of the transaction during a festive signing ceremony. They have been given the honourable task to hand the beautiful fountain pens with their snowy mountain crowned caps to the wealthy prince and Cinderasset. 

				A friendly regulator who has also been invited, sits just behind them. He overhears the step-subsidiaries planning to take out the ink and sees them struggle to do so, being clearly unaware of the fountain pen’s piston system. Infuriated with them for such subversive behaviour, he decides to refuse their admission to be listed. He hands the fountain 
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				pens to Cinderasset and the wealthy prince himself and personally supervises a successful closing.

				Cinderasset is successfully listed and lives happily ever after in the wealthy prince’s portfolio.
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				nce upon a time there was a merger that offered true synergies.

				The CEOs of the two companies that merged readily agreed on the value added for shareholders. They readily agreed on who would take the top job.

				They became friends forever.

				The staff of the merging companies were sympathetic to the purpose and implementation. 

				The merger that offered true synergies provided real added value to investors.

				There was no culture clash.

				The staff of the companies were ready, willing and able to be reorganised in a complementary way. 

				All of them were promoted into a better role.

				Investors were happy, they saw a great return on investment.

				This merger that offered true synergies made all stakeholders live happily ever after.

			

		

		
			
				 The Merger that offered True Synergies
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				ne day a lonely fund of funds is pregnant with a new fund. The fund of funds lives next to an investment supermarket set up by a dubious Ultimate Beneficial Owner. As time progresses the manager of the fund of funds notices the ever increasing craving of the fund of funds for new opportunities to feed to its long aspired new fund. The fund of funds becomes so distracted that its very reason to exist – to yield a sustainable return on investment for its shareholders in excess of the benchmark – is in jeopardy. 

				One day later, the manager of the funds of funds cannot stand it anymore and decides to walk into the investment supermarket of the dubious UBO. His eye is caught by some repos of a brand named Reponzel on a shelf in a dark corner in the back of the fund supermarket. He reads the package and notices that it offers attractive sale and repurchase terms and conditions. He buys a few of the Reponzel repos and feeds them to his fund of funds. He happily observes how the fund of funds offloads plenty of securities and receives large amounts of cash in return. To his surprise this is more than the actual value of the securities. The funds of funds craves for more and – to his horror - makes no transactions anymore. 
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				The fund manager – fearing bankruptcy of his beloved fund of funds - rushes back to the investment supermarket at night and breaks in. Just as he grabs some more Reponzel repos from the bottom shelf, the dubious UBO catches him from out of the blue and accuses him of theft. The fund manager begs for mercy and tries to negotiate his way out of this distressing situation.

				Cornered with his back against a rack of Securities Lending contracts the fund manager gives it all he has. He eventually manages to keep the Reponzels but he has to pay dearly. The dubious UBO gives them to him on one condition. The new baby fund he has been feeding the Reponzel must be locked into a contract to turnover all return on its investments to him and must act on his votes. 

				When the fund is set up, the fund manager provides a golden share to the dubious UBO which entitles him to virtually everything. The dubious UBO names the fund “Reponzel” after the repos that were fed to the fund of funds that set her up. The dubious UBO keeps Reponzel into a blocked custody account in one the last rows of the dubious UBO’s fund supermarket. 

				When the fund has reported on twelve quarters and has built itself a beautiful past performance record, the dubious UBO walks to the last row of the fund supermarket and calls: Reponzel! Reponzel! Offer me a place in your shareholders meeting room. That I may vote on your golden investment strategy.

				One day the private office of a wealthy Prince passes by the dubious UBO’s investment supermarket and picks up Reponzel’s call for investors. Entranced by her wonderful chants on return of investment from a melodious prospectus, the private office of the wealthy Prince looks for Reponzel and discovers her on the last row of the dubious UBO’s fund supermarket. Unfortunately it is unable to transact with Reponsel. The private office of the wealthy Prince returns often and 
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				reads Reponzel’s prospectus. One day the private office of the wealthy Prince sees the dubious UBO transact with Reponzel and learns how do so as well. When the dubious UBO has closed the transaction, the private office of the wealthy Prince bids Reponzel to offer a place in the shareholders meeting room. When Reponzel does so, the private office of the wealthy Prince transacts with Reponzel and falls in love with the return offered by Reponzel. The private office of the wealthy Prince eventually asks Reponzel to merge with it, which Reponzel agrees to.

				Together they plan a means to escape from the investment supermarket of the dubious UBO. The private office of the wealthy Prince will transact when the supermarket is closed, so as to avoid the dubious UBO’s transaction times. The private office of the wealthy Prince brings transaction contracts that will enable Reponzel to transact. However, before Reponzel is capable of transacting, the dubious UBO discovers the transaction documents. In anger, the dubious UBO throws the transaction contracts away and expels Reponzel from his investment supermarket into the unregulated market to find investors on her own. 

				When the private office of the wealthy Prince proposes a transaction that night, the dubious UBO quietly sends a contract with a name of a newly set up special purpose company that resembles the name of Reponzel, being Reponzol. Its special purpose is to fool the private office of the wealthy Prince. When the private office of the wealthy Prince is about the sign the contract at the cashier, it discovers to its horror that it is dealing with the dubious UBO of the fund supermarket, instead of with Reponzel, who is nowhere to be found. When the dubious UBO tells the private office of the wealthy Prince in a rage that the private office of the wealthy Prince will never transact with Reponzel, the private office of the wealthy Prince dashes out of the investment supermarket of the dubious UBO and is blinded by a flash crash.
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				For years the private office of the wealthy Prince dives in dark pools, beats a few not so benevolent benchmarks and seeks leverage in some light touch regulated markets. Eventually he comes across a market where Reponzel now lives with the twins she has given birth to a purchase transaction and a repurchase transaction. One day, as Reponzel sings her sales pitch, the family office of the wealthy Prince hears Reponzel and the two are reunited. When the family office of the wealthy Prince transacts with Reponzel again, he gains back his sight and brings Reponzel to his glorious portfolio. 

				They lived happily ever after.
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				nce upon a time there was an insurance company that invented an innovative insurance policy.

				The insurance policy would always pay out.

				It satisfied each and every policy holder.

				It made a point of never challenging any claim.

				It would never invoke any contractual clauses that prevented cover.

				Because there weren’t any.

				It prevented significant costs for risk management. 

				The policy made it the most popular insurance company.

				With the lowest cost income ratio.

				In fact it was one of the most popular companies.

				Ranked No 1 consistently in every net promoter score.

				Clients came from everywhere, insured anything, claimed everything.

				Premium income went through the roof.

				Claims pay-out went through the roof.

				The insurance company prospered happily after.

				Until it became insolvent. 

			

		

		
			
				The Insurance Policy That Always Paid Out
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				nce upon a time, there lived two brothers named Michael ‘Mickey’ Gekko and Gordon Gekko. They were sons of a merchant and had an equal amount of inheritance. While Mickey married a rich lady and became a wealthy merchant, Gordon devoted himself to money and lived the life of a day trader.

				The Discovery of GreedOne day, Gordon goes long into the commodities market for some good quality investments. There, he chances upon a niche market occupied by a gang of 40 tall investors that speak a harsh language that sound as if they have a throat disease. He watches from behind a barrel of crude and learns that the niche market is magically protected. He hears the leader of the thieves say a magical phrase to open the market.

				Gordon waits until the investors leave the niche market and then goes to it. He repeats the magic words and says: “Greed …. is good”. The niche market opens. Inside, Gordon finds tulips in all colours, even black. He is awed by the natural wealth but is careful enough not to leave a trace of his visit. He picks up a bunch of black tulips and leaves the market. 

			

		

		
			
				Gordon Gekko and the Forty Tulip Investors
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				Greedy BrotherGordon tells Mickey about the niche market and the tall ‘tulip investors’. He borrows weighing scales from Mickey to measure the wealth they have. Being sneaky, Mickey’s wife applies some wax under one of the scales to know what quality tulips her brother-in-law has acquired. When the weighing scales are returned, she is shocked to see a unique black tulip leaf stuck to the bottom.

				After a lot of prodding by his wife, Mickey asks Gordon about the tulips. He forces his brother into revealing the mystery behind the black tulips. Gordon tells him everything, but after convincing Mickey not to reveal the secret to anyone, including his wife. Mickey agrees to it and goes to the cave, taking his retro Volkswagen Transporter along, hoping to bring back as many black tulips as possible.

				He opens the door and gets excited at the sight of all the large tulips with rare colours. He quickly fills his retro Volkswagen Transporter with as many of them as possible. But in his excitement, he forgets the magical words to open and close the door to the niche market. The tall tulip investors return to find Mickey in the niche market. They beat the hell out of him, choke him with tulip bulbs, stuff his mouth and ears with pink tulip leaves, tear him into four pieces in good old medieval fashion and hang his remains outside the niche market, as a warning to anyone who might try to enter their niche market again.

				Keeping a SecretWhen Mickey does not return from the niche market, his worried wife approaches Gordon who goes to the niche market and finds his brother’s body parts hung outside the niche market. Heartbroken, Gordon takes his brother’s body down and returns home. He seeks the help of Emma, a clever servant girl from Mickey’s house, to make Mickey’s death look natural.

				First, Emma goes to the pharmacist in the town and gets medicine, 
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				claiming that Mickey is gravely ill. She then finds an old tailor, blindfolds him, and takes him to Gordon’s house where he works on Mickey’s body. He skilfully stitches the four pieces of the body overnight.

				Gordon and his family give Mickey a proper burial, without arousing suspicion.

				The Tall Tulip Investors Come to TownOn returning, the tall tulip investors find that Mickey’s body is gone. The leader – Joep - worried that someone else knows the niche market’s secret, sends one of his men – Menno - to the town to inquire. Menno talks to different people in the village and comes across Yasin, who boasts that he is the best tailor in the area as he just came back from sewing a man’s body together. On further inquiry and coaxing, Yasin agrees to lead Menno to Gordon’s house.

				He gets blindfolded again and retraces his steps to the house. Menno marks the door with a symbol and goes back to get the rest of his gang. Emma sees this and marks all the other houses with the same symbol. The next day, Joep and the other tall tulip investors return to the town only to find all the houses marked the same. Joep kills Menno and assigns the job to another, Milad.

				Joep manages to find Gordon’s house by the mark on the door and chips the wall of the house, as a mark. Emma foils Joep’s plan again, by cracking the walls of all the other houses in the neighbourhood. Unable to find the house yet again, Joep kills Milad as well and decides to complete the task himself.

				A New Oil MerchantJoep memorizes the exteriors of Gordon’s house and returns next day, posing as an oil investor. Joep comes to town with 38 donkeys – herded by Mark - carrying a barrel each, with one barrel containing oil and 
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				the remaining hiding the 37 tall tulip investors. He requests Gordon’s hospitality and tells him that he has 38 barrels of oil for trade.

				Emma once again learns about the plan of the tall tulip investors and kills them by pouring hot oil into the 37 barrels. At midnight, Joep comes to wake the others and finds them all dead. Afraid, he escapes.

				On learning about how Emma killed the tall tulip investors, Gordon persuades Mickey’s wife to set the servant-girl free as a reward. Gordon and Emma bury the dead bodies, and Emma continues living with Mickey’s family.

				A Happy EndingA few months later, Joep comes back to town as a merchant and befriends Gordon’s son to get his revenge. Gordon’s son invites Joep home for dinner, where Joep plans to kill Gordon and his family. Emma, who is invited as well, is the only one to realize that the leader of the tall tulip investors is among them, performs a dagger dance at the dinner.

				While dancing, she plunges the knife into Joep’s heart and kills him. Gordon is furious at Emma for killing the guest. But on learning why Emma killed him, he is impressed by her intelligence and quick thinking. Grateful that she saved his son’s life, Gordon makes her a part of his family, by having her marry his son.

				Everyone lives happily ever after, except the tall tulip investors and the greedy brother Mickey.
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				nce upon a time there was a reputable Banker who had always been right about a good credit.

				The Banker typically accepted any kind of repayment.

				Whenever he would receive an offer to be repaid in an alternative way, he would take a view.

				One day a leading private equity firm came to the Banker with a term sheet.

				The term sheet required the Banker to accept repayment in kind from the borrower.

				It was a most promising kind of repayment, said the private equity firm.

				The repayment consisted solely of notes issued by Rosegarden LLC.

				This company was the next unicorn, according to its prospectus.

				The risk factors are negligible, the Banker thought, although he did not read the short paragraph on them. 

				The Banker’s mouth watered as he took the term sheet to the credit committee.

				Rosegarden LLC will make money like water, he promised in the credit application.

				The credit committee analysed the credit application.

				It could not get its head around how Rosegarden would make money like water, but no member dared admitting it because of the reputable banker’s reputation of having always been right.
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				It seems to be a black box of assumed future profits, thought the chairman of the credit committee. But I can’t admit it.

				He chatted with a fellow credit committee member.

				‘No worries,’ the member said. ’A greater fool will buy the Rosegarden notes and take us out. The music is still playing,’ he said. ‘We must keep dancing,’ 

				The chairman nodded as he submitted his recommendation to approve the repayment in kind.

				The market soon learned about the deal that was approved. ‘They will never be repaid,’ bankers were whispering whilst looking in awe at the tombstone that was soon published as bears replaced bulls in the market.

				The Banker was soon let go when the music stopped, and managed to secure a low ranking position with a mediocre bank.

				He lived miserably ever after.
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				nce upon a time there was a magic hedge.

				It was a hedge that covered every risk.

				Every investor that entered into it would be protected against every risk.

				Rising interest rates, margins, credit default, currency rates, any risk whatsoever.

				It really was quite a remarkable hedge.

				Investors were queuing up to buy the hedge, it was immensely popular.

				You might think, dear reader, that this hedge would be very expensive as a result.

				However, nothing was less true.

				The hedge that covered every risk was offered in unlimited quantity.

				It was offered at a decent price, by a decent stock broker.

				It was unclear who was on the other side of the trade.

				But that did not really matter.

				The world became a lot less risky, a better place.

				The hedge that covered every risk made every investor live happily ever after.
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				Investors sometimes like to show more return on their investment than they really made. If you are in any way expecting me to be among those investors, I strongly recommend you not to continue reading. My adventures in the markets I am about to describe, are true in ways that stories have not been true before. Really. 

				People often asked me how I consistently managed to beat every benchmark with my investments. I never tell them I am talented or just lucky. They would not accept those explanations. They may think I am either not modest, or that I pretend to be modest. Instead I just tell them about some of my investments.

				I usually begin by telling them about my first investment as a child. I received a handsome sum of pocket money from my father, himself a keen investor in various assets, some private equity but mostly dull bonds and equities. He gave me the following investment advice that was the best I ever received. He told me: ‘Son, if you invest, make sure to buy low and sell high.’ My father has passed away, but I have never forgotten this wisdom. I am forever happy that I have been able to show him the remarkable yields I have achieved as a result. 

				The first investment I made was at school, a Swiss boarding school for children of wealthy families. Most of my fellow pupils were also receiving large sums of pocket money. Even though they were still young, most were already keen to turn it into more. I told them I 
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				would invest their money in data, the new gold. They did not believe I would be able to do so myself as a child. They thought I would not be successful. I told them I would get help from my father, who had an impeccable investment track record. They eventually trusted me and gave me the money. I told my father to set up a fund that would invest the pocket money of my fellow pupils. Luckily the sums of pocket money they received made them qualified investors: there were no regulatory restrictions. My father did not really seem to understand my investment strategy, but he let me go. I believe he thought it was good for me get some real market experience. He allowed me to act as shadow fund manager. 

				I made my father buy all meta-data on phone calls from the fathers of my fellow pupils. I had agreed with a friend, whose father was very senior with the Swiss secret service, to have his father analyse the data to generate sensitive reports in return for a good share of the profits I would make. He collected all of it: calls with mistresses, banks accounts in Switzerland and in offshore jurisdictions and sensitive data. True gold stuff. I advised all pupils of the results and requested them to enter into a non-disclosure agreement with their fathers, which they would sign in exchange for increasing their pocket money substantially. And I mean substantially. I pocketed a net return of 651%. It made me appreciate the versatile nature of data as an investment class. At my age of just fifteen I had become a star Private Data investor. I could not really leverage the success publicly but my reputation grew exponentially.

				One of my more successful next investments was in crisis. I know you may frown your brows now, but it is true. ‘Never waste a good crisis,’ is what my father once told me. I have never forgotten his stories about the potential benefits of the volatility of a crisis. Waiting for one sounded a bit passive to me at the time. Why take a backseat? 

				The thought I would make many people poor crossed my mind, but 
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				did not cause a heartache. C’est la vie, as they say on Wall Street. My French is not very good but I believe it means something like: “You win some, others lose some.”

				It took me a good few weeks to create a global financial crisis and to make the biggest ever profit on the back of it. You may think, that is a long period, but obtaining a banking license took most of that time. How I did it? I remember I set up a bank and lent myself something like a few trillion. I hedged the loan with my bank so I could not lose. I bought almost five hundred million shares which caused a huge increase of the stock price. I had bought a giant portfolio low and sold it very high. That by itself made me an instant billionaire. But I wasn’t done yet. Before I sold the shares I took giant short positions on them. The Big Short on the US housing market was nothing compared to it. So when I sold the shares and their price went down again dramatically, I made a few more billion on them. It was that sale that triggered the global crisis. Very painful and long for many but I managed to stay anonymous so I did not really have to worry.

				I made many more investments that exceeded any benchmark. In fact I never made traditional investments that were comparable to a benchmark. I liked private equity for being a more active way of investing. Turning a company upside down and creating value instead of just putting money in selected companies and betting they would do it themselves. I always enjoyed making a difference myself. 

				The last investment I will tell you about, my dear readers, is one that I was most surprised about myself. I had started to feel a bit isolated after my previous investments. I was not invited to parties anymore. Friends no longer returned my phone calls. I was getting the impression my ‘alpha’ choices to beat the benchmark had something to do with it. I decided to make a bold switch. I dubbed my next investment strategy to be the ‘alpha and omega’. I launched a fund of funds under that name that acted as feeder fund for a number of 
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				‘do good’ funds. I personally managed all of them and invested in a number of good causes. I created new benchmarks, such a the number of cured patients per invested dollar for the Büllmarkt Health Care Fund, the CO2 reduction benchmark for the Büllmarkt Green Fund, the drinkable water per human being benchmark for the Büllmarkt Drinking Water Fund, the quality of animal life benchmark for the Büllmarkt Animal Fund, the peace benchmark for the Büllmarkt Peace Fund and more. Within a year I achieved some remarkable returns on investment. My hospitals cured more than sixty percent of the world population, I lowered the global temperature by five degrees Celsius, I gave over eighty percent of the world’s animals a happy life, nine billion people received purified water and I eradicated armed conflict in as much as ninety percent of wars around the world. 

				It has been an incredible journey beating every possible benchmark. I am satisfied to have achieved all of this. The investors have also shown to be delighted with the results. It has taken some time but I am pleased to see friends returning phone calls and to be invited to parties again. They are different friends and different parties but it feels good. 

				I lived happily ever after, eternally.
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				nce upon a time there was an obscure little bank.

				It was incorporated in the Middle of Nowhere.

				Its name was Midas Bank.

				Nobody required its services in the Middle of Nowhere.

				One bad day, a pandemic spread around the world.

				It even reached the Middle of Nowhere.

				Nobody fell ill and eventually died.

				This worried the Bank’s owner and CEO, a man by the name of Midas.

				He cared about Nobody and looked after him well before he died.

				So well that Nobody offered Midas whatever he wanted.

				Midas had uttered the wish he would be able to cure Everybody.

				Nobody granted him the ability to cure Everybody just before he died.

				Midas felt a Curing Touch going through his veins.

				He immediately wished his bank would serve Everybody with the Needful.

				His Midas Bank wasted no time.

				Everybody had meanwhile been infected, lost their jobs, a crisis had unfolded.
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				Midas watched in awe how his bank began pumping out unlimited amounts of credit.

				Everybody began noticing how Midas Bank was saving them.

				Everybody was able to keep their jobs, their income, medical treatment, their health.

				Midas Bank expanded its services and offered Everybody the Needful.

				Everybody lived happily ever after.
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				nce upon a time there was a merchant. He was blessed with some good trading business but particularly with some great looking daughters. Being daughters of their father, most of them were in for a good trade themselves. They would sell their skins dearly. They had to be covered by leather of Prada, Chanel, Hermès. They would only be picked up in decent cars, driven to decent restaurants. They would only be driven by boys capable of covering them with leather of Prada, Chanel, Hermès. Boys capable of picking them up in decent cars, boys capable of driving them to decent restaurants. All of them. Except for one. The youngest one. The prettiest one. She was also the one that did not bother about what boys were capable of offering her. She was nicknamed ‘Beauty’.

				One bad day, the merchant lost on all of his trades when a virus had destroyed the world economy. He was forced to move to a small mediocre home with his great looking daughters, a home that was so small that the sun could shine straight through. Whilst her sisters were swearing at the small home, Beauty was the only one that made herself comfortable in her small room - shared with two swearing sisters - without complaining. 

				Some time later, one of the merchant’s buyers was making a significant payment. The merchant, mindful of the perceived misery of his great 
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				looking daughters, asked them if they wished for him to bring any gifts. The elder daughters asked for Birkin bags, Louboutin shoes and Tiffany jewellery as they believed his wealth had returned. Beauty asked for nothing but her father’s well being and wished for someone to do business with him.

				Whilst the merchant was trying to collect his further receivables, he ended up in a foreign market. He sought financial shelter and snuck into a lavish building of a bank known to be purchasing distressed receivables. He entered a room and looked around. There was a piece of paper on the table. He picked it up and read it. It was an irrevocable commitment to buy a defaulted receivable of choice at an amazing discount. He was surprised to see his name on it as addressee. He accepted the transaction and spent the night at the bank cheerfully. 

				The next morning he walked around and found a meeting room with a similar profitable transaction offer on the table. The merchant quickly accepted this one too and settled one of the commitments, thinking of Beauty’s wish for him to realise just that. Just as he contemplated settling more commitments to buy, a hideous banker came in and tried to kill him for settling the trade. The merchant begged to be set free and explained the wish of Beauty. The banker agreed to let him leave with one more commitment to settle a trade, subject to one condition. Beauty had to be assigned to him. The merchant reluctantly accepted the condition without obtaining much clarity on what exactly he was assigning of his Beauty, except that she had to be brought into his vault. The banker sent him away with plenty of Birkin bags, Louboutin shoes and Tiffany jewellery. 

				Upon arrival back home, the merchant handed the Birkin bags, Louboutin shoes and Tiffany jewellery to his oldest daughters. He told them never to set foot in the bank but they did not pay attention, being distracted by the gifts they received. He then turned to Beauty and showed her the commitment to settle his most important trade. 
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				She cried with joy until he explained what a terrible price he had to pay for it. Beauty decided to go to the hideous Banker’s vault to adhere to the condition and to take the magic Rolls Royce the hideous banker had provided the merchant with. 

				The hideous banker welcomed Beauty with fireworks, flowers, champagne, chocolate, an endless red carpet, attention, lengthy conversation, sweet words and compliments. He spoiled her with anything she could wish for before he took her to his vault. Every night the hideous banker asked her to sleep with him, but she refused, for he was hideous. Each time she refused she dreamed of a handsome banker, developing feelings of love. She ignored the wise words of Confucius, even though they were magically brought to her in her dreams by her father, dressed as the Chinese philosopher: “Everything has beauty, but not everyone sees it.” At daytime she searched throughout the bank, discovering many enchanted rooms, filled with desks, file cabinets, computers screens, lunch tables, TL lights. Creatures in various shapes and forms passed by, wearing pin striped suits, including Assistant Vice-Presidents, Managing Directors, Tellers, Compliance Officers, Operations Executives and Custodians, but never the banker from her dreams.

				Beauty lived the glamorous life inside the hideous banker’s palatial offices, participated in sumptuous meals supplied by the bank’s cafeteria, received every kind of relationship gift and logo embroidered bank garment to wear. Eventually Beauty started feeling homesick and begged the hideous banker to allow her to see her family again. The hideous banker allowed her to do so, provided that she would return upon the start of the next financial quarter. He gave her an Internet of Things enhanced bracelet made of a metal so precious it would transport her through time and space to her family upon spinning it around her wrist just twice. When she did, she instantly ended up in her family’s home. He older sisters stared jealously at her fine logo embroidered bank garments and her well fed appearance and were 
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				particularly annoyed by their boyfriends stares at her. 

				Beauty was persuaded by her loving father to stay longer and reluctantly stayed into the next financial quarter, until the hideous banker appeared in her dream, threatened to be let go - effective immediately - due to poor performance in the new financial quarter. 

				Beauty wasted no time and spinned the Internet of Things enhanced bracelet the other way around. She came to his rescue. Lovingly, she offered the hideous banker a few highly profitable receivables at a generous discount. When the hideous banker proposed her to marry him, she realised she loved him and agreed to marry him, in spite of him being hideous.

				The next morning she woke up to discover the hideous banker has turned into the banker of her dreams, with thick dark hair, well tanned skin and white teeth, wearing a dry cleaned three piece suit with double Windsor knot silk tie and black shoes from Northampton. When she asked him in awe how he could have become such a beautiful banker, a fairy appeared in a Bloomberg screen in front of them. ‘Let me explain this,’ said the fairy. ‘This banker was once beautiful, but he went to work for a hideous bank, where he did hideous transactions with hideous counterparties. He has now done the most beautiful transactions with you, the most beautiful counterparty. This has made him beautiful again.’

				‘Thank you, fairy,’ said Beauty and turned to her beautiful banker. ‘Is this true, my beautiful banker?’

				‘Yes, it is, Beauty. I love you and your beautiful transactions!’

				Beauty was in tears. ‘I love you too!’

				Beauty and the Banker lived happily ever after.
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				nce upon a time there was a decent stock broker.

				The decent stock broker always spoke with two words.

				He would hear people out, truly listen.

				He would offer a fair price.

				Never take advantage.

				The decent stock broker was respected by his colleagues, his competitors.

				His word was his bond.

				He had only friends, no enemies.

				Whenever he was successful, everyone would think he deserved it.

				He provided ample liquidity to the market, made his contribution to society.

				The decent stock broker would share his profits with charities.

				If his profits were excessive, he would reverse the trade.

				If he would lose, he would take his loss with dignity.

				The decent stock broker would not swear, not even after hanging up the phone.

				The decent stock broker lived happily ever after.
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				nce upon a time there was a big bank.

				The big bank had branches in every village of the world.

				One day the big bank opened up its one millionth branch.

				The big bank’s CEO flew in from the head office, far away.

				She was a young, smart and ambitious woman.

				After an eloquent speech, touching on the beauties of being big and leveraging on location, location, location, she cut the ribbon and walked into the branch towards a counter.

				Gradually she slowed down when she saw a clerk welcoming her from behind the counter.

				Struck with awe, she lost her voice.

				The clerk looked like a replica of herself.

				After the ceremony ended, she caught up with the clerk to find out more about her.

				The CEO chatted with the Clerk and became fascinated about her simple life facing real live customers.

				When the time came to head back to her private jet, she decided to invite the clerk back to head office.

				The clerk had been awed by the stories of the CEO, the glamour of her role, by everything she said.
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				She accepted the invitation and flew back with the CEO.

				Underway they discover more about each other, their lives, their jobs.

				The CEO learned about the clerk’s poor family, her self-education, her talent to handling clients.

				The Clerk learned about the CEO’s high net worth family, attendance at top universities, her talent to get ahead in a men’s world.

				They discussed the pros and cons of their jobs.

				They even found out they were born on the same day.

				By the end of the flight their minds were made up.

				Simultaneously they said the same words.

				‘I would love to have your job…’

				And they said the same words again.

				‘Let’s swap jobs! Nobody will realise!’

				They said the same words again.

				‘I can’t believe we just said the same words, twice!’

				They so they chose to change their roles.

				Before the private jet touched down, the CEO and the Clerk changed their clothes.

				Without any training, the Clerk continued to Head Office.

				The CEO returned on a commercial flight to the branch.

				So it happened that the CEO became a Clerk.

				And the Clerk became the CEO.

				They had taken each other’s clothes and – magically – each other’s lives, but not their knowledge.

				The next morning the Clerk woke up in the sumptuous Long Island villa and bypassed the servant.

				The fridge was big and full, not empty as she was used to.

				She took a bowl and filled it with cereal and milk, whilst looking for a bus ticket.

				The servant came in and proposed to prepare breakfast, prepare her driver.
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				The Clerk was silent, then said ‘Yes, please’.

				The next morning the CEO woke up in the narrow economy class chair. 

				She was tired from the video games on one side, snoring on the other, all night. 

				The breakfast took long to be served, fifty people waiting before her.

				It consisted of plastic bread and cold coffee, prepared without love at some conveyor belt.

				The CEO contemplated saying ‘thank you,’ but could not get it out.

				She prepared the plastic bread roll with a plastic, terrorist proof knife, incapable of preparing a bread roll.

				The Clerk made her way to the opulent C-suite and walked around it in about five minutes.

				She breathed the refreshing serene absence of customers, then sat down on the throne behind the palatial desk.

				The phone rang.

				She answered.

				A female voice talked to her. 

				A private assistant it seemed.

				Her private assistant she noticed.

				Amazing.

				She was going to connect the Chairman of the Board of Directors to her.

				‘Hi Angela,’ said a voice. ‘I hear you opened a new branch.’

				‘That’s right,’ the Clerk said enthusiastically. ‘Our one millionth.’

				‘Congratulations. I also noticed you mentioned again in the management accounts that a few branches have not met the hurdle, right? When will you cut this dead wood?’
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				The Clerk had no idea what he was talking about. Hurdle? Cutting dead wood? 

				‘Sorry, what do you mean?’

				‘Am I talking French? You’ve got twenty seven branches that are not profitable, right? It is crystal clear what should happen to them, right? I am having a bunch of shareholders breathing down my neck and their breath isn’t fresh, right?’

				What kind of guy is this? He is worse than most of the branch clients. I suppose he wants to hear ‘right.’ ‘Right,’ She said. It did not come out well.

				‘When is it gonna happen? I need some good news and you’re gonna deliver that news to me, right?’

				The Clerk looked at the far side of the C-suite without seeing much, maybe because the far side was far away. ‘Right,’ she said again. It seemed the right answer. What else to say to the Chairman of the Board of Directors…

				The CEO arrived at the branch a little after 8 AM and clocked in.

				‘You are late,’ said the branch manager. ‘Again. We can’t have that. Customers are waiting. They need our products, and you are not there to help us satisfy their financial needs. What am I going to do with you?’

				The CEO felt a sense of fury emerging. How does he dare talking to me like that? Does he know who I am? ‘Do you know who I am!?’ 
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				The branch manager was silent for a moment. He looked at her with eyes that spat fire. ‘Yes, I know who you are. You are a clerk, who is late. A clerk that may soon no longer be a clerk of this bank. If you are ever later again – EVER – you will regret it like you haven’t regretted things before!’

				The CEO thought hard. I hate this guy, but if he needs to meet the hurdle for his branch, he needs to be tough. He has a point but the way he communicates… I will fire this guy - effective immediately - as soon as I’m back. ‘I am sorry,’ she said. She quickly positioned herself behind the front desk.

				The first customer walked up to her. A real customer. ‘Good morning sir. What can I do for you?’

				‘My father is very old and no longer capable of managing his account,’ said the man standing in front of her. ‘I now need to manage his financial affairs and put him in a retirement home. Can you arrange that I can manage his account?’ The man looked at her without showing any emotion, without blinking once.’

				The CEO thought hard. This guy may be stealing his father’s money. This is a liability. Who says his father is indeed incapable? Do we have any process for this? What a misery… ‘I am sorry to hear this,’ he responded. ‘What makes you think he is now incapable?’ I need our legal department to take a view. ‘Can he empower you to dispose of his account?’

				The man responded a bit agitated. ‘I said he is not capable. Of course he cannot empower me. Please arrange it now, OK?’

				Is this the kind of stuff we have to deal with at the branches? We must have some process to deal with this. I need to be polite now. He looks like a 
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				fraudster but maybe his father is indeed no longer capable. He also looks old enough to have a father who is indeed incapable. How do we check this? He looked behind him. The branch manager was standing there at backstabbing distance, watching her every move with his fake smile. This power freak is annoying me. ‘I’ll call the General Counsel,’ said the CEO to him. ‘You clearly don’t seem to know who I really am. I am the CEO of this bank. My General Counsel will resolve this is no time.’ 

				‘Excuse me?’ said the branch manager. The General Counsel? You the CEO? Have you caught some virus? You will need to send any queries for Legal through me… But I’m telling you that you should know how to deal with this. This will not burden our legal department.

				Oh no, I can only go to Legal through the branch manager. ‘I need to check this with my superiors, sir. Did I say that? Superior? We cannot allow anyone to dispose of accounts of another person without some approval of that other person.’ I need to know what approval we need, some power of attorney...’ I trust you will understand.

				‘But he is my father!’ said the customer. ‘I need to manage his affairs. He can’t handle it anymore. He is very ill, you see?! He may be dying soon!’ The CEO notices how other customers were looking in their direction. Not good. 

				Then, something magical happened. ‘Simsalabim,’ mumbled the CEO. ‘Give me a power of attorney.’ 

				For reasons not yet fully understood – maybe the work of a chatbot - it so happened that the CEO received a legal, valid and binding power of attorney in her inbox. She smiled. Problem solved.  
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				It did not last long before both the CEO and the Clerk longed back to their old lives. One day, the CEO withdrew the limited savings from the Clerk’s account and booked a flight back to Head Office. Upon arrival she was refused by Security. She decided to wait outside the Head Office until the Clerk would come out in her chauffeured limousine. 

				She did not have to wait long. She threw herself before the limo and again mumbled the words: ‘simsalabim’. The car stopped and the Clerk came out. The CEO expected her to deny her true identity but was – magically – surprised by the opposite. The Clerk pointed at the CEO and said: ‘Bring this lady into my offices for she is the true CEO!’

				The chauffeur was not convinced but followed up the instruction. Once inside, the Bank’s General Counsel appeared to evidence the true identity of the CEO. An electronic signature process was performed by the General Counsel, showing the true identity of the CEO and the Clerk. The General Counsel witnessed the swap of clothes and welcomed the true CEO into her offices.

				The CEO and the Clerk worked happily ever after in their original roles. 
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				nce upon a time there was an insurance company that invented an innovative insurance policy.

				The insurance policy would always pay out.

				It satisfied each and every policy holder.

				It made a point of never challenging any claim.

				It would never invoke any contractual clauses that prevented cover.

				Because there weren’t any.

				It prevented significant costs for risk management. 

				The policy made it the most popular insurance company.

				With the lowest cost income ratio.

				In fact it was one of the most popular companies.

				Ranked No 1 consistently in every net promoter score.

				Clients came from everywhere, insured anything, claimed everything.

				Premium income went through the roof.

				Claims pay-out went through the roof.

				The insurance company prospered happily after.

				Until it became insolvent. 
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				The Insurance Policy That Always Paid Out
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				nce upon a time there was a King.

				His name was Cash.

				He was the King of the Investment Universe.

				He could do it all, buy it all, get anything, change into anything.

				Everyone in the world depended on him.

				Devoured him.

				Adored him.

				Loved him.

				Measured the value of anything by reference to him.

				Exchanged him.

				Could not get enough of him.

				How he had become so popular? you may wonder, dear reader.

				That was because King Cash had a very special financial instrument at his disposal.

				It was a giant banknote.

				But it was not just a regular banknote, dear reader.

				In fact, it was a very special banknote, a magic banknote really.

				What made that banknote so special and magic was the fact that it could fly.

				Yes, really, it could fly!

				Not just fly like an ordinary bird, a plane or a leaf in the wind.

				It could do all of that of course, but it could so much more.

				King Cash took out his Magic Flying Banknote all the time.

				He flew it around the world, at the speed of light.

			

		

		
			
				King Cash and the Magic Flying Banknote
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				Through the ether, cables, QR codes, payment terminals and Near Fields. 

				Like a chameleon he changed in currency, amount, debit and credit balance all the time.

				When he was in a relaxed mood, he would sit in a wallet in a back pocket or under a mattress.

				When he was lost or adventurous, he would blow in the wind, get stolen or end in another pocket.

				When he wanted to make some noise, he would come rolling out of a slot machine.

				When he wanted to do good, he flew to charity, delivered rewards.

				When he was feeling dirty, he laundered himself.

				When there was panic, everyone wanted to feel him, see him, have him close.

				When there was inflation, his flying banknote would grow bigger, counting more zeros.

				The bigger size looked great but he felt less manoeuvrable.

				Central bankers would do whatever it took to make him fly everywhere they needed. 

				King Cash enjoyed the thrill of being so dynamic and wanted.

				He laughed at other investment categories, like equities, bonds.

				They were such dull one trick ponies.

				Sleeping in an account like them was great when he was sleepy.

				He was inevitably part of every investment strategy.

				But his interest blanket was often thin, sometimes even cooled him below zero.

				Only Real Estate occasionally had some personality.

				But King Cash would never admire such an illiquid investment.

				One thing King Cash knew for sure.

				His Magic Flying Banknote had impact wherever it flew.

				He was Cash and he was King!

				He and people he visited lived happily ever after. 
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				nce upon a time there was white haired politician by the name of Alastair. He manages the finances of a part of an island on the periphery of Europe. One day, Alistair sits close to the river Thames in Downing Street and listens to a boring political statement on some financial matter when a fat white talking duck appears. The duck looks at his watch all the time and mumbles it is very late, almost too late.

				Alistair follows the delicious looking duck immediately, wondering why it is so fat. After following the duck for a long way, the duck waddles into a hole in the ground with the words Eurotunnel on it. Alistair tries to follow but his ego does not fit in the tunnel. When the duck invites Alistair to eat him, he takes a few bites and realises he has eaten foie gras. His ego shrinks enough to make him fit through the Eurotunnel. 

				Alistair ends up in a place named Élysée Palace with a creature named ‘Monsieur Le Président’ and sees a bottle with a dark red substance called ‘vin’. He drinks a glass or two, has another bite of the ‘foie gras’. The ‘escargots’ he if offered make him all slow. 

				His ego dilutes further, underway in a lake of European flavour that stretches to Brussels. In the lake, various creatures emerge. The first 

			

		

		
			
				Alistair in Euroland
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				creature - named European Commission - tells Alistair a dry story about its life, in order to dry up everyone coming out of the lake. He starts with Jean Monnet, founder of European integration, but Alistair is not really interested. 

				He moves on until he bumps into the European Stability Mechanism. It talks in a French German accent about stabilising some instable countries and making all of Europe a winner. Alistair does not understand this creature and carries on. 

				Then the third creature comes to Alistair. This creature – Ecofin – is particularly scary. It has 27 heads, one for each EU country. The creature tells Alistair with one voice the only thing it appears capable of saying with one voice: ‘Please chip in.’ 

				‘Chip in?’ asks Alistair, raising an eyebrow. ‘For what?’. 

				‘Yes, chip in, says Ecofin and explains that the EU is in a state of domino. Ecofin bends over to him – its heads surrounding him from all sides - and suggests that a few members of the EU are nearly falling over, threatening to drop on the rest of the EU. Including the UK. ‘The UK must chip in to keep those members straight up,’ says Ecofin.

				‘But the UK is an island, the countries will not fall on us. They will only fall in the water,’ says Alistair and tries to escape. However, he finds himself strangled politically by the strange creature. ‘You need to chip in, Alistair. If they fall, there will be a tsunami. The UK will be very wet. All of us will be very wet. Drown potentially.’ 

				Alistair – unable to escape - starts thinking about this. Maybe this creature is right. Maybe we will be dragged down into the mud by these other EU club members. Maybe a minimum viable contribution to keep them standing will prevent a tsunami in our backyard. But, why did we join this club in the first place if we need to share this pain? What’s 

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				ONE BILLION AND ONE DIRHAM	97

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				the gain? OK, we are selling more easily to those continentals, but these creatures in Brussels are ironing out our culture and are stuffing liability down our throat like foie gras. Maybe it is time to leave this continental club with its funny creatures and rules. 

				Alistair reluctantly agrees to a contribution that will be determined by a game of croquet. He forces the 27 headed creature to play the game with their 27 national contributions as balls, 27 egos as sticks and 27 parliaments as wickets. Alistair plays hardball and manages to keep the British ball big enough to roll and small enough to pass through all of the wickets. 

				On his way back to the island he navigates through level playing fields and seas of angry fishermen that catch his fish and sell it to his compatriots. 

				Where did it all go wrong? thinks Alistair, facing protests back in Downing Street. Everyone is keen to have the gain, but pulling the wallet just means pain. This 27 headed creature is hungry for our products, but we can’t have it micro-manage our culture, values, wallet. ‘Tell me, duck, should we look for the Brexit?’ Alistair looks around but the duck is nowhere to be seen. 

				Have it your way, duck, Alistair thinks and lives both happily and miserably after.
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				nce upon a time there was a country that levied no tax.

				People liked living there.

				They really did.

				Do you know why, dear reader?

				It is because they were not forced to pay for public services, it was optional.

				Paying was not popular, especially not for public services.

				What’s more, there was an alternative, there was competition.

				Garbage collection, water supply, healthcare, use of roads: it had become a form of ‘shopping’.

				This country was the Kingdom of the Netherlands N.V.

				It was the first country listed on a stock exchange

				Its citizens and companies were shareholders.

				Different classes of shares entitled the shareholder to different benefits.

				A better hospital, garbage collection every day, exclusive access to the left lane on the highway.

				Central and local governments behaved like companies. 

				They were striving for maximum happiness of their shareholders

				Its King and CEO was more popular than ever.

				Almost 25 years on the throne.

				But then, whilst preparing for a glorious King’s Day jubilee, something went wrong.
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				Exchange listed villages, properties, hospitals fell victim to terrible accidents.

				Frontal collisions on crossroads with all traffic lights on green.

				Selective electricity interruptions on intensive care units.

				Their shares were acquired at high speed, from the southern part of the country upwards

				By a Mauritius based fund, named after a meat eating plant.

				Was the King losing control, had he lost his touch?

				Would he still be on his throne to celebrate his 25th King’s Day?

				That, my dear readers, will only be clear when you read my next book, “The Last King’s Day”

				Keep an eye out, on www.facebook.com/kingsdaythriller
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				ooks rarely write themselves, design themselves, publish themselves, market themselves or read themselves. Much of the work to have this book published has involved some kind of support from numerous people. In this section I would like to pay tribute to all the people that have contributed to the book in one way or another!

				The cover of the book is one of the most important parts of the book. From the earliest stage I wanted to have Arabic calligraphy on the cover, simply because it is such an iconic form of art that I really love. An Emirati collector of exclusive pens – Yasin al Hosani - contacted me and turned out not only to be a very nice guy and a good friend, but also someone who has come up with some useful ideas and inspirations for the book and its marketing. Importantly, he introduced me to the best suitable person to help me realise my Arabic calligraphy cover design ambition: Wissam Shawkat, like Yasin and myself an enthusiastic exclusive pen collector. I quickly found out Wissam is one of the most reputable Arabic calligraphy artists in the Middle East. I met with him in Dubai and was thrilled to see him as enthusiastic as I was about creating a classic fairy tales book. He came up with great ideas and particularly results. I could not be happier about the cover artwork he has delivered! 

			

		

		
			
				Thank you very much!
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				Delivering the cover artwork did not mean the design of the cover was finished. Just as for some design work for my first book, I have again been helped very well by graphic designer Frans Meijer to turn this artwork into a cover design. He has also provided great work on the typesetting and interior design of the book. I should also like to thank my wife Brigitte, my sister Loes, my cousin Jan-Aldert and my parents Jan and Debora for their views on the cover and promotional poster design for the book as well as for other general advice. 

				As regards the content of the book, I was keen to get some cultural advice as I intended to make this a tribute to Arabic culture and a lasting memory to my time in the UAE. My intention has been to produce an entertaining book, but I wanted to avoid any cultural or professional ‘faux pas’. I am grateful for the advice of Dr Nimer Basbous, Sohail Jaffer and Yasin al Hosani on this. Sohail Jaffer introduced me to a pioneer of the hedge fund industry and the founder of the Alternative Investment Management Association – Ian Morley – who provided me with an excellent foreword.

				Apart from this type of advice I have benefited a lot from the editorial comments of the people that have made the efforts of going through the book line by line and to provide me with any kind of comment, varying from language mistakes to inconsistencies in the message, less successful humour etc. I would like to thank Lisa Brander, Sohail Jaffer and Lauren Ray very much for their time, effort and very useful comments that made me see things I was blind for. 

				Last but very much not least I would like to thank the people very much that have supported my crowdfunding project on Kickstarter.com. Over 85 people from twenty countries have turned the book into a continuously high ranking publishing project on Kickstarter.com and even a number 1 for some time. I would also like to thank the people they are giving the book to as a gift: 
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				My parents Jan and Debora Vrij, Brigitte Vrij-Vantova, Loes Vrij, Bert Degenaar, Jan-Aldert ‘Sjaak’ Vrij, David Molin, Robert Dwars, Floris, Joris, Chris, Maarten, Eddy, Veerle, Rosa, Fia, Diederik en Joep, Mr & Mrs Schuiling, David Law, Johanna Kauppinen, Titia Coppes, Krzysztof Kuik, Agniescka Stobiecka, Tim Alferink, Coen Bernink, Marja Boman, Ed Bouman and ‘all friends of Ed’, Chris and Marjon, Cecilia Brink, Michael Bijtenhoorn, Yasin al Hosani, Lisa Brander, Karen Montague Damen, Oksana Koryak, Lenita Lindström-Gommers, Zsombor Brommer, Hans Hintzen, David Molin, 

				Mark Sepmeijer, Joep van den Eijnden, Menno Baks, Menno Klein, Bart van Mervennee, Rob van Bergen, Marcin Boulie, Aleksander Blahy, Mark Layton, Juan Tendilla, Sebastian Vela, Christian Lumperda, Remy Gieling, Pablo de la Iglesia Arroyo, Arjen, Aparna and Marius, Kati Miller, Milesh and Heena Parmar, Bianca Huijbregts, Khalila Meggouh, Marta Bishop, Imogen Cora Rose Bishop, Juliana Farrel, Pascal Mousset, Ties Jansen, Silvio Labanco, Jean-Christophe Desaintfuscien, Kreasen Govender, Manuela Matesoi, Louis Wansink, Aad Verhage, Reinoud Le Coultre, Wendy Hollink, Moussa and Mona Louizi, Crisan, Nicoara, Mihai, Olivier Alberts, Jean-Marc Lauwers and Katrien Willems, Lauren Ray, Adam Winfield, Sandy Satullo, Rene Hoogland, Juliana Kerrest, Poele Boosman, Leonardo Contreras, Rob Rietberg, Famke Schiff, Emily Schiff, Jamal Kabbaj, Leander Dubbert, Tamino Dubbert, Gaby Dubbert and Wolfgang Huhn, Vesa Heikkila, Paul Snijders, Jorij Abraham, Tomáš Pavlíček, Shan Yuan Tai, Ale Couperus, Gerro Goedhuis, Stephanie Morrison, Sonia Iovanovici, Titia Coppes, Jan-Willem Spijkman, Mai Wu, Dhafer Alqahtani, Yilmaz and Ozlem Dogan, Jacob Bikakis, Eline Verhage, Michael and Julia, Malwina and Mikolaj Burzec, Nicolas Haas, Csaba Papp, Robert Lövgren and Maria Mogilnaya.
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