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    Praise for Mogambo Guru


    No man has ever made economics as hilarious as the Mogambo. Only the Magnificent Mogambo is awesome enough to laugh in the face of doom! We’re freaking doomed!


    ~ Junior JMR Emma Kohnke, age 13


    I owe The Mogambo Guru a debt of gratitude! Without his incredibly funny yet deeply disturbing articles I wouldn’t have done the things I needed to to prepare for the future. I wrote him many times to thank him for making the real economic picture clear and easy to digest. I had very little understanding of economics before finding that first hilarious article. It’s rare that someone can deliver terrible news in such a way that has you laughing so hard you cry. I just love him!


    ~ Angela Meredith


    Funny, smart, weird, old silver bug guy makes this investing stuff easy! Whee! Thank you, Mogambo Guru, for helping me save my financial bacon. Love you, Richard! Kiss kiss!


    ~ Donna Wilson, MD


    In 2004 I spent every penny I earned on silver, and amidst all that shiny metal thanked the Mogambo Guru for delivering such very harsh truths so outrageously hilariously via the daily reckoning. (Because I am a moron I fixated on that, and ended up having to sell it all. For a profit but.. yeah.. )


    ~ Scott Collingwood


    I have continually been inspired and equally outraged knowing, as the Great Mogambo Guru reminds us, We’re Freakin Doomed.


    ~ Timothy Scanlon


    The Mogambo Guru is the kindest, bravest, warmest, most wonderful human being I’ve ever known in my life.


    ~ George Alan Esworthy


    I have been basing my financial future on the wisdom of the Mogambo for some years, and have also thrust his insight down the throats of my sons, as the greatest legacy I can give them, that doesn’t involve me putting my hand in my pocket yet, yet, yet again. They say he is a weird, angry old dude, like me. What greater compliment? Wheeee! This wise parenting stuff is easy!


    ~ JMR Pete Clark


    Forget the Keynesian mumbo jumbo that is destroying this country and your purchasing power. Get educated in Austrian Business Cycle Theory and follow the Mogambo Guru’s advice to trade your fiat currency for gold and silver and you’ll be enjoying a cold beer and hot pizza delivered to your table while the world around you is lining up for free cheese and milk delivered by government trucks.


    ~ Rob Johnson

  


  

  
    ECONOMICA MOGAMBO

  


  
    THE DESK REFERENCE

  


  [image: divider-black.png]


  
    by Richard Daughty


    The Mogambo Guru


    with NOJMR Doug

  

  [image: logo02.png]


  [image: LFB]



  
    Copyright  2013 by Richard Daughty


    No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise, except as permitted under Section 107 or 108 of the 1976 United States Copyright Act, without the prior writer permission of the author.


    Limit of Liability/Disclaimer of Warranty: While the publisher and author have used their best efforts in preparing this book, they make no representations or warranties with respect to the accuracy or completeness of the contents of this book and specifically disclaim any implied warranties of merchantability or fitness for a particular purpose. No warranty may be created or extended by sales representatives or written sales materials. The advice and strategies contained herein may not be suitable for you situation. You should consult with a professional where appropriate. Neither the publisher nor author shall be liable for any loss of profit or any other commercial damages, including but not limited to special, incidental, consequential, or other damages.


          
		Laissez Faire Books
Baltimore, Maryland

		www.lfb.org

    


    Ebook Design: IrvingStreetPress.com

    
    First edition paperback and ebook: August 2013

    
    Laissez Faire edition: January 2014

    ISBN: 978-1-6212910-9-1

    Cover art: Andre Cawley


  

  
[image: logo]



  
    Contents

  


  
    
      Editorial Preface by Jeffrey A. Tucker
    


    
      Foreword
    


    
      Preface: The Way We Were
    


    
      Chapter 1: Alan Greenspan Destroys the Greenback
    


    
      Greenspan’s Follies
    


    
      Of Alchemy and Other Farces
    


    
      Dressing Up Inflation
    


    
      Economic Nightmares and Financial Monsters
    


    
      Greenspan Goes Bananas
    


    
      Old-People Economics
    


    
      Risk Management Addiction
    


    
      Chinese Fiat Coupons
    


    
      Optimism in the Face of Inflation
    


    
      Alan Greenspan and the Ruination of the US Financial System
    


    
      Chapter 2: Ben Bernanke: Counterfeiter in Chief
    


    
      The Fed’s Free Lunch Program
    


    
      Litany of Woe
    


    
      Menace to Society
    


    
      Moose and Squirrel Economics
    


    
      Feed Your Kids Pig Chow
    


    
      Money Supply Flood to Drown US Economy
    


    
      Borrow and Spend Economics to Pay for Borrowing and Spending
    


    
      Protecting Yourself from Bernanke’s Money Printing
    


    
      Chapter 3: Father of the Year
    


    
      Money-Grubbing at the Central Bank
    


    
      Bumbling Baby Boomers
    


    
      The Bread War
    


    
      “We” Includes the Chinese
    


    
      New Jobs for the Smuggling Industry
    


    
      Inflation: A Father-Daughter Reunion
    


    
      Silver Stats That Will Make You Salivate
    


    
      The World’s Most Powerful Currency?
    


    
      The IMF, the EMF and All the Worthless Money In Between
    


    
      Ballad of a Heartbreaking Money Supply
    


    
      The Silver Boom is Coming!
    


    
      Laughing in the Face of Financial Destruction
    


    
      Mogambo Intruder Alert System (MIAS)
    


    
      Chapter 4: The Fifth Cardinal Sin
    


    
      Gluttonous Indulgences
    


    
      25-Cent Tacos Still a Pipedream
    


    
      Putrid Economics at a Terrible Price
    


    
      Heart Attacks and Tax Codes
    


    
      Steady Diet of Chinese Currency
    


    
      Quantitatively Easing into a Stupid Idea
    


    
      True Fiscal Insanity: Creating Money to Buy Government Debt
    


    
      New World Order: Food Price Inflation; House Price Deflation
    


    
      Junior Mogambo Ranger (JMR)
    


    
      Chapter 5: Mr. Mogambo’s Neighborhood
    


    
      Gold’s Eternal Truth
    


    
      Inflation: The Economic Factorthat Never Stops
    


    
      Gold Bulls Bust Myths
    


    
      The Continuing Argument Over
Fiscal Policy
    


    
      Super Mogambo Comments (SMC)
    


    
      The Number One Unforgivable Sin Of Economics (NOUSOE)
    


    
      Government’s Multitude of New Offices
    


    
      Gospel Of The Mogambo (GOTM)
    


    
      At the Store
    


    
      The Soothing Lullaby Of The Junior Mogambo Ranger (JMR)
    


    
      Chapter 6: More Of The Best Of
    


    
      Moral Hazard, Imputed Income and the “Gnab Gib”
    


    
      Pilgrim, Prepare Thyself
    


    
      Celsius 9/11
    


    
      The Economic Trail of Tears
    


    
      A Mogambo, A Machinegun and a Boom
    


    
      Fed Refuses to Trade Secrets
    


    
      An Edifice of Pure Economic Crapola
    


    
      No Debt Left Behind
    


    
      Inflation: Ignoring Doesn’t Make it Go Away
    


    
      Economic Warnings from an Elderly 3rd Grader
    


    
      Appendix A: Outtakes
    


    
      Appendix B: Mogambo Guru Facts
    


    
      Appendix C: Acronyms
    


    
      Appendix D: Recommended Websites
    


    
      Acknowledgments
    


    
      About the Author
    

  


  
    

    My sincere thanks JMR Phil Spicer for his unwavering and generous support through ALL the years, and Addison Wiggin of Agora Publishing for plucking me out of well-deserved obscurity and making me the star that I am.


    And very special thanks to Number One Junior Mogambo Ranger (NOJMR) Doug for his unbridled enthusiasm, unwavering support and tireless effort in wasting a Huge Freaking Chunk (HFC) of his life working on this book, about which he will doubtlessly one day look back and say “What in the hell was I thinking?”


    - Mogambo Guru


    [image: divider-black.png]


    For my beautiful bride,

    my darling daughter,

    and my friend Richard Daughty


    - NOJMR Doug

  


  

  
    EDITORIAL PREFACE


    BY JEFFREY A. TUCKER


  


  [image: divider-black.png]


  
    There should be no esoteric knowledge. If a theory is true, there should be no barriers to discovering it. For some odd reason, and perhaps it is because economics was so late in emerging in the history of ideas, economics has been largely relegated to the classroom and the halls of government. It should not be this way. Economics pertains to everyone’s life, every day and in every respect. It is our right to understand economics. It is our right to share it. This is what makes Economica Mogambo by Richard Daughty so wonderful. It is a brazen attempt at real economic thought without getting permission, much less approval, from anyone.

    The Mogambo Guru is able to give credence to the feelings many of us have when watching the economic and financial news. At some point we all realize that it is the fake news. The reporters might be woefully ignorant. That’s possible. More likely they are absurdly deferential to authority. It is by deferring to authority that they gain professional advantage. They all want to move to a higher and higher level and everyone knows that the highest levels of journalism are absolutely slavish in the face of people like the secretary of the Treasury or the chairman of the central bank.

    Or perhaps it is a combination of both: the people who report the news stay willfully ignorant in order to climb up the professional ladder. This is not difficult. When the chairman of the Fed speaks, it is always with the hope of intimidating the listeners and discouraging too much in the way of skepticism and critical inquiry. So as we watch the news, we end up being witness to a fishbowl-like scene. No outside normalcy is allowed to intrude. He can string together whole sentences of gibberish that is so clearly designed to conceal and bamboozle and yet people just sit there shaking their heads yes, yes, yes, to everything he says.

    Our writer, however, does not live in this fishbowl. He thinks like a normal human being with the added bonus of possessing training and intelligence. He is also fearless. So his responses to the passing scene are deeply honest and actually grapple with reality. Reality can be startling in an age of illusions. And it surely does sound different from anything you would read in the daily papers. Editors would never let this kind of truth get through. That’s a bonus for the readers here because it all has the effect of opening one’s eyes. Every essay says: the people in charge are lying to you, tricking you, pulling the wool over your eyes. Do not believe them. Make your own choices. Follow your own lights. Go the direction that is right, even if it is opposite of what they are telling you to do.

    We need material like this. It is too easy to fall into the trap of thinking that only the elites are really knowledgeable about economics and that only they can really manage economic events because only they have the resources and the tools to make it all happen. Then you realize two critical things. First, all their resources come from us. Second, their powers to do things are seriously limited by the laws of economics themselves. They simply cannot carry out their plans as they claim that they can. Often they make mistakes, terrible mistakes. Often they cause calamities. Often they lose complete control of events. In fact, this happens more times than not, and so the worst mistake people can make as individuals is to trust them. We need to break free, first intellectually and then financially. It’s in our interest.

    At the same time, we need models and guides for helping us cut through this fog, and this book is exactly that. It shows how to read and hear the news in a way that presumes that the people who purport to rule our world are just normal people with a nefarious agenda. It shows how a bit of basic economic logic can take us a long way toward successfully navigating the world around us.

    The more you read, the more you get the hang of it. It is a liberating feeling to discover one’s right to disagree and to think for oneself.

  

  
    Jeffrey A. Tucker

    Auburn, AL

    December 3, 2013
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    One evening, while sitting at my young daughter’s beside to keep the boogey-man away, I pulled up the Daily Reckoning on my Blackberry and began reading an article by an author unknown to me, Richard Daughty. I had no idea how that one article would forever change my life. I thought I would be catching a quick article on the state of the economy and maybe an idea of where we were heading in the future. What I got was so much more.


    I don’t remember the title of that first article or even the date, but I do remember being intrigued by the author’s pen name, Mogambo Guru. I finished the essay with tears running down my face. I was laughing so hard I awoke my daughter who would not go back to sleep until I had read the essay to her. Thus began my daughter and I’s adventure into Austrian Economics and a friendship with this most remarkable and entertaining American economist.


    Over the next couple years, my daughter and I spent the evenings not reading novels at bedtime but reading the Mogambo Guru Economic Newsletter. We’d share some laughs and some anger at what was becoming of our country, but mostly laughs as we read stories about an angry man In Florida yelling at the neighbors and being hauled away by the police in handcuffs, a strait jacket, or both, all for the crime of encouraging them to protect themselves from the insane fiscal policies of a corrupt government and central bank. Then one day late in September 2009, the writings stopped.


    I thought the Mogambo Guru was just on a much needed vacation. After all, his newsletter always resumed after a short break. Several months passed with no word from the Daily Reckoning. I started searching the Tampa area newspapers for information, thinking maybe he had actually been incarcerated, much to the delight of his neighbors, or that he had been chained to the kitchen sink in the local tavern until his tab had been worked off. It was then that I found a link to his business, Smith Consultant Group. I sent an email, never expecting to hear back from such a famous person as Mogambo Guru, but he proved me wrong. I received a prompt reply that he had retired, quite unexpectedly.


    My daughter and I were devastated. After a few quiet nights we began reading novels at bedtime but it just wasn’t the same. One night, after she had fallen asleep, I went to work building the website bringbackmogambo.com and launched a petition to get Agora Financial to bring Mogambo Guru out of retirement. It was a successful campaign only because of the efforts of two individuals and the hundreds of readers who responded. Chuck Butler, President of EverBank World Markets, mentioned the campaign in his Daily Pfennig newsletter and many people responded by submitting their email addresses which were passed on to Agora as proof of the number of readers who sorely missed the Mogambo’s essays. Dan Cofall, Co-Chairman of NorAm Capital Holdings and host of The Wall Street Shuffle radio show in Dallas, Texas who mentioned the petition many times, drove traffic to the website, resulting in several hundred more responses. I, and all of Mogambo’s fans, owe these two gentlemen a debt of gratitude as we’ve enjoyed these additional years of the Mogambo Guru Economic Newsletter.


    Mogambo Guru again retired to his underground bunker in late April 2011. I made a commitment not to attempt to call him out of retirement after receiving an email from his daughter stating he needed a rest. His retirement seemed final. I feared his work might disappear and began archiving everything I could find on the Internet. Mogambo Guru himself sent me all his original writings, no questions asked and no royalties requested. When the domain name mogamboguru.com became available I was able to secure it through auction. It is this site where all his articles are now available. In addition, through the generosity of The Wall Street Shuffle radio show, there are links on the website that point to their weekly podcasts with the Mogambo Guru.


    In February 2012, nearly a full year after retirement, Mogambo Guru emerged from his bunker and started sending articles again for posting on the website. He has never charged me for these essays. He told me he was writing for his fans because he appreciates them so much. Behind the harsh criticism, calling anyone who reads his Stupid Mogambo Crap (SMC) morons, lies the heart of a concerned, caring man. It’s this extreme level of concern and care for America and Americans that drives him to such exhaustion that he retreats to his bunker for a rest, yet it’s also the reason he eventually emerges to begin writing again. Since starting the website I’ve received numerous emails from people around the world who share my experience. As Chuck Butler states “you have to know the Mogambo Guru to understand he’s not really calling you a moron”.


    Through the darkest days of the 2008 financial collapse and the depression we are currently experiencing the Mogambo Guru has kept high the spirits of concerned readers world-wide with his unique style and humorous essays heaping disrespect on all who desperately deserve it. Laughing in the face of a dark and uncertain future has been good medicine. Where we are heading could be much, much worse and for this reason I decided to compile some of his best articles into print, that others may find brief moments of respite as we exit the eye of the storm and enter the backside of this financial hurricane.


    Drag up a chair, pour a cold drink and settle in for an entertaining read. This is not your typical economics tome. Economica Mogambo takes you on a rollicking journey into Mogambo’s underground bunker, to the local grocery store and through the streets of Tampa. Follow along with an angry man in Florida as he expounds the Austrian Business Cycle Theory to everyone he encounters employing his whimsical and unconventional methods with often hilarious results.


    Labeling Mogambo Guru an angry man in Florida is a bit of a misnomer as anyone who has heard him on the radio, or watched his videos, hears nothing but his infectious laughter. I hope you enjoy reading these essays as much as I have. His laughter still rings in my ears.


    NOJMR Doug


    Portland, OR


    March 27, 2013


    Happy Birthday Richard
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    THE WAY WE WERE


    FEBRUARY 23, 2004


    The American economy will probably not recover for at least a decade. There is no reason to expect that it will. The immutable laws of economics have not gone away, nor have they changed over much in the history of the world.


    Since before the time of the Pharaohs, all nations have contended with the same financial forces in existence today. They had (in one form or another) money, debt, and taxes.


    They all had government spending. And every single one of these nations, in all of history, was eventually ruined by its government. Their money was debased to the point of worthlessness by the government spending too much to do too much, and then the country collapsed.


    Why should we expect to be any different?


    To combat the evil of the debasement of the money, the Founding Fathers wrote into the Constitution that money will only be of silver and gold.


    As thinkers of the Enlightenment era, Jefferson & Co. surely studied history and saw, with alarm, what happened to every nation that resorted to fiat money: the value of the money went to zero and the people were pauperized.


    They believed that there had to be constraints on government spending, and the only constraint available was to limit the currency to something relatively rare and valuable. Ergo, the gold standard, which limited spending to the amount of gold and silver you had.


    But the Supreme Court, in its infinite wisdom, rather in a series of idiotic decisions that is part of its lasting shame, acquiesced to the fraud of allowing absolute disregard for this important, crucial piece of the Constitution. No longer would the dollar be, “as good as gold.” Et voil…, fiat money.


    Since the sixties the government has been on a deficit- spending spree. That is, they “borrow” money and spend it. This is, of course, the Keynesian approach to battling a recession. It works. How could it not?


    There is, unfortunately, a price to be paid. And the price is the accumulation of debt. Piles of it. Whole mountains of debt. Keynes himself said that the debt accumulated during a stimulus program has to be paid back out of the subsequent recovery. Congress, to its sorry shame, forgot this part of the equation.


    We now have $6 trillion of “official” government debt. The interest on the debt already eats up a third of government revenues. And it never goes away – except by paying it or repudiating it. Normally, debt can only accumulate to some limit. One limit, obviously, is when total debt service eats up 100% of revenues. In reality, it is a much lower amount. And when that point is reached, the game is over. Normally.


    Enter the central banks. After three decades of fiscal stimulus by Congress, the geniuses at the Fed decided the economy also needed direct, constant monetary stimulus – to help the government pay the interest on the ravenous debt.


    The Fed, you’ll recall, is a government-mandated, semi- secret club of the banks, all meeting together behind closed doors. Their “job” is to safeguard the banking system. They set monetary policy for the government in the name of “the common good.” Meaning: “making sure the banks are profitable.”


    Since the Fed does not actually have any money to pay for anything, they invent magical money. It literally appears on a whim, out of thin air, onto account balances at the bank. The Fed says, “I have – presto! – money! Take this money and sell me some of that government debt you are holding. Look, now you have money to lend!”


    This is such an obvious fraud that it is also obviously only an emergency power of the Fed. It was not supposed to be used as “party favors” during the boom. But under the woeful stewardship of Alan Greenspan through the 90s, that is exactly what it became.


    Week after week, month after month, year after year, the Fed poured pure adrenaline into the banking system. It wasn’t just for investors that Alan Greenspan pronounced the mania as “irrational exuberance.” He was also describing the actions of the Fed. The operative word is, of course, “irrational.”


    It is not rational to expect that fiat money will forever hold it’s value. It never has. It is not rational to expect that a stock market will forever go up. None ever has. It is not rational that a country can forever spend more than it makes. None ever has. It is not rational that debt can grow forever larger. It never has. It is not rational to believe that a government can keep getting bigger forever. None ever has.


    The enormous amounts of money magically brought into existence during the decade of the 90s also made superstars of every hotshot with a penchant for numbers and access to Other People’s Money. In each case, it was a matter of cleverly coming up with another idea to “free up” untapped sources of money, and putting it “to work.”


    Receivables were constantly sold forward, ordinary debt was broken into weird little pieces and sold at premiums, unrealized profits were borrowed against, equity in anything was borrowed against, futures bought, options sold, etc. The velocity of money zoomed, as the vortex twirled round and round, twisting tighter and tighter, sucking in more and more money with each revolution.


    The Japanese, for their part, lent mountains of money at zero percent interest, which was immediately snapped up around the globe and plowed into something, anything, making that “something” go up in value. You could almost hear them exclaim, Frankenstein-like, “It lives! We are geniuses!” You can still hear the echoes of the masses replying, “You ARE geniuses! You are gods! Here’s my money!”


    Add the newly formed IRA’s, 401(k)’s, and a plethora of retirement plans, and trillions of dollars got sucked into the stock and bond markets. Interest rates dropped when the money went into the bond market. Investments boomed liked nobody’s business when it went into the stock market. IPO’s! Mergers! Acquisitions! Construction! Houses! Malls! Real estate! Antiques!


    Congress, always eager to butt into everything, passed NAFTA, GATT and God-knows what all free trade stuff. Companies moved production of goods offshore, taking advantage of the wide differential in wages and regulatory burdens to fatten bottom lines. The goods were then imported into the USA for manic Americans to buy, via credit.


    And credit was everywhere in abundance, because money was everywhere in abundance. And the Americans bought everything that was offered! By the ton! Consumer credit soared to $1.6 trillion! Commodity prices tumbled, as hard-scrabble foreign nationals now had cheap entry to the US for their low-tech commodities production, and thus kept primary inflation at bay.


    No wonder services boomed! What else is there to buy, now that we are chock-a-block full of TV’s and cars and houses and vacation property and investments and snowmobiles and vacations and swimming pools and videos and clothes? We actually thought we could have an economy based on services. Laid off from the plant? Who cares? Get a job in services! The factory production of actual tangible products is absent in the U.S.A.? No problem! Get a job in services!


    So, here we are. Debt up to our eyeballs for toys that are mostly broken and old. Debt up to the government’s eyeballs. Debt up to the state’s eyeballs. A fiat currency. A gargantuan government. A huge trade deficit and a huge current account deficit (meaning goods shipped in and dollars shipped out of the country) to provide the consumer goods, while we merely peddle these imports and services to one another. A nation of retail clerks and hairdressers today, a nation of pyramid-builders and quarry workers yesteryear.


    So what is so different now? Nothing. Another page in history, telling the same old story over and over again.

  


  

  
    CHAPTER 1


    ALAN GREENSPAN DESTROYS THE GREENBACK
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    “All the perplexities, confusion and distress in America arise, not from defects in their Constitution or Confederation, not from want of honor or virtue, so much as from the downright ignorance of the nature of coin, credit and circulation.”


    ~ John Adams


    GREENSPAN’S FOLLIES


    FEBRUARY 23, 2004


    Last week, we were graced with the sight of Sir Alan Greenspan himself on TV testifying before Congress, which mainly consisted of Congresspersons demonstrating that they are either clueless, or that they couldn’t care less, since they are there at the testimony apparently only as a welcome respite from their regular duties of spending us into the poorhouse, and passing more and laws that make living in America more and more unpalatable and uneconomic.


    Now, to tell you truth, I did not hear much of the testimony, as I usually get so angry at the vapidity of the questions or the glib evasiveness of Greenspan’s answers, or the outright lying, or his saying that he does not want to discuss this in public and how the questioner ought to drop by his office so they can close the door and that Greenspan can tell him how things really work, or maybe he would prefer to have some of Ashcroft’s Patriot Act armed-and-armored agents drop by the Congressperson’s house, late one night, so that THEY could explain it to him, if you catch his drift, and so I usually just stop watching the damn show, and missed most of the testimony. Almost all. I hate it.


    Alan Greenspan: “Unfazed by the Soaring Debt Levels of the US”


    But Mr. Eavis says he watched the testimony, and Mr. Eavis is the Senior Columnist for theStreet.com, and he wrote a nice piece about Greenspan’s testimony, which he entitled “Probing Greenspan’s Easy-Money Madness.” With a title like that you know he is probably as dyspeptic as I am about the whole thing. He writes, “But one line in Greenspan’s testimony Wednesday shows that he is unfazed by the soaring debt levels of the U.S. He said: ‘All told, our accommodative monetary policy stance to date does not seem to have generated excessive volumes of liquidity or credit.’”


    If Mr. Eavis says that this is what Greenspan said, then I have no reason to doubt him. So I’m going to believe him, especially since Greenspan has already proved that he is unreliable, and will lie to me just for the sake of lying, as far as I can tell, like when I finally get through to him on the phone, and as soon as he hears my voice he says “This is a no Mr. Greeniespan. Him gone. Me clean office plenty fine, chop chop” and then he hangs up, but I know it was him. He isn’t fooling anybody.


    But I can see how he figures that he IS fooling me, since he does it every six months in front of Congress, who are supposed to be so bright and trustworthy and educated and upholding the Constitution.


    Anyway, I’ll tell you what was spooky. One day last week, I am just minding my own business, going through the motions of the normal routine, when suddenly the meaning of what Greenspan said becomes clear to me in all its glaring treachery…and the next thing I know, I’m running down the street screaming in fear, and banging on the doors of neighbors, and when they make the mistake of opening the door in response to my repeated knocking, and ringing of the doorbell, and kicking the side of their house, and peering in the windows and yelling “Hello? Hello? I can see you in there! Why won’t you answer the door?” then when they do finally open the door, then I’m grabbing them by their necks and screaming in their faces, yelling that “Alan Greenspan has just testified that he sees no evidence of excess liquidity! Do you know what this means? Do you?”


    By this time my voice has risen an octave and gradually working to higher and higher decibels, and in my unfathomable rage I’m spraying their faces with flying specks of spittle. “Do you understand me?” I’m screeching. “Do you have any idea of the profound and horrific consequences of a chairman of the central bank to say that he sees no evidence of excess liquidity?”


    Alan Greenspan: Vanishing into Nothingness


    Never mind that Greenspan’s denial gives Mr. Ben Bernanke, he of the printing press, a green light to print up even more money out of thin air that will find its way into all sorts of nasty speculative bubbles. Never mind that it means that even more bad credit will be given over to debtors who will never pay it back, like the government. Never mind that the future value of the Greenback – which wasn’t looking all that rosy to start with, especially sharing the first syllable of its nickname with the most profligate U.S. Fed Chairman in history, as it does – now appears to be vanishing into nothingness.


    No…this sort of deceit is all too close to another of Greenspan’s favorite lies, and let me give you the scoop on that idiocy, namely that inflation is low. But it is too easy to attack Mr. Greenspan on these counts, as they can be successfully dismissed by anybody in the whole freaking country who has spent money, as the prices of everything are up, and many of them spectacularly so. So we have proved that he is a clueless weasel about liquidity and inflation.


    But there is another one of Greenspan’s follies that just won’t go away, and it has as much credence as Greenspan’s ridiculous insistence that inflation is low, and that is the whole productivity thing.


    So let’s attack him about this productivity thing. But we are again stopped at the front door of the Fed by some tough-looking security guards, so we turn around and decide that we will confine ourselves to attacking him verbally, and by that I mean in writing, so you can see how confused I am in my anger. But even in my current bewildered state, I obviously have a lot more on the ball than this Greenspan fella.


    Anyway, suppose you, as a successful capitalist swine, hire a hundred guys to make a hundred widgets, and sell the widgets for a dollar apiece, and thus GDP is $100. So far, so good. Then a few days pass, and we wake up with a blinding headache in a strange, seedy little hotel on the outskirts of town with a one-eyed woman who says her name is Darla, and when we frantically call in to the office, we find that you raised the price to two dollars, and you also figured out a way to make widgets with only fifty employees! The hike in price, unfortunately, reduces widget sales by 25%. But GDP jumps to $150! And because you fired half the employees, labor costs plummeted, and the next thing you know Alan Greenspan jumps on an airplane and flies down to visit your factory and give you an award as Proud Poobah of Productivity, which you deserve because productivity has soared. In the old days, it took a hundred guys to make a hundred widgets. Now it takes only fifty guys to make seventy-five widgets, and you doubled the price to more than make up for it. You’re a genius!


    But unemployment is up by 50%, total sales volume is down, and inflation has soared to 100%. Only a Fed chairman as clueless as Alan Greenspan could possibly only see the upside in this.


    And so we have successfully debunked Greenspan’s insistence that productivity is a miraculous tonic for the economy, that inflation is “low,” and that the volumes of liquidity and credit in the U.S. system are “not excessive.”


    Is there any lie Sir Alan has left untold?


    OF ALCHEMY AND OTHER FARCES


    MARCH 1, 2004


    I had a horrible feeling something truly awful would happen last week, and I was right. The Federal Reserve – which will in the future be known by foreigners as “The Filthy Toilet That Flushed Our Money” – found it could not restrain itself a moment longer. And so, they ramped up Fed Credit by another $10 billion last week.


    Now this is not just ordinary money! No, sir! This is the fabled High-Powered Money of story and song (S&S). This is pure, raw credit, the stuff that is literally created out of thin air, and then used by the banks to expand by a hundred-fold via the fractional-reserve multiplier! In his film, “The History of the World, Part One,” we saw the King of France, played by Mel Brooks himself, winking at the camera and saying “It’s good to be king!” Which is, I gotta admit, a lot better than being the Mogambo, since I can’t call down to my Treasury Department and say “Hey! I’m in a spending mood! Bring me a few billion dollars. In cash! And make it snappy!”


    The good news is that I have decided to invest some money in biologically engineering a Golden Goose that will lay eggs of pure gold. Seems like a tech-savvy, hipper and safer way of creating gold than what those guys who practiced alchemy used to try. Remember? They breathed poisonous fumes trying to turn base metals into gold via chemistry and superstition and gossip, and they all ended up insane and broke. And dead, you’ll note, because nobody believes that stuff anymore. Or maybe the jobs as Alchemists have been out-sourced to India or something. I dunno.


    Fiat Money: Base Metals into Gold


    But now that I think about it, I look at my watch and I see it is time for a little childish bit of ridiculous farce, and ask how that old-time alchemy stuff is any different from what Alan Greenspan is doing? He is trying to convert base metals (fiat money) into gold (a prosperous economy) via alchemy (using a little math, a little stupidity, unreliable computer models, and rigid adherence to a stupid and demonstrably false theory that disregards everything we know for sure about how economics works, which is clearly taught by Rothbard and Mises and that whole Austrian School of Economics, which is the camp that I put myself in, although when I go there and ask to come in, they turn off the lights and pretend they aren’t home, but I know they are in there because I can hear them snickering and poking each other and trying to suppress their laughter at my expense).


    Now all we have to do is find out who is going to end up insane and broke. Who? Or whom?


    Well, it ain’t a-gonna be me! And if you listen to me, it ain’t a-gonna happen to you, either, because I know what is going to happen, and thus I own gold and commodities, and therefore I will end up with the riches of a king, just like all the other guys in history who faced what we are facing and who did what I did, and if you are taking my advice, do what I do, because those guys ended up owning everything and having all the money after the inevitable collapse, and they ended their lives rich and happy and actually squealing in delight at all the fun they were having, and calling all the shots, and making themselves into kings, and I’ll bet if you could talk beyond the grave to one of them right now, they would say “Mel Brooks was right! It IS good to be king!”


    Meanwhile, getting back to the Fed, which is what we were talking about before I rudely interrupted myself, the Fed is also allowing the banks to loan out everything they can get their hands on, by reducing required reserves to the point of silliness, as they try as hard as they can to get this economy perking again. I thought that by last week we would have seen the reserves/deposits ratio break the 1% barrier, but it is still hanging out just above that absurdly low figure.


    Why do I care? Well, you let some of those assets of the bank go south, and you will be given a Real Lesson In Life (RLIL) about why the ratio of reserves to deposits has never been allowed to get this laughably low. One percent! I snort, and the sight of the snorting of the Mogambo is not any prettier than it sounds, which has really damaged my Hollywood career, but I don’t want to get into that right now, thank you.


    And another reason begs to be mentioned, and that is, of course, that all this absurd creation of Fed Credit and the power of fractional banking turning it into Suddenly Exponential Credit and the lowering of the reserves/deposits ratio turning it into Unbelievably, Horrendously Gigantic Credit, all that Credit action will only lead to one thing – inflation. And you know what THAT means…and if you don’t, just see how you like paying your utilities bill this month.


    Fiat Money: Prices Will Go Up


    Notice that the consumer price index came out last week, and prices were up 0.5% in a month. Most of it was blamed on the rise on energy prices. A guy named Kevin Logan, who says he is the senior economist at Dresdner, Kleinwort, Wasserstein, opines that “Inflation still looks very low, and it’s likely to remain low. Most of the rise was energy, and that’s not likely to be repeated.”


    Huh? Says who? I say the exact opposite on both counts! But then I am not a typical American economist, which is a euphemism for “moron,” a term that I use when some bozo cuts me off in traffic, as in “Hey! Watch where you are going, you filthy little American economist!” or when I am advising visitors at my house to “Watch your step in the back yard, as I have a dog and I have not gotten around to cleaning up all the piles of American economist opinions.”


    Well, I am here to tell you, and this Logan fella, that the prices of everything else will also go UP, because energy prices are UP, and will keep on going UP, and so prices are NOT expected to remain “low,” as far as I am concerned, and to tell you the truth it is my considered opinion that prices are NOT low now, and are in fact going UP at alarming rates, and if I have to I can bring in experts with impressive credentials from prestigious, big-name universities and colleges who can tell you, with eye-catching graphs and charts and all that stuff, that prices that are rising higher and higher are not, as you have heard, “low,” and furthermore, are not going to “remain low,” either.


    And suddenly the music stops and I abruptly put my fingertips to my temples, and in my mind’s eye I can see, yes, it’s getting clearer and clearer, I can see through the Parting Veil of Time, and I see that energy prices will continue to go up, because oil producers will be perpetually loath to keep selling us their oil in return for increasingly worthless dollars, because everybody is laughing at them for doing that. “Ha ha! Stupid OPEC will trade oil for less real, devaluation-adjusted dollars! Nyah hyah hyah! OPEC is stoo-pid! OPEC is stoo-pid! Ha ha!” Especially when China’s economy is growing like gangbusters, and when its appetite for oil is increasing every single day, and will continue to increase exponentially for a long, long time. And so it is child’s play to forecast higher and higher prices for oil until, and you might want to get out your calendars and write this down, March 27, 3455 at, oh, around just before lunch, I figure.


    And don’t laugh at the ridiculous exercise of forecasting out that far! The government, your own government, at the request of guys you elected, is providing forecasts of the American economy 75 years out. 75 years! Hahahaha! 75 years! Hahahaha! Let’s see; that means we can go into the dusty archives and take out the government’s 1929 forecast for the next 75 years, which is, coincidentally, 2004, which is also, coincidentally, today. Perhaps it will prove instructive to see how well the government economists of 1929 predicted what is happening today!


    Fiat Money: Acting Like Drunken Sailors


    Oops. Just got back from the dusty archives where I looked for that 75-year forecast, and boy, am I dusty! But as far as I can tell there is no “Government Economic Forecast For The Next 75 Years” published in 1929. And in talking with historians of that era, the reason is that it was always considered laughably stupid to even suggest such a stunt, much less to waste time doing it. Sort of like alchemy, and see how that references a previous section, pulling this little essay together?


    In short, the damnable Fed and the damnable Congress are acting like, and have acted like, and promise to continue acting like drunken sailors for the rest of your life. And one of the Iron Laws of Economics, and I am sure that you remember the Iron Laws of Economics, is that printing excess money and credit has the effect of always destroying the value of money, and in this case the dollar.


    Now, if you are Alan Greenspan or any of the deliberately obtuse dolts who work for the Fed or the U.S. government, then this means absolutely nothing to you, or if it does, then you are careful not to say anything. But if you are a person who buys anything priced in dollars, then it almost surely means a great deal to you, or it will very soon.


    DRESSING UP INFLATION


    APRIL 19, 2004


    I know that you remember how the Mogambo heaped scorn on the whole idea of the Fed creating more money and credit to produce a reflation. I know what you are thinking. You are saying to yourself, “The Mogambo never said anything about reflation, because all he ever talks about is how alien beings from another dimension are tampering with his mail.” Well, that is true.


    So let me correct that oversight, and say that inflation is always bad, and that reflation is merely putting a New Age prefix on inflation – but one which results in an added piquancy of a delightful hint of benefit to it, like a refreshing hint of Spring or something, as it makes the price of assets rise.


    But reflation is just inflation dressed in a frilly hat. So why would any government that had an IQ above that of a slug do such a thing as try to reflate/inflate the economy? Ah, my darling quizzical one! My heart soars to hear you speak with the Wisdom of the Ages! But you are not the first one to ask that question of the Mogambo. In fact, the only question MORE popular among the Seekers of Enlightenment that sit at the feet of the Mogambo is “What is that stink?”


    But the Mogambo is now saved from any future threats of exertion such as thinking or answering questions, as now all I need to do is to smile knowingly, languidly raise my finger, and point to the “Cycle Pros” on Geocities.com, where Mr. Stephen J. Williams has provided the answer. “Inflation is a stealth tax and has a very efficient built-in collection scheme…everyone holding dollars is affected and everyone’s purchasing power is diminished, therefore the collection of this ‘tax’ is 100% efficient. And to make it even better, there is no paperwork to fill out, no check to send in, no harassing telephone calls from the tax collector, and the government can continue to print all of the dollars it wants so it can continue a free spending policy.” And, of course, higher prices means, ceteris paribus, more sales tax collected at the state level, with which to fund THAT particular cancer.


    Reflation: “You Are a Worthless Collection of Lunatics”


    But the worst thing is, despite ludicrous protestations to the contrary, this little stealth tax has already thrown itself into its dirty work. With a vengeance.


    Newsflash to the media of the USA! Dateline: Deep inside the Mogambo Defensive Bunker. “Flash! A heavily armed, raving lunatic posing as a Concerned Scientist with graphs and charts and all that scientific stuff has issued this important bulletin! He reports that, once again, Alan Greenspan has proved that you are a worthless collection of childishly trusting lunatics, and are raving mental incompetents to boot, as he looks you right in the eye and tells you that the price inflation that you are seeing with your own eyes, at least before Greenspan started looking into your eyes and trying to hypnotize you, is not happening in front of your own eyes! And you believe him!”


    If you read down farther into the article, you will see where I say, “I mean, import prices increased 0.9% last month, yet Greenspan has, according to the Wall Street Journal, ‘discounted that risk’ of inflation! Petroleum prices are up 6.1%, and Greenspan has probably also ‘discounted that risk’ of inflation, too! Export prices rose at the ‘fastest rate in nine years,’ surging at 0.9%. Greenspan, of course, has doubtlessly ‘discounted that risk’ of inflation, too.”


    And in looking at the back pages of the Economist magazine at the Dollar Index of their Commodity Price Index, we note with alarm that, in the last year, All Items are up 32.8%, Food is up 27.3%, All Industrials are up 40.9%, Non-food Agriculturals are up 22.6%, Metals are up a blistering 58.5%, oil is up 22.6%, and gold 29.3%! How in the hell everything can be up between 22% and 58%, and Greenspan and the other Fed pea-brains can claim that inflation is “low,” is beyond me.


    Reflation: Services and Commodity Costs


    Well, the facts are not lost on everybody, as on Monday the Wall Street Journal had a front-page article entitled “Price Increases in Asia Fan Inflation Fears in U.S.” After using a lot of ink relating the eyebrow-arching rise in the prices of everything that you can name, and even things that I cannot even pronounce, they quote a lot of Fed officials who are all in agreement that the Mogambo is an idiot, and if you think that inflation is rising just because prices are rising, then you, too, are an idiot.


    They go on to announce that labor is about 65% of production costs in goods and services, which makes a kind of weird sense, since services HAVE no commodity costs inherent in them, which I can verify because I went to the barber last week and I did not see a single bushel of soybeans in the whole place.


    On a more personal level, I report that the government is, as you are no doubt aware, out to get me, and sure enough, last week my washing machine finally quit. It was so old that the lousy timer to fix it was $61 freaking dollars. But my wife was getting tired of the rusted exterior, the dripping water, getting a shock when you touched it, the sparks flying, that smell of burning insulation, the weird permanent stains on the clothes when they came out of the thing, the banging and clanging and blah blah blah, so we bought a new one. It cost $320, tax, tag and title. But, and this is the part that kills me, the delivery charge would have been $70!


    My mind reels! People can mine, ship and smelt ore, collect, ship and refine other materials, produce metal and plastic parts, assemble it into a heavy machine, pack it up, ship it across country, keep it in inventory, sell it to me, pay sales taxes of 7%, and all for $320. But to go that last three miles would cost almost another quarter of that!


    So the fact that labor is a BIG part of production of goods may indeed be true. But the Fed boneheads think that because they can break those costs out of the price means, I guess, that it no longer has anything to do with inflation! Weird!


    But to get back to the big picture, so, do ya wanna know how much money it will take to keep this little reflation gig going for a year? Me, too. If you asked me how much money it would take to fund a general reflation for year, I would avert my eyes and give my usual classical, textbook Mogambo answer, which is to shrug my shoulders, and mumble “I dunno,” and then turn it back on you and give you a vicious third-degree on “Why you want to know? And why are you asking ME that question anyway? You trying to make trouble? Is that what you want? You want a piece of me? Huh? Is that what you want? You want a piece of me, punk?”


    Reflation: Can Anyone Spare $3 Trillion?


    But fortunately it didn’t come to that, as James Cook of Investment Rarities, in his article “Boom or Bust,” has helpfully done the math for us, and he figures that about three trillion bucks ought to do it. Now all we gotta do is ramp up three trillion smackeroos and have somebody borrow it all, and put that mountain of money into stocks, and bonds, and houses.


    See how simple this economics stuff is? This stuff is easy! I mean, how much do we overpay this Alan Greenspan character and all those other Fed guys anyway? A retarded chicken pecking at a computer console, mindlessly pressing a button emblazoned with the words “Increase credit” could do every bit as well. And if a mental-defective chicken WAS appointed as Fed Chairman, whenever this new chairman gave a speech, the people in audience might even get an egg, which is, I am sure you agree, a lot better than what the audiences who listen to Greenspan speak get, which is to have their heads filled with lies and optimistic mumbo-jumbo, which has no nutritional value at all. So what do you want? An egg that you can make into a delicious omelet, or vacuous mumbo-jumbo? The choice is yours.


    All it takes, and you might want to pay particular attention here because this is the crux of the matter, is to convince a bunch of guys to borrow the money and, for reasons that befuddle me, invest it in those overpriced assets. Then the prices of the assets will go up some more. Or, as we say in the economics biz, reflates.


    And with the right incentives, notably tax-related, there is no reason to suspect that it cannot initially work. Will Congress step up to the plate and do something heroic and stupid, a kind of desperation-induced “clutching at straws” legislative nonsense? Who knows? Congress knows. And since you know Congress, you know the answer, too.


    But believe me when I tell you, and pay attention to the look of deadly seriousness on my face and stop staring in dumbfounded disbelief at the size of the inflamed pimple on my nose, that you are going to repay every dime of that borrowed-and-spent money, in the form of higher taxes and higher prices. Every freaking penny. For such are the Iron Laws Of Economics.


    ECONOMIC NIGHTMARES AND FINANCIAL MONSTERS


    DECEMBER 27, 2004


    In preparing to read Doug Noland’s Credit Bulletin column at PrudentBear.com, I thought I had prepared myself, and had gotten lots of sleep and water, had taken special care with my diet, and this new medication regimen is working out pretty good, although the number of pills I have to take to relieve my anxiety about the economy and how the Federal Reserve is killing us by killing our economy is now measured by the shovelful.


    So, relaxed and confident, I settled myself into my chair, and as I buckled my seat belt and adjusting the strap on my spiffy new safety helmet, I remember chuckling to myself, “I’m ready for you now, Mr. Doug Noland! Ha! You want a piece of me, Noland? Huh? Is that what you want? You want a piece of the Mogambo? Well, bring it on, dude!”


    With that, I clicked the mouse button on my computer, and suddenly I was in Doug Noland’s Credit Bubble Bulletin Land, which is a scary, horrible place that is populated only by economic nightmares and financial monsters.


    But even so, I was quite unprepared for the immediate jolt, but who knew he would quick-pitch me like that? I mean, right at the top of the page, right from the get-go, he has a chart of the U.S. current account deficit, which is bad, and seemingly, getting worse, as evidenced by it hitting a new all-time record, as we bought so much more from foreigners than we sold to them, that the sum total is now topping an annualized $700 billion a year, which is $5,303 for everybody in the country who has a freaking job!


    Doug Noland: We Are Freaking Doomed


    Although the chart only goes back to 1990, if you don’t want to have a heart attack, then don’t think back to the last zillion or so years in American history, because if you do then you will undoubtedly jump up out of your chair, surprising the hell out of the cat that was sleeping in your lap, as you exclaim, “The Mogambo was right! We are freaking doomed! Hurry! Let’s speed straightaway to our steel-reinforced concrete survival bunker and arsenal!” It is then that you remember that you don’t HAVE a steel-reinforced concrete survival bunker and arsenal, much to your dismay. Your head suddenly snaps around at full alert! There are angry government agents and desperate neighbors and even more desperate strangers banging at the door, because they have also finally realized that there is no such thing as a free lunch, and they are galvanized into action because they also suddenly realize, in their stupid small-brain little way that makes you want to slap their faces and shout, “Wake up, you moron! Your government is destroying your country right before your eyes!” And that the only way they are going to eat lunch is to get money from, ummm, you! And don’t suggest that maybe they ought to come and see me, because they have just come from the Mogambo Bunker, and they are still picking pieces of shrapnel out of their nasty little butts.


    But it was the NEXT chart that made me, umm, have an “accident” in my pants, which is the one contingency I had not prepared for. It was a chart of the consumer price index, and even writing the words “consumer price index” still gives me the willies. I hope you are near a bathroom when I tell you this, but inflation is now at 3.5% and rising! This is horrible news! Because this is the official rate of inflation AFTER the government has massaged most of inflation away! And it is STILL at 3.5%! Gaaahhhh!


    Inflation at 3.5%, especially when it is rising, is the kind of back-breaking, bone-splintering, economy-sundering, calamity-inducing, poverty-spewing inflation machine that people all the way through freaking history (ATWTFH) have had nightmares about! 3.5%! And rising! And just because Alan Greenspan and the other non-Austrian economist bonehead halfwits bizarrely say otherwise, which is to say that these chumps are the first guys in all of freaking economic history to ever dare to say that inflation at 3.5% was NOT a devastating calamity, it nevertheless is. In spades. It always has been, and it still is, and it always will be.


    And, what’s worse, Alan Greenspan and the rest of his non-Austrian buttheads also believe that the actual SOLUTION to economics problems, caused by the creation of too much money and credit, is to have MORE inflation through the expediency of creating MORE money and credit! Of all the solutions, in all the world, this is the only one that is exactly the wrong thing to do, and yet, this is what they want to do! And do, too!


    Doug Noland: This Exact Mess


    And we Americans, to my dismay and embarrassment, lap this crap up! And we have our major universities conferring Bachelor’s and Master’s degrees and Doctorate degrees to people who actually say this stuff! These guys see nothing wrong! And furthermore, they are absolutely sure that the Federal Reserve can fix it, if there IS something wrong! And when you ask them how this is possible, when every freaking dirt bag government in all of history has gotten itself into this exact mess, because it is so easy and pleasurable to do, when none of them, not even one, zero, zip, squat, even partially, even marginally, even a teensy-eensy little bit, was able to pull it off?


    And how is it that we Americans, of all the economies in all of history that have suffered through this, will be the only ones who did not suffer, when all the others suffered horribly over long periods of time, sometimes destroying their very countries? And when you tell them, “The Mogambo thinks you are an idiot,” and then they ask, “Who is The Mogambo?” and then I tell them, “It’s me, you big stupid moron, and you are ugly and you smell terrible, too! Phew! Big stinking moron!” and then they get all huffy like it’s MY fault that they are stupid, and that I am somehow responsible that they have this stupid econometric theory, which they actually believe in, for some reason that escapes me completely, which only proves how stupid they are!


    But I am only one man, although admittedly a man with Mogambo Powers Beyond Those Of Mortal Men (MPBTOMM). But even so, I can only do so much. I stand at the street corner, like this, and yell at people who drive by, “You are not buying gold and silver? Your own Federal Reserve is destroying your money and your buying power, and yet you not buying precious metals? Why? Are you are a stupid moron, or do you just enjoy looking like one? Yeah, I’m talking to YOU, you stupid freaking moron! Yeah, that’s right! I’m talking to you AND your wife! You’re both a couple of morons!” And then THEY get all freaked out like it was, again, MY fault or something that they are stupid!


    So if those two people are morons who are not buying silver and gold, who are NOT morons? Well, according to the South China Morning Post, “China is seeing a gold-buying surge as a hedge against the weakening dollar and negative real interest rates,” which also shows that the Central Bank of China is just as intellectually corrupt as our own, and they are forcing interest rates down to below the rate of inflation. It also shows that the average Chinese peasant is smarter than the average American peasant, as the wily Chinese dude is prudently buying gold, whereas the idiot American is not. The paper also reported that, “the gold buying has prompted a booming trade not only in bars, coins and jewelry but also ‘paper gold’, in which the investor does not take possession of the metal, but trades it like other financial instruments.” Paper gold. Hmmmm! Sniff sniff! This smells like the beginning of gold-as-money.


    GREENSPAN GOES BANANAS


    FEBRUARY 28, 2005


    A lot of people were watching Alan Greenspan testify at the House Finance Committee, and like a lot of us, most thought it was a laugh-riot. Peter Schiff of EuroPacific Capital is one of them, and in an essay, “Greenspan Tells More Whoppers,” he writes, “Like a kid in a candy shop I don’t know where to start in refuting these claims. Perhaps the most memorable moment of the entire spectacle was Congressman Ron Paul quoting Greenspan to Greenspan, requiring the chairman to admit that his younger self was wrong. Unfortunately, Greenspan the younger was not wrong, just early. It seems only fitting that in a testimony fraught with contradictions, Greenspan’s greatest critic was in fact himself.”


    Personally, I missed most of it, as I was caught up in the clutches of the American healthcare system, and while I missed almost all of the testimony, I am able to lend credence to the reports that there are a lot of people on Medicaid and Medicare, because let me tell you that it is the damn truth, as the only other patients I ever saw, the whole damn time, were old and/or poor, although all of them were better looking than me, and better dressed than me, and smelled better than me, which none of them seemed to tire of pointing out.


    Purchasing Power and the Fed Chairman

    “Thou Shalt Not Debase Thy Money”


    But I get a few minutes to quickly catch some of the testimony. As soon as I walked in and turned on the TV and turn off the VCR which is still in “pause” mode from where I was screening a how-to video on making a machinegun out of old washing machine parts, my stomach convulses into a knot, as there is Alan Greenspan listening to a question and he licking his lips, with his beady, rat-like eyes darting from side to side in panic, and I know that he knows, although I don’t know HOW he knows, but he knows that I am suddenly watching him, and he senses that I am using my Secret Mogambo Vision (SMV) to stare into the foul darkness of his soul, a soul so corrupt that is going straight to Hell when he dies for sinning against the Eleventh Commandment, “Thou shalt not debase thy money,” which is one of the little-known and long-suppressed Missing Commandments, recently discovered by me, The Mogambo, while using a variation of the Da Vinci Code search algorithm to find hidden messages in the Bible. The theory is that God gave Moses more than Ten Commandments, but the others weren’t very popular, and so the tablets were put into the basement of one the government buildings and forgotten.


    But the mystery of the Missing Commandments is now revealed, thanks to the Da Vinci code, which involves going through every page looking for “hidden” words that are written backwards, or diagonally across the page, or something. Unfortunately, as it is being used now, it is a very labor-intensive process, and so therefore very unpopular with lazy guys like me, who want instant fame and fortune for doing as little as possible and who are upset and angry when we don’t get them, and people call us childish, and make fun of us, and pretty soon my own family won’t sit with me in restaurants because the restaurant always has this convenient “policy” where they can refuse service to anyone, and that apparently includes older men screaming and crying and kicking and whining because he didn’t get as much love and money as he wanted.


    But in a moment of “Eureka!” I was inspired to hurry things up, and forthwith I invented the Mogambo Method Of Enhancing The Da Vinci Code Search Engine (MMOETDVCSE). It’s all very complicated, of course, but in essence I go through the Bible and circle those words and letters that spell out what I want to find, going page by page, and searching for letters only in that area of the page that corresponds to using a roughly sine wave function that goes on page after page, because when you print out my results on a computer, man! It looks impressive as hell! This beautiful regular pattern is going up and down the page, like some undulating wave out on a gently rolling ocean. It screams, “Proof!” which in itself screams, “Nobel Prize for The Mogambo, because he could sure use the money!”


    Purchasing Power and the Fed Chairman:

    “Money Shall Be Only Gold and Silver”


    The essence of this Missing Commandment is “Money shall be only gold and silver” which is eerily echoed in the Constitution of the United States itself, a point that I will bring up in my next book, “The Mogambo Explains How the Founding Fathers Knew of the Missing Commandments.” But you can see that governments, being the dirt bags that they naturally are, would not like the idea of not being able to print up as much money as it wanted, anytime it wanted, to spend on anything it wanted.


    But I’m looking at the TV screen and you can see by the expression on his face that his heart has turned to some mutant, stone-like material like the stuff that must be clogging up the arteries in his brain when he realizes that The Mogambo is out there, watching his every move, and it is not going to be pretty, because I am going to criticize his every word, deed and action, tearing his ass up every chance I can. And if I don’t get any chances, then I will make up some lies about him that I hope will get him in trouble, and that brings up my brilliant Mogambo insight (BMI) that all our economic problems could have been prevented if we had appointed someone younger to be the chairman of the Federal Reserve, instead of Alan Greenspan, who is a zillion years old, and if we had instead appointed a YOUNGER Fed chairman, then I could call up his mother and tell HER what her idiot son is doing, and SHE could do the rest for us!


    But one line that keeps ringing in my head is when Alan Greenspan said that maybe one reason why foreigners keep buying American debt is that our debt is so safe. Well, as far as getting money back and paid, then, yes, I guess it IS “safe.” After all, as long as we have paper and ink, we can always print you up as many dollars as you like! And with electronic blip money, the creation of more and more money is even easier.


    Purchasing Power and the Fed Chairman: How It’s Supposed to Work


    But this is not the Mogambo definition of “safe,” as my definition of safe is that I am saving buying power, and I expect to get all my buying power back, with interest. For example, suppose that I am on my way to the army surplus to get that spiffy self-propelled cannon that I have had my eye on, when I am accosted on the street by a guy who convinces me to take that money, “invest” that money in some American debt, and in a few years I get all my money back, and a little something extra to pay me back for the pain of having postponed the gratification of consumption for those few years, and then I will have enough money to buy the cannon AND a few rounds of that special ammunition that they keep in the back storeroom that they don’t tell anyone about.


    THAT is how it is supposed to work, as interest rates typically are higher than both inflation and tax reduction added together. Nowadays, interest rates are, as hard as it is to believe, less than the sum of these two! People who are idiotically “investing” in U.S. debt are voluntarily losing purchasing power, because the dollars they get back after all those years won’t buy squat! Hahahaha! Suckers! They are voluntarily making themselves less wealthy! That IS a conundrum! But as it is REALLY working, the chump who buys American debt will only get back enough money to buy half of a cannon! Hahahaha! So you have suffered the pangs and regrets of postponing glorious, delicious, wonderfully satisfying consumption, but you also lose half a cannon!


    In fact, Greenspan said as much! He said: “We can guarantee cash benefits as far out and at whatever size you like, but we cannot guarantee their purchasing power.” But he can! The Fed Chairman is guaranteeing less purchasing power by his every word and deed since 1998!


    Ron Paul asked him whether a gold standard would prevent the government from amassing such huge debts. Greenspan replied, “ I think we have been remarkably successful, in my judgment … mimicking much of what the gold standard does… I think in that context so far we have maintained a stable monetary system.” Hahahaha! What an idiot! His monetary system has ZERO is common with a gold standard! What does he think we are? A bunch of chumps that we don’t know what a gold standard is? Hahahaha!


    Then he REALLY goes bananas when he says, “I do not think that you could claim that the central bank is facilitating the expansion of expenditures in this country” Hahahaha! I am laughing so hard in contempt and rage I am spitting up blood! What a lying moron!


    OLD-PEOPLE ECONOMICS


    JULY 17, 2006


    The Lipper Mutual Fund Performance Index for the first half of the year came out, and gold lead the pack by a long shot. Their 10-fund index was up 27%, and the World Equity Funds Index showed that the 54 gold-oriented funds were up 25% for the last six months, too.


    By contrast, when Lipper considers all 12,675 equity funds, the average return was less than four percent. Hahahaha! Official “trust me” government-reported inflation alone is running more than that! And the real, old-school way of measuring inflation is running at least to nine percent, being as conservative as I can.


    So, that means that the average mutual-fund holder made four percent, on which capital gains and income taxes are levied. But even assuming that the mutual-fund holder pays no tax at all, he or she is still losing at least five percent a year in spending power! Losing! Losing five percent a year! And that is the optimistic scenario!


    You can bet that this interesting statistic is showing up on the screens of all kinds of fund managers, and the screens of all kinds of people who are looking, with an increasing feeling of unease, at their pathetic quarterly statements.


    And with the G-7 (or G-8 or whatever they call themselves these days), of which we are a member, continuously agreeing to work together to make the dollar go down in value, that means that domestically produced commodities will be cheaper on the world market. That will pressure higher-priced foreign competitors to lower their prices in response, but it will also, unfortunately, give domestic producers the leeway to dramatically raise their prices. And they will.


    But we were talking about the dollar, and Robert McHugh, of Main Line Investors, Inc., has taken a look at the chart of the dollar index and says, “The U.S. dollar has started its descent. It should nestle around the 82 area +/-. All this is the start of a protracted move into the 60’s, one that will no doubt be stair-step rather than freefall as central banks around the world work in orderly fashion to devalue the dollar.”


    Dramatically raising prices is also defined, oddly enough, in the Mogambo Economic Encyclopedia (MEE) as: “The stuff of which revolutions are made and people riot over, because their devaluated money can’t buy much anymore. Eventually, mobs come rumbling over to the Mogambo’s house because he has gold, and he is always hiring people who will track down Alan Greenspan, every economist who ever worked for the Federal Reserve, all members of Congress (except Ron Paul, R. Texas), and every living Supreme Court justice so as to slap their stupid, traitorous, corrupt, despicable faces.”


    And then, we should confiscate all the aforementioned people’s assets as punishment, so that they, too, can experience the pain and horror of utter ruination that they caused.


    I was just working myself into a fit of exasperation about the “pain and horror of utter ruination,” when a pleading reader asks, “Please do a piece on the plight of the retired people in America. Most people I personally know realize this current scenario will not go on indefinitely. They just don’t know what to do about it.”


    I think to myself: “Perfect! Now I can illustrate the ‘pain and horror of utter ruination’ and act surly at the same time! And, against people who are smaller and weaker than me!”


    Emboldened, I enthusiastically start off by saying, “Old people? What a bunch of whiners! It reminds me of my own kids. They know they are reaching the age when I can legally kick them out, and they know that their allowance will stop. Thus, they too realize that the ‘current scenario will not go on indefinitely.’ So, for both of these groups, I am supposed to, I guess, get up off my fat, lazy butt and, oh, I dunno, wave my Magic Mogambo Wand (MMW) around in the air a few times, thus solving their problem of how to keep getting a free lunch? Hahaha! Thanks for the compliment that the stupid Mogambo could fashion a remedy that has evaded the greatest minds of economic history! Hahaha!”


    Anyway, there is no need to wave magic wands, which is so old-fashioned. Let’s, instead, rely on that infallible source of good advice, the Chinese fortune cookie. After making goo-goo eyes at the pretty waitress at the Chinese restaurant and flirting with her while ordering (“Everything with pork in it, my little Chinese won ton cutie!”), I finally get my food, which I notice she has spit on again, although I don’t remember actually ordering “spit sauce.” I figure it must be how ethnic Chinese girls flirt with men who are old enough to be their grandfathers.


    Anyway, after eating, along with the bill and a lot of burping, we get the fortune cookie. With trembling fingers we crack it open to retrieve that little scrap of paper inside. It says, “Get a job; scrimp along for a few years so that you can buy as much gold and silver as you can afford. Then, you will take an ocean voyage and gain 10 pounds eating like a pig.” Sounds about right to me!


    The real problem with these old people:


    1.) They stupidly believe that Social Security is a retirement fund and they are supposed to be able to live on it, when it is not and never was.


    2.) They stupidly believe that inflation nowadays actually measures all of the increases in prices that they pay.


    3.) They stupidly believe that their Social Security checks are going to go up as fast as inflation. (As a caveat to that last point, Social Security checks are actually going up as fast as the “official, government-declared” rate of inflation. It’s just that the rate of inflation they use to administer the Cost Of Living Adjustment (COLA) to Social Security checks happens to be a lie that was cooked up by the horrid Alan Greenspan, former chairman of the Federal Reserve, and aided by the equally detestable Michael Boskin, economics professor at Stanford, who got his degrees at Berkeley, which probably explains a lot).


    And old people (although they are supposed to be the ones with all the smarts, and who proudly call themselves “The Greatest Generation”) stupidly believe that a central bank (the Federal Reserve) is not a horror that will destroy their money, a fiat currency is not a horror that will be destroyed, and that fractional-reserve banking is not a horror that combines them into economic Armageddon, contrary to the lessons learned during the entire history of all the countries in all the world ever since cavemen were selling mastodon steaks over the Internet.


    In short, old people are the very ones who continuously voted into office the Congressional creeps who perpetuated this disaster (and who picked the members of the Supreme Court that let them get away with it, contrary as it was to the clear strictures of the Constitution), and then stood around with their hands out, joining the growing crowds of people gobbling up more and more cash and benefits. And now that the inevitable inflation in prices, caused by the monstrous increase in the amount of money created by the Federal Reserve to finance all of this largesse is wiping them out, they cry out, piteously, “Help us! We cannot live a comfortable life at public expense anymore!”


    The biggest mistake the old people made is thinking that the government they elected is looking out for them. Ha! In his paper titled “Is the United States Bankrupt?” Laurence J. Kotlikoff of the Federal Reserve Bank of St. Louis Fed said, “The most the government can do for the elderly is to set h equal to (1 + r)w/r.” Hahahaha!


    And speaking of stupidity, my buddy Phil S. sent me a couple of immortal quotes that I think are the root cause of all of our troubles. Norman Douglas said, “Education is a state-controlled manufactory of echoes,” which means that after a short while you get ignorant, trusting buttheads for a citizenry because the guy with the loudest voice is seldom the smartest guy trying to make echoes. Just louder.


    The other one that tickled me is from Professor Irwin Edman, who said, “Education is the process of casting false pearls before real swine,” which is oddly similar, when you stop to think about it.


    And stupidity permeates the majority of American universities, too, as I gather from Dr. Kurt Richebächer’s remark: “The folly is in the categorical assumption of American monetarists that sufficient monetary ease can never fail to stimulate sustainable economic growth. With this assumption in mind, they have rewritten the history of America’s Great Depression of the 1930s. American monetarists’ lack of thinking starts with the absurd assumption that whatever happens during the boom is irrelevant. The one and only thing that matters is swift easing when the economy weakens, essentially implying that proper monetary easing solves any possible problem. It is an absurd view.”


    And the result of believing in such absurdities is inflation in prices, which the old people are complaining about. And along those lines, George Ure at UrbanSurvival.com notes, “the current three-month running average of CPI inflation pencils out to 8.29% per year.”


    And, if it is any consolation, it ain’t just us, as he reports that the Russians are officially expecting inflation to run around nine percent this year, the Philippines are suffering 6.7% annual inflation, and the “(central) Bank of Indonesia has rates pegged around 12.25%.” Of course, he is too polite to mention Zimbabwe’s 1,200% annual inflation (which is getting worse exponentially), or the fact that inflation is now present in every freaking country in the freaking world, and this inflation is running, on average, about three percent. Every one.


    RISK MANAGEMENT ADDICTION


    MARCH 27, 2008


    And Alan Greenspan himself wrote an essay for the Financial Times titled “We Will Never Have a Perfect Model of Risk”, which perfectly sums up the incredible stupidity of this traitorous bastard who used the Federal Reserve to destroy this country. In it, Mr. Greenspan starts out by saying, “The current financial crisis in the United States is likely to be judged in retrospect as the most wrenching since the end of the second world war.”


    Wow! Pretty strong stuff from the guy who created all this mess and denied all along that anything could happen to the economy that lowering interest rates couldn’t handle!


    Then, amazingly, later he puffs up his chest and says that today’s sophisticated computer modeling by him and his buddies requires “that saving equal investment, that the marginal propensity to consume be positive, and that inventories be non-negative.”


    My Rebellious Mogambo Mind (RMM) naturally says, “Huh? What in the hell is THAT supposed to mean?” and my Slobbery Mogambo Lips (SML) say, “Huh? When in the hell was the last time that saving equaled investment? When in the hell was the last time that someone did not spend a part of every new dollar of income? And just what in the living hell is a negative inventory?”


    He does not answer me, but bizarrely goes on to say that “these restraints, among others, eliminated most of the distressing inconsistencies of the unsophisticated forecasting world of half century ago.” Hahahaha! I can’t believe I am reading this! Hahahaha! We are going to have the worst financial crisis since for the last half-century, which has completely surprised him and his little forecasting buddies, even though he crows about how he “eliminated most of the distressing inconsistencies of the unsophisticated forecasting world of half century ago”. Hahaha!


    Things are so screwed up that even he asks, “How did we go so wrong?”, which seems to me to be an indicator of failure, like when I get to work a few lousy minutes late one lousy day, and my stupid boss angrily tells me “I was so wrong about you! Get into my office right now!”, which is, so far, a perfect indicator of failure around here!


    But he also enlightens us that “Risk management seeks to maximize risk-adjusted rates of return on equity; often, in the process, underused capital is considered ‘waste’.” Wow!


    I love this! I was so excited that I sat the kids down and told them that gambling with every dime I can squeeze out of anything is not “gambling” anymore; it is “risk management”, and it is now obvious that I am a modern kind of guy seeking to “maximize risk-adjusted rates of return”!


    Then I reminded them that, as they say in Las Vegas, “It’s only a gambling problem if you’re losing”, which is manifestly true, as no one seeks professional help because their gambling is leading to them to make a lot of money and have a lot of fun dating Vegas showgirls!


    And then I added, with an excited giggle to show them how wonderful this new plan was, “And that includes your college funds!”


    I did not, as I was hoping, get the enthusiastic response that I was looking for, and instead they became very hostile, which made me laugh to myself since they are unaware that I have been borrowing money from their stupid funds for years and years, and there isn’t that much left to get upset about. Hahaha!


    I figured that they were going to challenge my assertion that Alan Greenspan even said such a stupid thing, so I was ready for them to throw various cushions and bric-a-brac to accentuate their cries of “You lying bastard! You Thieving, Low-Life, Worthless Mogambo Lying Bastard (TLLWMLB)!”, like it’s the first time I ever heard that or something.


    I held up my hand to protect my face from what appeared to be a flying chicken bone that someone found under the couch, and said, “Wait! Wait! He said it right here in the essay! He implied that Black Swan events are real, and that ‘We will never be able to anticipate all discontinuities in financial markets. Discontinuities are, of necessity, a surprise.’ So surprise, kids! You would have lost in the end anyway!”


    Anyway, the whole of the article is insulting in his “nothing is my fault” explanations and weird rationales, and especially in the fact that he does not mention, even in passing, the crucial role he played in it all; without the Federal Reserve creating so damned much, so impossibly much, so incomprehensibly freaking much money and credit for all those years, the collapsing booms could not have happened, and so there would be no busts to with which to deal.


    From Junior Mogambo Ranger (JMR) John P. we get some advice for those who think that they can actually model and control an economy with equations in computers, like the morons at the Federal Reserve and in most of the universities in this country, I am sorry to say. He says that it will make sense to them if I remind them that, “The fact is that a partial differential of one of countless variables in a feedback equation that has not yet been written is meaningless once that equation has gone chaotic!!!”


    As I am still intently trying to master the intricacies of simple addition and subtraction, the reference to partial differential equations leaves me cold, so I try and deduce what in the hell he is talking about from the clues that 1) the system has gone chaotic and 2) that there are three exclamation points at the end.


    And then, like Sherlock Holmes, I note that the horrible, terrifying answer is contained in the clues; “there are three exclamation points at the end”. And there they are! It’s the end! Ugh.


    The Mogambo Sez: Junior Mogambo Ranger (JMR) John says, “As far back as I can remember, Congress has been a proponent of the Charlie Brown philosophy: ‘There’s no problem so big that you can’t run away from it!’”


    And in the Funny Times newspaper was a cartoon by somebody named Mueller, which showed two homeless bums sitting on the sidewalk, and one of them says, “We should spend our way out of this.” Hahahaha! Fabulous!


    Putting them together, the government is going to pull out all of the stops, and that means that more money is going to be created than the world has ever seen, and thus inflation in prices is guaranteed, and that means that you should start buying gold today. Lots of it! And don’t stop!


    CHINESE FIAT COUPONS


    FEBRUARY 19, 2009


    An easy way to increase the money supply is by counterfeiting money, or its equivalent, by printing coupons, and this is now being done by the Chinese, as we learn from the report titled “Chinese Offered Consumer Tickets” by Olivia Chung at atimes.com.


    She writes that there is a lot of tension in China as the economy slows, which is probably true as when factories close, people are fired, fortunes are lost, millions of people are displaced and ruined, and a general frustration and anger are on the rise since the Chinese economy does not have tacos with those delicious crunchy corn tortilla shells, but they have TV so that they see other people eating the tacos that they do not have! Horrors!


    In reality, the economic problems of the Chinese are – as are the problems of all exporting nations around the world – not taco-related, and are the result of the loathsome Alan Greenspan creating all the unholy mountains of excess money and credit when he was chairman of the American Federal Reserve from 1987 to 2006, which he infamously did to finance The Greatest Sin Of All (TGSOA), which is to allow the monstrous enlargement of government and to pay for huge increases in government programs, and for which Alan Greenspan deserves to die in prison, alone, sick, vomiting up blood and hearing my voice ringing in his ears, “Suffer, you miserable bastard, as you have made so, so many billions of people suffer by your insane expansions of the money supply!”


    And how did the horrid Alan Greenspan do all of that? Easy! His creating all that money and credit meant that all those trillions of new Treasury-debt dollars originally sprang into being as loans to the government, which it spent, and from there the dollars eventually went to pay for a trade deficit that ranges around $800 billion Per Freaking Year (PFY)!


    This meant that all those other countries had the trade surpluses that equaled our trade deficits, and all of those new dollars pouring into their countries necessitated similar monetary stupidity in those other countries, hurriedly creating more money to soak up those new dollars piling up in their banking system, increasing their money supplies in lockstep with us, lest their own currencies gain strength against the dollar and thus effectively raise prices to us, their huge, and essentially only, customer! Horrors! Hahahaha! We’re all freaking morons!


    Now, the economy is sinking since the American economy has been completely ruined by the horrid Alan Greenspan and the Federal Reserve, and thus we cannot keep going further into debt so as to buy their exports, and thus “China’s local governments from Hangzhou in the northeast to Chengdu in the center of the country, concerned at factory closures and millions of workers losing jobs as export markets collapse, are taking their own steps to boost economies in their areas by”, and here I pause the to add a sense of drama and sheer stupidity, “issuing shopping vouchers.” Hahahaha!


    They obviously know that if they simply print money and give it to people, it will be so highly inflationary that I will raise a real First Class Stink (FCS) about such monetary stupidity and denounce them throughout the galaxy, which nobody wants.


    So they then think to themselves, “Hmmm! Maybe Mogambo is too stupid or drunk to realize that shopping vouchers are just another fiat currency! Hahaha! We play plenty good trick on Mister Moron Mogambo (MMM)! Hahaha!”


    I, however, am uncharacteristically stone-cold sober at this time of day, and instantly realize the ruse! With the agility of a jungle cat, I lithely leap atop my desk, shouting “Shopping vouchers? Ha! It’s the same as money, you low-IQ halfwits, just issued locally! Talk about an inflation in the money supply! Hahaha!”


    Carried away with the charming way my Loud Mogambo Voice (LMV) echoes in the room, I continue berating them, “You stupid Chinese morons think that you are going to lead the world into the future but you are too damned stupid to comprehend that continually increasing the money supply will cause inflation in consumer prices, which leads to social unrest as people start to realize that they are starving to death because they cannot afford to buy food or keep warm and the next thing you know, Bad, Bad Things (BBT) are happening and it’s all an Ugly, Ugly Mess (UUM)? Hahaha! You Chinese halfwits are morons, just like the rest of us! Hahaha!”


    Well, you can sense their frustration, as “China’s factories are closing and workers are being laid off at a frightening rate as overseas demand for their products crashes. The pace of decline in exports surged to a 17.5% fall to US$90.45 billion in January.”


    Even worse, “Imports contracted by 43.1% year-on-year to US$51.34 billion last month”. Upon inspection, the preceding sentence shows how famously serene Asians are, as I would have punctuated the sentence, “Imports contracted by 43.1% year-on-year” as “I am freaked out of my mind that imports contracted by 43.1% year-on-year – almost half! – which is such Bad, Bad News (BBN) that it is enough to send The Mogambo (your genial host), screaming in horror to his Mogambo Bunker Of Doom (MBOD), leaving you to your pathetic fate, which, in case you are new around here, is that you’re all freaking doomed!!!!”


    There are “conditions” and exclusions, of course, mostly that “they be used by September 30 to buy goods locally. They cannot be deposited as savings in banks or exchanged for cash. No change will be given if the value of a purchase is less than the value of the coupons.”


    This “no change” policy is, in case you were unfamiliar with it, how small-change commerce is carried out with gold and silver coin; you offered a silver coin or a coupon, and you received, in exchange, a variable amount of goods and services, depending on the “price” that day. The total price was always the same (one silver coin or one coupon), but sometimes you got more and sometimes you got less goods and services to put into your basket to take home.


    Anyway, the head of the counterfeiters is in Chengdu, the capital of Sichuan province in west central China, which “led the nation at the start of the year by issuing shopping vouchers worth 100 yuan (US$14.6) to about 380,000 low-income local residents in urban and rural areas.”


    Unsurprisingly, “A spokesman of the Chengdu bureau of civil affairs claimed success for the scheme, saying almost all the issued vouchers had been used”, and it makes you wonder what kind of an idiot did NOT use a soon-to-expire coupon for free food! Hahaha!


    The funny part was that, when “Asked whether the vouchers could boost gross domestic product, the spokesman said ‘definitely’ – but declined to give figures.”


    Anyway, the scam is not about actually fixing anything economically, and everyone will die of roaring inflation very soon, anyway, but the whole purpose of the “scheme”, he said, was also to “let people feel the government’s concern for them, a reflection of widespread worry that slowing economic growth will increase the risk of civil unrest.”


    Roaring inflation causing civil unrest? Hahahaha! Welcome to the real world, pal! Now you understand the wisdom of having your money made of gold or backed up with gold? You do? Hahaha! Too late!


    OPTIMISM IN THE FACE OF INFLATION


    FEBRUARY 26, 2009


    I thought I was still asleep and merely dreaming when I opened up Barron’s and saw that the earnings of the S&P 500 dropped to $28.75, which is down from last week’s $45.95, which is down from last year’s $78.80.


    In case you were wondering, this level of earnings is down to where it was in 1995, and at that time the S&P 500 was selling for about $450, versus today’s $770, and which makes the price-to-earnings soar to an almost-unheard-of 27! A P/E of 27! Hahahaha! So you can see why I thought I was dreaming!


    This evaporation of earnings also probably explains why the S&P500 index is at $770.05, down from last year’s $1,353.11, meaning that if you had bought the index last year, you have lost almost half your money in nominal terms, and you have lost even more when calculated in inflation-adjusted terms, as the dollar has lost buying power in the last year which has made food and necessities get higher in price, higher and higher until I am screaming out the window, “The Federal Reserve, creating all that money and credit in the banks – so that somebody could borrow all that new money and use it to buy such mountains of public and private debt – is stupid-beyond-madness, you lowlife morons, and now we are all freaking doomed because all the world’s money is going to crap as, suddenly – as part of a coordinated, global economic stimulus – whole mountains of money and credit are being created so that governments can try to spend their way out of bankruptcy! We’re freaking doomed, you morons!”


    And although my stupid neighbors protest about my screaming like that, the fact is that it is worse than that, because the U.S.A., with its $14 trillion economy, has a federal government that is going to spend, over the next year, all the money in their usual $3 trillion-plus budget, but also another $2 trillion or so over the next year! $5 trillion in government spending, at a cost of $3 trillion in new debt, all in a $14 trillion economy! Gahhhhh! We’re freaking dooooooooomed!


    I did not mention that there are only about 100 million non-government, non-taxpayer paid workers in the U.S.A., which means that there are only 100 million workers who can make a profit with which to pay taxes, which means that $5 trillion in government spending is a staggering $50,000 for Every Freaking One (EFO) of those non-government, non-taxpayer paid positions! And you think THAT is going to work out for the best? Hahahaha!


    Well, most people (the majority) do; and maybe you do too. And if so, I love your optimism. In fact, I envy your sunny optimism, even as I deplore how stupid you are; (although I already knew you were pretty stupid because here you are, reading my stupid Mogambo Guru newsletter, and I gotta tell ya, that’s a classic sign of stupidity!)


    In order to explain it away, I say that my personal stupidity was caused by asphyxia after being choked by some beautiful woman’s big jealous brute of a boyfriend who jumped me from behind – which sounds so much more romantic and macho than the truth, which is, “I was born sorta like this, and then it got worse after I banged my head a lot as I grew up, suffering damage through various childhood accidents and my heart being broken by cruel, manipulative girls, and then more slamming my head against the wall in disbelief as an adult at the sheer stupidity of the neo-Keynesian econometric economics being used by the Federal Reserve to create so much excess money and credit that it produces inflation in prices and inflation in the size of government, either of which is enough to destroy us a hundred times over!”


    But don’t get me started with heart-rending, sorrowful stories of how I am living proof that girls don’t date guys who are both creepy AND broke (although I found that they will tolerate one or the other for short periods of time) because it is time for Living Mogambo Theater (LMT)! Yippee!


    Now, sit back and enjoy my riveting performance, for which I should have won an Oscar – and WOULD have won an Oscar if it had been filmed (which it wasn’t, maybe from government goons always sabotaging me, but mostly by I just made it up right now! Hahaha! The joke’s on me!)


    Anyway, my powerful voice becomes eerily hollow and booming, my face a study in fear, as I say, “And when roaring inflation happens, thanks to the damned government spending more money to buy their way out of bankruptcy caused by their previous deficit-spending and the damned Federal Reserve creating the money and credit to finance this insanity as they financed the excess-money-and-credit insanity that got us here in the first place, everyone and everything are ruined!”


    I slowly crumple to the floor, a pathetic, wasted husk of a man, my every move a subtle nuance of woe and utter despair. Suddenly, I spring up, my features drawn into a mask of horror, my stentorian voice blaring out, “And then the damned government usually finds a way to get into a war against scapegoat foreigners, which is Really Bad News (RBN) nowadays when you consider that foreign countries and foreign people (who admittedly speak foreign languages that nobody can understand and they probably don’t either), have been hurt even more than we morons here in the United States, and in their case, they are RIGHT: A foreigner caused all their trouble! Us! Hahahaha!”


    My laughter echoing in the theater, the lights come up as the camera slowly pulls away to get, on film, the powerful, thrilling close, “And yeah, although the ‘foreign devils’ are truly us Americans, the filthy bastard that did it all is Alan Greenspan, disastrous former chairman of the Federal Reserve, who did it by merely creating too much money and credit, which pounded down interest rates, to pay for it all! If you can’t pay for a boom, you don’t get a boom, and if you don’t have a boom, you don’t have a bust!”


    After pausing for dramatic effect, I go on, “And so all this mess is because of Greenspan, by both egregious commissions and omissions, legal and illegal, day and night, more and more, which explains why food costs more nowadays, and has always been costing more and more for as long as you can remember, and why everything has now turned to crap in the inevitable bust that always follows a monetary boom!”


    Instead of the thunderous applause that I thought I was going to get, maybe a few shouts of “Encore!” or “Bravo, Mogambo!” there was only silence. Looking up, I peer out to see that the place is empty and that everyone has left the theater and gone home, not even waiting for the boffo ending.


    Hmmm! I immediately suspect script troubles, but the important thing is that I never got to tell them about how they should be buying gold, silver and oil right now, which was the point of the whole thing!


    But I am telling you to buy them, which is almost as good, I figure.


    But if you were one of those people who walked out on my wonderful theatrical performance, then don’t buy gold and go to hell, you tasteless moron who wouldn’t appreciate real cultural excellence if it came up and pissed on your damned shoes!


    ALAN GREENSPAN AND THE RUINATION OF THE US FINANCIAL SYSTEM


    APRIL 15, 2010


    The Financial Times had the article “Greenspan Mauled Over Role In Meltdown”, which was about that loathsome, worthless lunatic Alan Greenspan testifying at the Financial Crisis Inquiry Commission, which is enough to make you laugh in itself; the morons who perpetrated constant deficit-spending are facing off with the guy who provided the money and credit with insane levels of monetary inflation to make it happen! Hahahaha!


    For his part, Greenspan lamely admitted that he and the Fed had never tried to do anything other than keep creating money, day after day, month after month, year after year, to finance those boom-era boondoggles, like, for example, the housing bubble, a federal government idiocy of massive size and a particularly odious failure, a pungent stinkeroo made possible with the low, low, low, insanely-low interest rates and laughable banking changes that Greenspan, alone, provided.


    Even worse, to make such low interest rates somehow defensible, Greenspan and Michael Boskin rigged up a slimy methodology (commonly referred to as “hedonic adjustments”) for “adjusting” both the price changes and the standard, measured market basket of goods and services, so that inflation in prices was always understated by, apparently, as much as they wanted! Hahaha!


    For the Federal Reserve to do otherwise (to wit: not act like morons), says Greenspan, “Congress would have clamped down on us”, which means that he is admitting, on the record, that the fabled “independence of the Federal Reserve” is just another Stinking Load Of Lying Hooey (SLOLH), which I say means that he ought to be dragged out into the street and horsewhipped, along with all Congresspersons (except Ron Paul), either living or dead, meaning, of course, that if a former Congressperson was dead, then his or her dead body ought to be dug up, taken out into the street and whipped, too, and then all of them thrown into prison, except for the dead ones, of course, because that would look, you know, stupid.


    Of course, TheDailyBell.com is too classy to get dragged into discussing the merits of Extreme Mogambo Retribution (EMR), and, instead, calmly says, “We start with Greenspan and his recent denial of any role in provoking the current financial crisis by keeping interest rates very low for an extended period of time. We are a bit baffled by his denials. He knew then and he knows now that paper money creates difficulties when issued by private/public central banks under the aegis of the state. He understands the business cycle, Austrian economics and how destructive publicly issued fiat money can be. First comes the boom – courtesy of an overprinting of paper money – and then the inevitable bust.”


    Exactly! Almost taking the words out of my mouth, they continue that the boom-bust cycle is inevitable because “It always happens that way as Ludwig von Mises and FA Hayek showed us. Greenspan knows, and must know, for he wrote about it as a youth and supervised the mechanism as a mature economist and regulator.”


    What to do? Lie! And just like most of us (me) lying at work about whose fault something was (me), and who ought to be fired for it (not me), and his future salary disbursed to the remaining workers (me), Greenspan denied everything, prompting Daily Bell to note “We suppose he must deny it. One doesn’t go to Capitol Hill and admit that one caused the undermining of the wealth of the Western world. And certainly it wasn’t Greenspan’s fault entirely.”


    It was that last sentence, “And certainly it wasn’t Greenspan’s fault entirely”, where I saw my chance! An opportunity is dropped into my lap to get a little attention (and to probably commit professional suicide) by disagreeing with the Daily Bell!


    Thinking that they would be persuaded if I couched my rebuttal in terms of Long, Loud And Rude (LLAR), I said “You’re wrong, you morons! Hahaha! You’re wrong and I’m right for once in my lousy life! It was all Greenspan’s fault! Greenspan is the one that created the money that made it possible! Don’t you see, you nitwits, that without him, and the monstrous mountains of money he created, none of this bad stuff would have happened!”


    Well, I learned Long, Loud And Rude (LLAR) was not the ticket to recognition and acclaim at the Daily Bell, although I am right about Greenspan being singularly at fault, just as I am right about how you ought to be buying gold, silver and oil right now instead of sitting there reading my Stupid Mogambo Crap (SMC).


    Perhaps, in hindsight, I should have taken the more up-tempo and literary road, and say, all sophisticated-like, “As P.J. O’Rourke, the famous writer, might have put it if he was paraphrasing himself, just because teenage boys want whiskey and car keys doesn’t make them guilty of anything, especially when it was their own stupid dad that gave them the whiskey and car keys while telling them to have a good time because there was nothing to worry about!”


    Still no response from Daily Bell, even when I offered that “Maybe if he was sending the kids out to buy more gold, silver and oil because he was unable to go himself, then maybe Greenspan could be forgiven. But he didn’t, and now look at the mess we are in!”


    Again, nothing. So, I surmise that the lesson for today is that nobody cares about how I feel about the odious and satanic Alan Greenspan, who is the lying, repulsive turd that caused the booms and the busts.


    And, apparently, nobody cares for my constant exhortations to buy gold, silver and oil, either, which they must do to survive financially as a result of the insane Federal Reserve creating so insanely much money so that the insane federal government could borrow and spend an insane $1.6 trillion this year, and trillions and trillions more borrowed and spent dollars for at least 10 years, which will double, triple, maybe even quadruple the money supply, which will cause such ruinous, catastrophic inflation in consumer prices that you can hear me, way off in the distance, screaming “We’re freaking doomed!”


    And if you do you decide to get some gold, silver and oil, go and get it yourself, and not trust some drunken kids to get it for you. We’ve seen what happens!

  


  

  
    CHAPTER 2


    BEN BERNANKE: COUNTERFEITER IN CHIEF
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    “I believe that banking institutions are more dangerous to our liberties than standing armies…The issuing power should be taken from the banks and restored to the Government, to whom it properly belongs.”


    ~ Thomas Jefferson


    THE FED’S FREE LUNCH PROGRAM


    SEPTEMBER 29, 2003


    By now, you must be aware that the FOMC has met and decided to leave interest rates at once-in-a-lifetime lows. And all you hear is how this is supposed to be such hot stuff. Money is cheaply available for investing and hiring and purchasing and all of that wonderful economics-stuff. And when I say cheap, I mean CHEAP! Short rates are actually less than the rate of inflation, giving you real rates that are actually negative! Wow!


    Offering money at rates that are less than the rate of inflation actually translates into an offer for a free lunch. But, as the savvy dude or dudette that you are, you smile knowingly to yourself, because you realize that there is no such thing as a free lunch. In this case, the people paying for the lunch of lusciously low interest rates are the people who are being forced to loan money at these rates. That is, loan money at rates that are less than inflation, forcing them to lose buying power for the privilege of loaning strange people their money!


    And there will be a price to pay, of course, as there is always a price to pay. Because, as you have heard over and over and over, and in fact you just heard it again from me in the preceding sentence, there is no such thing as a free lunch. Even though the Fed makes it look like there is.


    And the people who are being forced to loan out their money at these historic lows are going to get their money back one day, you can bet on that. They are already making plans about how they are going to get that money back. Perhaps something (cue ominous music) unconventional.


    Ben Bernanke: Unconventional Means


    The term ‘unconventional’ apparently comes from Ben Bernanke, who is now an appointed, fully-fledged Federal Reserve weenie, against my advice. Although, to be fair, my literal advice was to get everybody to gather together and go down to the Fed and use pointed sticks to run everybody out of there, and make them disperse into the woods, and then burn the building, and everything in it, to the ground, and then scatter the ashes.


    But Bernanke says that he will be happy to achieve monetary policy objectives by unconventional means, and nobody gets all shook up, except me. So I figure that we bedeviled savers out here ought to emulate Bernanke and his Fed, and commit ‘unconventional’ acts of our own. We have got to get our money back here! We are suffering deflation in our discretionary spending account! We demand the same rights as the Federal Reserve! We demand the right to commit unconventional acts and get away with them!


    As for me, I have noted that food expense is one of those big-ticket items, and I have thus made a management decision to achieve gains in that area. Unwilling to reduce my consumption of Oreo cookies, although my wife spying on me already makes it difficult to sneak a few of those tasty chocolate morsels, I must make gains with other, unconventional methods. One will certainly be to walk around the grocery store until I see a full shopping basket that has a lot of good stuff in it. When the person isn’t looking, I shove a few bags of Oreos into it, and then it is a simple matter to follow them home from the grocery store and park down the street a ways.


    Then they will have to make many trips carrying the grocery bags into the house, and there will be times when the car, which is still filled with bagged groceries, will be unguarded! Then I will run out take a few bags, and leave a five-dollar bill as payment! Now I realize that five bucks is not enough to pay for three full bags of groceries, but these are unconventional methods! I paid five bucks for the damn groceries, and now the person I bought them from is whining!


    Ben Bernanke: The Same Damn Thing


    “Hey!” I say. “The Fed, without your permission, takes your valuable dollars away and hands you cheaper ones, so it is the same damn thing! And this Greenspan guy you think is some (and here is where I use a real nasal, whining, sarcastic tone of voice) hotshot hero, (back to normal voice) but you are throwing Chinese Ninja Death Stars at me, even though we are doing the same damn, dangity blang, jam blagged ding-dong thing! I’m not stealing your food! I’m giving you money for your groceries! So gimme a break! I’m just using standard unconventional methods!”


    Another of my brilliant unconventional plans is a classic Plan B, which is to sneak over to my neighbor’s house with a long extension cord and tap into his electric power, and then I can run my whole house on free electricity!


    Of course, I will dutifully go over to him at the beginning of each month and give him, oh, let’s say, ummm, ten bucks cash. Now, I realize, and you realize, that my electrical power usage is much, much higher than that, especially considering my latest scientific research attempts to use extremely high-voltage magnetic fluxes to turn lead into gold, highly secret scientific experiments that have all been, I am sorry to report, utter failures so far.


    But, and this is a big plus, I have that sunny optimism that flows naturally from being crazy and stupid, and I have plenty of both of those! So expect good news any day now!


    You want unconventional methods? Buster, I can give them to you in spades!


    One of the nagging questions about the Fed’s free lunch recovery scenario, is, oddly enough, the same nagging question that my wife has. Namely, “Where is the money going to come from?” To her, I readily list my personal sources of where this money is going to come from, namely maybe we’ll win the lottery or maybe a long-lost relative will leave me some money in his will, or maybe we will find an oil well in the back yard. To hear my wife tell it, it is all crazy talk, and she has some mindless, simplistic idea that there is one easy answer to all questions, one pithy Philosopher’s Stone that will solve all the riddles, and that Easy Answer is for me to, you know, go out and get a real job. “Oh, sure, if you want to take the EASY way out. But you don’t really want people to say that we are so lazy that we always take the easy way out, do you dear? Really?”


    Ben Bernanke: Rising Bankruptcies


    But I will admit, after long stretches of relentless grilling, that these are not truly viable sources of money on which to base our family economy, much less an entire national economic recovery.


    According to the reports, I am not the only one asking this question. People are having such a hard time paying off their current debt load that they are going bankrupt in rising, and record-setting, numbers. The number of mortgages in arrears is also high and rising.


    So where are we proletariat boobs out here going to get the money to buy all the stuff? Huh? Answer me that one freaking question, and I can tell you what the future will bring.


    And since we can’t seem to come up with anything, we all agree that we will NOT be buying any stuff. And thus we must also agree that this is only natural, since borrowing money for the purpose of current consumption merely moves the Modigliani life-cycle stream of purchases forward to the present.


    Stepping to the blackboard, I say in a voice that is far too loud and with my patent-pending, irritating nasal whine, “Here we are at the Present, P and we are proceeding through time to” (and I make a great big arrow leading all the way to the other end of the blackboard) “the future, F. And this implies, by mathematical imperative,” (and here I write 2, subtract 2, equals zero, to show the mathematical imperative that I had just alluded to) “that there be LESS consumption, C, in the future, F, because you, Y, consumed, C, that future stuff, or FS, today, N. The future, F, being, of course, where this Big Economic Recovery Thing, or BERT, is supposed to take place, or TP. Which is, and I define ‘is’ to mean exactly what even Clinton knows it means, today, T, or P sub zero, or N, depending on which one I was using before I lost track of where I was, but anyway this is where the past, P sub minus N, and the future, F, meet.”


    By this time the blackboard is filled with N’s and P’s and T’s and all kinds of letters, and scribbled arrows linking them together in some psychedelic, madness-induced web of interconnections.


    Ben Bernanke: Everything Happens in the Present


    My voice rising in excitement and anticipation, I simultaneously beat and grind that poor little piece of chalk into the very surface of the blackboard with strength born of anger and betrayal, and, my voice rising to a fevered pitch, I continue: “And it is here, at the present, which is P, or N, or whatever in the dang-blanged hell you want to call it, THIS, and I mean right freaking HERE, is where all the crap happens!”


    “It never happens in the past,” I continue, absolutely convinced I’ve lost everyone in the class, but pushing ahead nonetheless, “P sub T minus 1. Ooohhh noooo! That would be too damn convenient! And your whole world doesn’t collapse around your ears in the future, F, either, ohhh noooo! It always happens right freaking now, RFN, in the present, which we angrily denote with that dagjabbity, blangity blang P, P, P, P!”


    And then I draw a lot of arrows coming in from every angle to converge on the present, P. And then I hastily draw a B- 52 bomber flying above it all, and have it dropping bombs on that cursed letter P, too, and make very realistic explosion noises as the bombs explode.


    “Kapow! Boom!”


    And I draw lots of squiggly lines to illustrate bombs exploding and destroying everything. And then I draw a few bolts of lightning striking it, with the appropriate sound effect, and then I just viciously smash the poor little piece of chalk into it over and over, over and over, until the air is filled with a cloud of atomized chalk dust.


    “But we just showed that Americans borrowed heavily, BH, to bring future more-consumption, FMC, into the present, P, which exported present less-consumption. PLC, into the future, F, which is now the present, P, whereas it was once the future, F, but now it is already the past, N sub T minus one. So what we have, canceling terms, collecting variables, is that current consumption, C, has been exported to the past, JQR, and less consumption, PMV, has been imported from the past, XCB, into the present, zippity doo dah, and that is why the future, FMXJRB, is, is, the, is…”


    My voice trails off, and I collapse to my knees, head sunk to my chest in weary resignation, exhausted and spent by my valiant efforts. Confused and depleted, I am ready to just assume that the United States will win the lottery.


    LITANY OF WOE


    NOVEMBER 3, 2003


    Inflation.


    Hardly a minute goes by when I don’t mention the dreaded “I” word. It freaking scares me to death.


    Last week, USA Today offered an article entitled, “Bernanke Has No Fear of Diving In.” The article confirmed that Bernanke was appointed to a 14-year job at the Fed. But it also provided a little information about the guy, such as, “In a break with Greenspan, Bernanke is prodding the central bank to adopt a target or range of acceptable inflation. He says such a target, mentioning 1% to 2% annual core inflation based on a preferred Fed measure as a reasonable bound, would give markets increased confidence the Fed will not let inflation soar too high nor plummet too low.”


    So, right off the bat we have a new Fed big-shot promising price inflation! Could anything BE farther from the goal of a central bank? And as a direct corollary, is there anybody who is LESS deserving to be getting an appointment to the Fed than this Bernanke creep?


    The goal is supposed to be zero inflation, or, better yet, gently falling inflation, which would give people an automatic rising standard of living! But nooOOOoooo! We have a guy standing right there in front of you, appointed to a sparkling new 14-year term at the central bank, looking you right in the eye, who has the sheer gall to promise to use all the powers at his disposal to give you a constantly lower and lower standard of living, every year, for the rest of your life!


    The article goes on to say how Greenspan disagrees. Oh, not about cramming a lower and lower standard of living down your throat by fostering inflation. No, Greenspan’s objection is that setting a strict inflation goal, “used by other central banks, could limit flexibility.”


    Ben Bernanke: “Flexibility”


    Man, I love that word! “Flexibility!” So what else is Greenspan “flexible” on? Well, the Greenspan Federal Reserve has consistently broken every rule of responsible and prudent economics and central banking, so you have to assume that he is flexible on most everything, as long as it results in you getting whacked on the head.


    And perhaps the ultimate in flexibility is permitting a jackass like Bernanke, who is promising you the one thing that is to be feared over all else, namely persistent, gnawing, cancerous price inflation, to be appointed to the Federal Reserve. It reminds me of a speech by Groundskeeper Willie of the Simpson’s TV show, who was testing a podium microphone and facetiously said, “And if elected, my first official act in office will be to kill the lot of you, and burn your town to ashes!”


    Well, I’m happy to say, Groundskeeper Willie’s services will not be needed by most of the electorate. In fact, the litany of woes experienced by the lower-income classes is heating up, judging by the seemingly increasing number of references that I run across in the media. Whatever low-income group you talk about, somebody is speaking up about them and their escalating desperation. The homeless. The poor. The disabled. The immigrants. The minorities. The seniors.


    I am sorry to report that the misery will continue to grow in breadth and severity, and it will continue to be more so in the future. Week after week you will be able to see it in graphs and charts and visual aides. Month after month there will continue to be strident calls for the government to “do something” to help these pathetic, desperate people. Year after year the big situation gets worse and worse, and everybody’s little situation gets worse and worse, and pretty soon the whole freaking enchilada gets worse and worse. And tempers will flare, and scapegoats will be found, and the excess population will be killed off.


    Ben Bernanke: No One Has Come Close


    I know I shocked you with that last part there, you know that part about excess populations being killed off. But, you know me: I am always trawling for the Nobel Prize in Economics, grubbing around in the gutter and sewers of the world of economics, and especially that million-dollar prize money. Or even just the money, if you want an example of how flexible I can get on this thing. And now, to my amazement, econometric guys are still winning the darn things, even though I get up and look out of the window and I see the result of them and their stupid cockamamie theories, and their damned stupid econometric models, and their damned stupid monstrously over-inflated egos, thinking they could make an healthy economy out of fraud and printing money, when not one other country in the history of the world has ever done it, and all of them tried to print their way of their stinking mess and none of them could do it! But Alan Greenspan, and Ben Bernanke, and all those Fed governors, and Fed big shots, and advisors, and researchers, and concerned bank presidents, and Congressperson meddlers, and computers, and computer models, and miscellaneous hangers-on and loudmouth bores, all smugly thinking that now – now! – after all these wasted centuries, now will our geniuses in charge make a vibrant, healthy economy based on fraud and printing money, and then forever preventing the collapse they so justifiably earned, when, as I said, everybody else in all of history has already tried it, and NOT ONE OF THEM EVER CAME CLOSE!


    Jeez, now I’m all worked up in a sweat and in a really foul mood! What were we talking about? Oh, yeah, my Nobel Prize- winning economics idea! Well, first we note that that poor brain-dead Terri Schiavo woman was ordered by a court to be left alone to starve to death. Why? For the money, stupid! It’s always about the money! Everything is always about the money! This brain-dead woman is costing somebody around a hundred thousand dollars a year, every year since 1991. And I don’t know where you come from, but around these parts $100,000 a year is a lot of money to keep a human vegetable alive.


    And so killing off the old people and the disabled people and all the rest of those people gobbling up expensive government-provided money and services would instantly alleviate the stress on those systems. And then Social Security would always be solvent, since retirees would all be dead, and Medicare would always have enough money, since the sick would all be dead, too. And those smelly homeless people would all be dead, and not creating an unsightly mess by sleeping on the sidewalk!


    But getting back to the point I was trying to make, which was about how the poor and the old and the disabled and all those static-income people get the old baseball-bat-upside-the-head treatment, or in this case let-them-starve-to-death treatment, when it comes to inflation. And I know it is inflation that is causing their problems because all the problems being suffered by these pitiful people are the one same problem: prices rose faster than income, and now they don’t have enough money to buy the things they need. They USED to have almost enough to buy the things they needed. But nowadays they do NOT have enough money to buy, you know, the things they need.


    And I know this for a fact because history has shown that these are the people who ALWAYS feel it first, and then the misery travels up and up into the middle classes and chews their guts out awhile, and then pretty soon everybody else is looking at reduced real income.


    Welcome to the Wonderful World of Inflation!


    MENACE TO SOCIETY


    DECEMBER 26, 2005


    I had planned to use this space for another official Mogambo rant of outrage (OMROO), about, you know, the Federal Reserve and Congress, and how they are murdering our money, and, by extension, us. And, by further extension, everybody else, too.


    But then I would get all worked up, angrier and angrier, more and more, finally escalating into senseless, mindless, gratuitous use of childish, gutter profanities at high-decibel volumes. And nobody wants that, especially little kindergarten children who, it turns out, get REALLY freaked out by it, and there’s suddenly a lot of screaming and crying and pooping in one’s pants, and it’s a real ugly mess, and then the children start screaming and crying and pooping in their pants, too. So instead, I think to myself, “Perhaps young grasshoppers would be better instructed by a genteel and refined approach!” Always willing to take the easy way out, I graciously turn today’s lesson over to Robert Blumen on LewRockwell.com, and his essay entitled “Bernankeism: Fraud or Menace?”


    I admit that I almost didn’t read it because I already knew the answer; Ben Bernanke is menace. And I assume that you, likewise, skipped over it, too, after seeing the trick question posed in the title, and thinking to yourself, of course, “Bah! Any child can see that the man will destroy our money with his insane theories! But knowing that, I can personally prosper, making plenty big money (PBM), by buying gold, and buying silver, and buying oil, and buying damned near any commodity that you can name! And then I will be rich, rich, rich! And you shall be poor, poor, poor, and then The Mogambo and I will look out through the bullet-proof windows of our lovely mansions and watch you, in your filthy misery and squalor, rooting around in the dirt for bugs to eat, and we will laugh at you, and bellow ‘Welcome to fiat money hell, you morons!’ “


    Robert Blumen: The First Principle of Bernankeism


    The class is suddenly silenced by my outburst. I am embarrassed, and take my seat as Mr. Blumen calmly goes on to say, “The first principle of Bernankeism is that it is better to prevent deflation than to attempt a cure after the disease has set in.” Hahaha! What a chump! Not only do they now teach this idiocy in our schools, but Ben Bernanke was the chairman of the damned economics department at Princeton! My hollow laughter drips with contempt, which is not as easy as it sounds.


    If Mr. Bernanke truly DID understand economics, then he would have known that the REAL “first principle” of economics is that it is best to prevent the inflation that LEADS to the deflation!! And note the use of the rare “double exclamation point” to denote particular emphasis, as befits its importance in economics.


    Likewise, commenting on other areas where I also have no competence whatsoever, it is likewise NOT true that the First Law of Holes is “When you find yourself in one, stop digging.” The REAL “First Law of Holes” is “If you don’t want a hole, don’t dig one.”


    But this is not about holes, unless you think Mr. Bernanke is a real first-class hole, if you get my drift, and if you don’t, then you soon will, as Mr. Blumen goes on to write, “Governor Bernanke and his accomplices are obsessed with something known as ‘the zero bound problem.’ “ I interrupt to explain, in case you ain’t heard, that one of the new buzzes in the lucrative profession of “economics masquerading as a science” is the obvious notion that you can’t loan money at less than zero percent interest. This is, and always has been, obvious: There is nothing cheaper beyond “free.” This, then, is the “zero-bound problem.” For some reason, this is now a big freaking deal (BFD) in central bank circles.


    Robert Blumen: A Constant State of

    Pleasant and Benign Inflation


    Proving my point, he goes on to say, “Eight of the fourteen papers and speeches that I examined deal with this problem either as their main point or in passing. Bernankeism advises the central bank to avoid the zero-bound problem by creating a constant state of pleasant and benign inflation of around 2-3%.” As I read that last sentence, all I could hear was a sizzling sound as my few remaining brain neurons overloaded. So I am not sure about this next part, as the phrase “pleasant and benign inflation of around 2-3%” sort of made my brain freeze up (“urrrkk!”) as my puny little Mogambo mind (PLMM) cannot accept the idea that anyone, ANYONE, in their right mind would even think, much less say, much, much less to say in from of witnesses, much, much, MUCH, MUCH less to declare it to be monetary policy, that a constant amount of price inflation, OF ANY AMOUNT, is even benign, must less pleasant!


    Working myself into a Mogambo frenzy of outrage (MFOO), I throw the window up, lean out, and shout, “Stop the presses, America! I, The Mogambo, declare that anyone who would proclaim such an asinine thing is a dangerous lunatic!” By this time I am screaming like a wounded banshee in my rage, and neighbors were soon crashing loudly into the room to wrestle me to the floor and stuff smelly rags into my mouth, trying to get me to stop screaming, but which only made me scream louder! Arrgghhh!


    And another thing that I was screaming about is how Congress, the biggest bastion of butthead bozos in the history of the USA and an embarrassment to themselves, their families and all of us, just sits there as this horrid little man is telling them that we are going to have constant, simmering inflation, the kind where, little by little, month by month, prices creep creep creep upward, but your income does not. And every month you have to borrow more money, or give up something else, or cut back on something else, or reduce your consumption of something else, and after awhile it starts adding up and up, and then one day you get down to rationing basic necessities, and you get angry and scared, and then angrier and scareder.


    But we are not here to talk about how I am an angry coward, as I am tired of hearing it. And while we are talking about it, I am also tired of hearing how I am an ugly idiot and I stink, too. So I quickly veer back to the subject and say that Ravi Batra, who is an economics professor at Southern Methodist University and author of terrific doom-and-gloom books with terrific titles, goes beyond the anger and cowardice thing in his new book entitled “Greenspan’s Fraud.” Anyway, he ties this all in with what he calls the Wage Gap, which is the difference between the rise in wages versus the rise in productivity.


    Here Mr. Batra takes it up and says, “According to this theory, the rising wage gap creates exponential growth in debt, which in turn generates an exponential rise in profits, leading to the share price bubble. Eventually, debt growth slows, so the demand-supply gap, thus far hidden by the debt mountain, comes to the surface; profits plummet and stock markets collapse.”


    And you can tie that in with Bill Bonner of the DailyReckoning.com when he correctly notes that borrowing for consumption is the equivalent of a free lunch to businesses, as everybody gets to sell stuff to people without first having to pay wages to those people as workers! Money and sales come out of nowhere! False profits!


    Robert Blumen: Make a Lot of Money Available


    But none of this is in keeping with the current theory of economics, which is preposterous through and through. So what is this bizarre new economic theory that allows ever-increasing asset values? Mr. Blumen explains, “Dr. Bernanke accepts Milton Friedman’s theory of the Great Depression. In the Friedman view, a contraction of the money supply brought about by loan defaults and then bank failures turned what would have been an ordinary recession into the Great Depression. This catastrophe could have been avoided had Fed inflated sufficiently.”


    Wow! See how easy this stuff is? All the government has to do, see, is make so much money available, see, at such low interest rates, that (are you following me so far?) people can’t stop themselves from borrowing the money and goosing the economy by producing and/or distributing the goods and services being bought by the government itself! There is, literally, no upper limit on the amount of debt that people can, or will, carry!


    I am laughing! Hahaha! I laugh because, and this is the important part, this is freaking insane! How can anyone possibly think, even for a minute, even for a second, even for a teensy weensy micro-second, that an economy that has grown because of government spending and accumulation of massive public and private debts is going to, one day, magically, be transformed into one that does NOT depend on government spending and ever-higher debt loads? Hahahaha! Then where is the money going to come from, moron? Hahaha! I am laughing my big fat Mogambo butt (BFMB) off here! Hahaha! Stop! Stop! My sides are hurting from all the laughing! Hahahaha!


    But, wiping the tears from my eyes, I get suddenly very serious and note that Ben Bernanke, the next chairman of the Federal Reserve, actually believes this, this, this (pause for dramatic effect) stupidity! He actually does! And he is the next a chairman of the Federal Reserve! I keep repeating this because my mind refuses to accept the fact that we Americans, who like to pride ourselves on how smart we are and how wonderful we are, would do something so, so, so, so (pause for another dramatic effect) incredibly so, so, so (a crescendo of a pause) stoooOOOOooopid! The mind screams “Noooooooo!”


    Mr. Blumen doesn’t want to answer my question, but instead goes on to send me screaming from the room by explaining “The third principle of Bernankeism is the necessity of ‘unconventional measures.’ The reader of the Fed’s papers and speeches will find a series of increasingly exotic plans for the dollar. From beginning to end, these methods range from the merely unsound to the bizarre and terrifying.” Now, I don’t know about you, but being a real coward and crybaby little wuss, I don’t like things that are classified as either bizarre or terrifying. So with real dread in my voice, I timidly ask, “Like what, dude?” Well, how about, for example, “money rains”, whereby the Fed would “give money away either through directly disbursing currency to the public or by disbursing it through the banking system.” By this time I am sure your heart is beating like a trip-hammer, boom boom boom at the very thought of such monetary sinfulness! Nobody ever needs to work, because the government will give everybody money to spend!


    Then, with this wicked little grin on his face, Mr. Blumen goes on to say that another scam is “to make money pay a negative nominal interest rate, by imposing some type of ‘carry tax’ on currency and deposits. A tax or fee on Reserve deposits of 1 percent per month, for example, would mean that those deposits, in effect, pay a nominal interest rate of roughly minus 12 percent.” What?!? And note the use of two different punctuation marks, where I was trying to be clever and failing miserably, to indicate a mixture of anger, shock, disbelief, anger, fear, anger, terror, confusion, some more anger, and the vague, tentative beginnings of what appears to be jock itch.


    But the idea is that you would spend all your money in a fit of consumption, rather than saving it, because you would be paying a 12% tax on it if you did! My heart is slamming into my ribs at the very thought that anyone would actually advance such a terrifying idea, much less the next chairman of the Federal Reserve. So, is it any wonder that I strongly advise you to buy gold? And is it any wonder that gold is doing so well? And is it any wonder that gold will CONTINUE to go up in the face of this Bernanke thing?


    MOOSE AND SQUIRREL ECONOMICS


    SEPTEMBER 4, 2006


    Things just do not make sense to me anymore, and it is that bewildering confusion and “fear of the unknown” that brings out the paranoid and panicky side of me, against which modern pharmaceutical science stands powerless – their expensive nostrums bouncing off of my frantic paranoia like bullets bounce off of Superman’s Buns of Steel.


    What kind of confusion? Well, for instance, Total Fed Credit was down another $4.2 billion last week, although credit in the banks is still expanding like crazy, which means, by definition, that debt is still expanding, which means that the money supply should be expanding, but I see that the money supply is not very robust. Confusing.


    And, the national debt is still increasing at about $3 billion per day. It’s getting worse every damned day, as if someone actually believes that an always-failed-in-the-past, guns-and-butter fiscal policy is not inflationary and suicidal! Confusing!


    But these horrific things apparently mean nothing to anyone except Chicken Little, gold-bug, Austrian-school-of-economic-thought, loudmouth crackpots like me. And indeed, the bigger news seems to be that America’s central bank elite, ordinary bankers, underlings, assistants, friends, hangers-on and miscellaneous “others” are/were meeting in Jackson Hole, Wyoming. They meet there for their annual super-secret conference, where I suspect that they smoke crack and gobble ecstasy pills, which would explain the bizarre way that they think, especially that weird “lowering interest rates will fix any problem” idea that they seem fixated upon.


    The running joke this year is about whether they see a moose or not, which they jokingly imbue with the oracular power to predict a growing economy. Yuk yuk yuk. And sure enough, we get actual video footage of a sad, sick old moose wandering around out in the distance. I mean, the place is swarming with FBI people, CIA people, NSA people, security people, police people, television crews and noisy whatnot, so it really is a wonder that some desperately sick, old, starving moose will accidentally wander close enough for a cameraman to record the event, to the delight of CNBC.


    Then, I heard that Bernanke’s speech was not about inflation! It was not about, for instance, the housing bubble that is bursting. Nor was it about the roaring debt problem, both public and private. Nor about roaring global money supplies, nor the falling U.S. dollar, nor the dangerously rising price inflation, nor how they have to soon admit that they are all complete, blithering idiots for believing their laughable economic theory about how lowering interest rates, to encourage taking on more debt, will always work its incomprehensible magic, or any of that important stuff!


    The topic was, instead, some insipid, throwaway blather about “globalization” and how it has progressed surprisingly faster and bigger than any time in history, and that they are all pleasantly confused as to why this happened. They all agree that it is a good, good thing for America, of course, and they are all sure that everything will be simply perfect, perfect, perfect from now on, even though they wonder, you know, why?


    At this outrage, I leapt to my feet in anger and ran up to the television screen, and putting my nose so close to the screen that I am sure they must be able to see me, I started yelling, “Why? Do you want to know why globalization progressed so fast and so far, you morons?” That was supposed to be just a rhetorical question, but suddenly the whole family started whining, and the kids are crying, “Mom! Mom! Make him stop! For the love of God, mom, please make him stop!” And my oldest daughter is looking comically heavenward and wailing “O, Death, where is thy sting?”


    And then, the wife pipes up and says, “No, dear, we do not want to know why, because we already know why! It’s because of the Federal Reserve, isn’t it?” Before I could admit that it was, she snarls, “Isn’t it? Admit it, you Big Blowhard Mogambo Bastard (BBMB)! Admit that it’s because of the Federal Reserve! Go ahead! Admit it!” And I replied, in my usual Witty Mogambo Way (WMW), “Shut up, shut up, shut up! All of you just shut the hell up!” Then, I ran out, my little heart breaking and my eyes stinging with bitter, bitter tears.


    Later, after having a few drinks with my new close friends down at the nearest bar that has cheap, greasy food and cheap liquor (served in greasy glasses), I realized that my wife was right. It was because of the Federal Reserve! But that brought up the odd question: if my family can figure it out, then how come the only guys who can’t figure it out are the Federal Reserve and the guys whose living depends on toadying to the Fed so that they can go to swell conferences and act important and charge clueless clients the big money?” Then I thought, “Maybe they don’t know!”


    This is when I hit upon my Fabulous Mogambo Idea (FMI). My idea was to rent a moose suit and go to Jackson Hole. Masquerading as a real moose, I would casually wander up, all docile and cutesy-wootsie-moosey-like, close enough to the conference to get everyone’s attention. Then, I would bellow, really moose-like, “The Spirit of the Moose says: Send me Ben Bernanke!” And then, he would come out and say, “What do you want, moose?” Then, dramatically, I would heroically jump out of the moose suit and shout, in a thick Russian accent, much like Boris Badenov and Natasha, “Ha! It is neither moose nor squirrel, but I, The Mogambo!”


    Then, hoping that the camera crews get this on film before the security people get to me, I’d bellow, “The globalization happened because someone paid for it, you stupid dork-face! It was bought and paid for! So, the highly pertinent question from the Spirit of the Moose is: ‘Where do you think the financing for all that unprecedented globalization came from, you big stupid-faced jerk?’”


    Then, after a short dramatic pause, I’d continue, waxing eloquent in my moment of glory, “Since you obviously have no clue, I’ll tell you! The financing for the whole thing came from the Federal Reserve, you butthead, which created so much excessive money and debt, year after year, so that the government could sell bonds, year after year, so that the government could have an endless orgy of deficit-spending, year after year, and everybody ended up with money! Money to freaking burn, dude! And crippling debts to match! And the money all ended up in the pockets of the rich, as it must, because it is the rich who lend money. The debt ended up in the pockets the poor, who must borrow it!”


    Out of the corner of my eye I saw figures sprinting toward me, and so, speaking more quickly, I hurriedly exclaimed, “And then, all the other central bankers around the world were forced to do the same thing, to keep their currencies from getting so strong against a rapidly inflating, depreciating dollar! And all that money, all that mountain of money and debt, was used to expand, expand, expand! There’s your damned globalization!”


    The next thing I knew, I was calmly explaining in a very loud voice to the FBI men-in-black who were dragging me away into an unmarked black limousine, “Nobody wanted to have the dollar fall, and so that is why the foreign governments created the money to buy up all of those dollars! They devalued their own money, too! We’re all freaking doomed! Can’t you see that, you ignorant, moron cops?”


    At this point, Officer A said to Officer B, “I think he’s resisting arrest. Let’s shoot the tranquilizer gun at him again!” And I am screaming, “I am not resisting arrest! I’m motionless and handcuffed, you stupid pigs!” Officer B said, “That sure sounds like ‘resisting arrest’ to me, Officer A!”


    But this is not about how the rest of the day is a big blank in my mind, or about moose suits, but about the current Jackson Hole conclave, and how Bernanke is astonishingly reported to have said, of all the things he could possibly have said, “The challenge for policymakers is to ensure that the benefits of global economic integration are sufficiently widely shared.” What? I can’t believe my ears! What kind of commie/socialist crap is that from a banker? My hands are visibly shaking at the horror!


    The phrase “ensure that the benefits are shared” means, of course, “Have the government take money and power from somebody, and give it to me and my friends.”


    And who are these “friends?” He quickly supplies an answer by saying, “For example, by helping displaced workers get the necessary training to take advantage of new opportunities.” Hahahaha! Is this man personally aware of any real success in “training displaced workers” (who are fired only because they cost too much per hour) to take advantage of “new opportunities?” I’m not! Hahahaha!


    And the reason is that there are no “new opportunities” to enable the overpaid American worker to make more money per hour than some cheap foreign labor, dude! If there were, then foreign labor would be doing it already! Hahaha!


    So, believe me when I say that if there really were “new opportunities” against which foreigners could not compete, then wages would be rising in that industry, and money would be moving there, and there would be lots of shadowy people all over the damned place, furtively trying to get a little of that early action, legal or not.


    This is underscored by reader Baldy, who writes that he learned a valuable lesson from the old Bre-X gold fraud. He writes, “When Bre-X was hot and heavy here, I met a young Aussie geologist at rugby, and he said there’s no gold there. ‘How do you know?’ asks I. ‘No illegals!’ he replied.”


    FEED YOUR KIDS PIG CHOW


    JANUARY 29, 2007


    When I heard one of the talking heads on TV intimate that the new Democrat-controlled Congress would be more combative towards Ben Bernanke, chairman of the Federal Reserve, when he testified before the Banking Committee, I excitedly exclaimed “Oh, goody! At last!”


    Detailed clinical records prove that my only fantasy that does not involve beautiful ladies looking, acting and/or sounding deliciously wicked (and usually scandalously underdressed) is the one where I am called as a guest member of the banking committee, and I where get to grill this horrid little man about him, his econometric ilk, and his stupid theories.


    After a few hours of me relentlessly pounding him, pounding him, pounding him, relentlessly scoring point after telling point, I would say, “I conclude that something needs to be done about this mess that you and your bastard banking buddies have created, and by God, I’m just the guy to do it!”


    Encouraged by the shouting (“Go, go, Mogambo!”) of the assembled onlookers, I would leap over the dais (“boinnng!”), bound across the floor, reach across the table, grab this Bernanke character by his tie, haul him up and across the table to where I can get a firm hold of that little pencil-neck geek, and start slapping the living hell out him – whack whack whack – while yelling, “What in the hell have the Federal Reserve and your greedy moron co-conspirators running the banks done to us, you filthy, lying, despicable bastard? You and your ridiculous economic theories and your precious computer models have killed us with monetary inflation!”


    Maybe you don’t want to know about any of my bizarre delusions, but perhaps you won’t be so dismissive when you learn that whole teams of court-ordered psychiatrists find it absolutely fascinating.


    But even more fascinating are the workings of this important banking committee, as history has consistently shown that all economic and financial calamities (booms that turn inevitably to inflation and busts) are caused by (dramatic pause accompanied ominously by wolves howling in the distance and the pitiful screams of the damned) The Banks.


    It’s not for nothing that Thomas Jefferson said, “I believe that banking institutions are more dangerous to our liberties than standing armies.” And it is further not for nothing that he is being proved horribly, tragically correct.


    Alas, the hoped-for glorious spectacle of Bernanke having to answer real questions was not to be. But it was better than usual, as none of the panel said anything to actually indicate they were socialist, communist, fascist morons, and indeed a couple of them were mildly contentious (Sanders), but mostly in a good-fellow-well-met kind of collegial way.


    So, parading their ignorance and cowardice, nothing was said about the inflation (caused by the banks) that is raging, and has now gotten so bad that the government is raising wages 40% by fiat! Command-and-control communism at its worst!


    For example, the latest, deliberately-understated official reading of official annual price inflation went to 2.5%, up from the previous laughably-low 2.0% inflation per year. Real price inflation, which I define as, “The kind of inflation that takes more dollars out of my pocket every freaking time I turn around,” is actually running a lot higher than that.


    Even so, using Dr. Bartlett’s suggestion, I now rephrase the statistic from “2.5% inflation” to “Prices will double in 28 years.”


    According to John Williams at ShadowStats.com, the official numbers are bad enough, in that, “Seasonally-adjusted PPI rose 0.9% for the month, following a 2.0% gain in November. Annual PPI inflation rose to 1.1% in December from 0.9% in November. The seasonally-adjusted December CPI gained 0.55% (0.15% unadjusted) after being reported as unchanged in November. Unadjusted, year-to-year December CPI was up 2.54% versus 1.97% in November. The annual average inflation rate for 2006 was 3.23%, slightly lower than the 3.39% in 2004, which was the highest annual inflation rate since 1991.”


    These numbers are bad enough, but the Real Horror Story (RHS) is revealed when he continues, “Net of the methodological gimmicks added to CPI reporting in recent decades, annual inflation for the SGS Alternate Consumer Price Measure was 10.0% in December, up from 9.4% in November. The average alternate inflation rate for all of 2006 was 10.2%, up from 10.1% in 2005, and at its highest level since 1981.”


    Ten percent inflation! This is insane! This is beyond insane! Prices will double in seven years!


    And no mention was made by the banking committee about the absurdly low levels of reserves in the banks, which is the root cause of the inflation! In fact, required reserves in the banks have dropped to a laughable $39.35 billion.


    And what are these reserves for? It tells you, right there in a footnote: They are “Demand for reserves to back deposits”! Hahaha!


    Please pardon my laughing right in your face…and the little Icky Mogambo Spittle (IMS) I seem to have gotten on your shirt in the process (sorry about that)…but you may perhaps understand my apoplexy when I explain that this is probably the biggest pile of lying crap of the whole stinking mess!


    The fact is – according to their own figures! – bank deposits have generally been rising, year after year, as the monetary inflation of the Federal Reserve works its way into loans and then into deposits (all that money has to go somewhere!). But required reserves against these deposits are not only nominally lower (in dollars) than at anytime in freaking decades, but as a percentage of deposits, these “required reserves” (which I put in quotation marks to indicate ridicule and contempt) are at the lowest freaking point in the entire freaking history of banking in the whole freaking history of the whole freaking world! Hahaha!


    The aggregate, total required reserves in the banks are so miniscule (audience shouts out “How miniscule, Mighty Mogambo Moron (MMM)?”) that I answer, “$39 billion is less than what the government borrows in a month! $39 billion is a lousy two week’s worth of trade deficit! Hell, in 1998, when deposits at the banks were about $3 trillion, required reserves were over $45 billion! Now deposits are a lot bigger at $4.8 trillion, but amazingly, required reserves are now less! Only $39 billion!”


    Oops! I see I got a little more IMS on your shirt, but damn! The reserve requirement against a new dollar of deposits is less than zero! More deposits means, perversely, less reserves! Insane!


    But beyond this happy fantasy of being on the banking committee so that I might wreak havoc with my relentless persecution of Ben Bernanke and the whole Federal Reserve system, imagine my screams of outrage and disbelief at the real-life arrogance of Bernanke as he actually explained, right to their faces, the hedonic techniques they used to adjust the price changes in the basket of goods and services (like the Consumer Price Index, which is the most popularly known measure of inflation).


    To my utter astonishment, Mr. Bernanke explained that they lied their heads off by saying that if the price of something in the basket of goods and services they measure goes up in price (to which I scream “Which IS inflation, isn’t it?”), then they assume that the average consumer will buy less of it!


    I am agog! What in the hell the penny-pinching shopping behaviors of cash-strapped consumers has to do with existing prices is totally, totally beyond me, but it apparently makes some stupid kind of sense to this Bernanke idiot, and apparently also to the Congressional idiots on the banking committee, who sat around stupidly nodding their heads at this outrage – I assume because they are not bright enough to know when their intelligence is blatantly being insulted! Jeez!


    Then, he explained to these Congressional halfwits, your average consumer will settle for a basket of goods and services containing less satisfaction (but at the same cost) by not getting what they want, because the price is too high, but happily substituting something else that is cheaper but less desirable, and thus, at the end of the asinine mumbo-jumbo, the consumer did not end up spending more money to buy the aggregate basket of goods and services! So (they figure), no inflation! Hahaha!


    As an aside, I am sorry to report that this fabulous “hedonic substitution technique” does not “qualify” under “Minimum Standards for the Care of Dependent Minors” in the state of Florida, which I found out from some very snotty social workers. The crux of my case was that I noticed that real people-food was expensive when converted to dollars per pound, but pig chow was cheap per pound, although the caloric content was similar, especially when you added table scraps to their diets. And the kids are always whining about something, anyway, so let them whine about their food for a while. It’ll be a nice change of pace for everybody!


    Well, you can see where I am going with this, and I already told you that it is not legal where I live, so there is not much else to say, except that the appeal went VERY badly.


    MONEY SUPPLY FLOOD TO DROWN US ECONOMY


    FEBRUARY 18, 2010


    I can tell you the exact date (Saturday, February 13, 2010) that I saw that TheDailyBell.com had a “guest Editorial” by Dr. Ron Paul, who I admire because he is the only Congressman whose economic philosophy is the Austrian school of economics, which, in fractured German, is “ein Austrian economischer”, which I purposely use to paraphrase John Kennedy, who famously said, “Ich bin ein Berliner”, which actually translates from German as “I am a cream-filled pastry”, but everybody knew what he meant, which was that he was just another clueless American Democrat who wanted to save the whole world by taking over the whole world so that they could change the whole world, and who had the majority of American voters and Congress behind him, all of whom have heads that, for all apparent intents and purposes, are cream-filled, and that is why Kennedy said that he, too, behaved as if he had a head filled with whipped cream.


    Oh, I am sure that there are those who disagree with my interpretation of what a dead president meant when he said he was a “cream-filled pastry”, and there are those who dispute my understanding of the vital role of the taco (“The prefect snack, any time!”) and the candy bar (“Perfect for times between tacos!”) in today’s modern, health-conscious world, too, so go figure. Idiots!


    Regardless, the state of my mental faculties or the fact that I sound, look and act exactly like an idiot is not the point. The point is about the importance of owning gold, silver and oil when the truly idiotic Federal Reserve keeps increasing the supply of credit and money, especially as it is used mainly to buy an avalanche of new government debt (monetizing the debt! Gaaaah! We’re freaking doomed!), and how the title of his article, “More Spending is Always the Answer”, is so ludicrously ridiculous that I could not believe my eyes that Congressman Ron Paul, of all the people in the world, is saying that “more spending is always the answer”, because nothing could be farther from the truth, and it is, instead, waaaAAAaaay out there past the outermost, frigid fringes of Truth, a place where we find “The promise of True Love” and “The check’s in the mail.”


    It turns out that he was being sarcastic, as I should have known, and he says, “Continually increasing the debt is one of the logical outcomes of Keynesianism, since more government spending is always their answer. It is claimed that government must not stop spending when the economy is so fragile. Government must act.”


    The problem is that “when times are good, government also increases in size and scope, because we can afford it, it is claimed.” Exactly!


    In short, the blockheads in Congress, the Federal Reserve, the majority of the laughably-incompetent university economics professors in the country, the morons of the President’s council of economic advisors, and all Democrats, all believe that “There is never a good time to rein in government spending according to Keynesian economists and the proponents of big government.”


    As a case in point, “Last week, the House approved another increase in the national debt ceiling”, he says, meaning that the idiotic American government can now legally borrow $1.9 trillion more, on top of the $12 trillion already borrowed and owed, “to stay afloat and avoid default”, although he did not mention that this monstrous new load of debt is only expected to last until just after the mid-term elections this year, at which point Congress will take us farther and farther into a deadly financial quicksand with another extension of the debt limit! Hahaha!


    In this regard, Junior Mogambo Ranger (JMR) Alan L. writes, “Call one drop of water a dollar. Five drops equals one milliliter. Question: What is the volume of water of $14 trillion?”


    Instantly, I am back in high school, feeling panicked and trapped because the teacher has asked me a question that not only do I NOT know the answer to, or how to figure it out, but I don’t even care, and I never WILL care about it because if I was ever actually on a train that was leaving Chicago towards Los Angeles, 2,000 miles away, going 60 miles an hour, and I knew that another train was leaving Los Angeles going to Chicago at 70 miles an hour, I wouldn’t get on the damn train! It’s that simple!


    So I don’t freaking CARE how long it would be before they met and they crashed into each other with a big explosion and there are bodies everywhere and what a mess, because I won’t be there! I’ll read about it!


    Apparently, JMR Alan saw the panic in my eyes, or perhaps it was the way I was reaching under my jacket preparing to shoot my way out of here if necessary, but either way, he was pretty quick coming up with the answer: “Twenty times the volume of the Great Lakes. That puts the entire area of the United States 50 meters underwater.”


    Wow! I seem to remember some handsome rascal and clever bon vivant, with a twinkle in his dazzling blue eyes and a roughish grin on his boyish-yet-rugged face, say “We’re freaking doomed!” as a result of the abject stupidity of Congress and the Federal Reserve in the last 90 years or so since the Fed was created, and especially as a result of the stupidity of the last 40 years when Nixon refused to exchange dollars for gold, and doubly especially since 1997 when Alan Greenspan really started getting insane with monetary policy, and triply especially since 2008 when the unbelievably preposterous Ben Bernanke and his loathsome Federal Reserve doubled the money supply at a stroke! At A Freaking Stroke (AFS)! Doubled!


    This – THIS! – is the worst thing that could happen for those of us whose fear of hyperinflation, which is guaranteed after a hyperinflation in the money supply, makes us buy gold, silver and oil with a fearful, frantic frenzy that precludes even thinking about spouses and children, except maybe about how they are a big, heavy weight around my aching neck and my only hope is to get more gold, silver and oil, which, when I do, make the whole problem worse and worse! I can’t win!


    And don’t get me started on the hassles of having a few defensive fortifications in the backyard to further protect yourself against the massive social unrest that inflation causes. Neighbors are always whining about something, like maybe a couple of accidental shots, probably less than a hundred rounds all told, allegedly emanating from the Mogambo Bunker Of Trembling Terror (MBOTT), that didn’t even hit anybody, and the only real damage was Carl’s stupid barbeque grill, which was old, rusty and ugly to start with, and I didn’t think he would even mind, and there was some collateral damage to his stupid water heater, too, which was ditto on the old, rusty and ugly.


    But the point is that the Federal Reserve is going to kill us with inflation in prices as a result of their relentless inflation in creation of money and credit as a result of the federal government deficit-spending so incredibly much money, and you should get some gold, silver and oil right away!


    You will be glad you did, and you can fit a surprising lot of them in even the most modest-sized bunker, yet still have lots of room for supplies of ammunition, frozen pizzas and pornography. So, whee! This investing stuff is easy!


    BORROW AND SPEND ECONOMICS TO PAY FOR BORROWING AND SPENDING


    MARCH 4, 2010


    Okay, I will admit that we had a little accidental gunfire around here recently, but nobody was hurt, and all that really happened is that I wasted a lot of very expensive ammunition and scared the hell out of a lot of people, including myself, a commotion which instantly activated my Amazing Mogambo Reflexes (AMR), making me drop the delicious Hostess Cupcake that I was noisily eating and take cover on the floor, falling, as I did, on top of the aforesaid cupcake, smashing it all over myself, and all over the floor, which made it taste terrible after that.


    But the surprising gunfire was not my fault, as I had just read that the Federal Reserve is being as dangerously incompetent as ever by continuing to massively increase the money supply (which is so horrible because it causes inflation in prices) so that they can buy up (monetize) at least a part of the massive, monstrous, mega-moolah Treasury debt issuance that will be necessary to fund the unbelievable sum of, as I understand it, $1.9 trillion in government deficit-spending in the upcoming One Freaking Year (OFY) as a result of the massive spending of the terrible, awful, worse-than-I-had-feared, demon-from-hell Obama administration, plus trillions more for the needs of the private sector, and a trillion or so in Congressional “supplemental appropriations” throughout the year as Congress periodically, almost ritually in a Satanic kind of way, “discovers” that their original estimate of their borrowing needs was inadequate, and – surprise! – that these slimy, lying bastards need LOTS and lots more money!


    I can see by rereading that paragraph that I was so wrapped up in heaping Massive Mogambo Scorn (MMS) on the arrogant, radical-Left Obama, on every sniveling Democrat in the place, most of the Republicans, and on the despicable, guilty-as-charged, incompetent Federal Reserve that I never actually got around to telling you how much money and credit the Fed created last week, which was the original point I was going to make for some reason other than decrying such irresponsible expansions of the money supply that will guarantee horrific, economy-destroying, dollar-destroying, soul-destroying inflation in prices, but I forgot what I was planning to say about it, to tell you the truth, but with or without it, the increase in Fed Credit last week was another $5.2 billion, which (although terrifying), is less than his usual increase, and at $5.2 billion, is merely twice the usual weekly rate of money and credit creation by the monster Alan Greenspan, former chairman of the Federal Reserve, who – single-handedly! – created all the economic mess of the world by merely creating $10 billion-or-so per month of new Federal Reserve money and credit!


    Now, Fed chairman Ben Bernanke, a clueless academic, still stubbornly hews to that same, tired, insipid-yet-stupid neo-Keynesian econometric theory that has now been shown to be not only wrong, wrong, wrong, but also stupidly and catastrophically wrong, which doesn’t say anything at all about the morons, like Ben Bernanke and Alan Blinder, who are themselves mere representative examples of the neo-Keynesian econometric bozos rampant in the world today, all of whom believe in such imbecilities as their precious economic theories in the face of, literally, overwhelming evidence to the contrary! It is absurd on its face! Ya gotta laugh! Hahahaha!


    Interestingly, a crucial part of the stupid Keynesian nonsense holds that the government can, by virtue of borrowing the money, replace any perceived lost “consumer demand”, in any economic downturn, by merely borrowing and spending money, even if borrowing and spending money was the cause of the original downturn, and that there are no repercussions that cannot be solved by more borrowing and spending, and that inflation in prices has nothing to do with the money supply but with irrational exuberance! Which doesn’t even make any sense! Hahahah! It doesn’t even freaking make sense!!


    Sharp-eyed Junior Mogambo Rangers (JMRs) will recognize the two exclamation points as indicators of something, usually the preceding sentence (as in this case), as being very important, as, now that I notice, it is, in this case, in that it is Beyond Freaking Crazy (BFC)!!!


    Horrors! The punctuation using the rare triple exclamation point! You can tell I am on a roll here! I suggest you go to someplace safe in your house where your enemies would have to attempt a painful frontal assault against you, and as you wait, you think to yourself, “Obviously, this is extremely important! As indeed it is, now that I think about it after it has been drawn to my attention, thanks to the Magnificent Mogambo (MM), because you do not get anything except total, unmitigated disaster from inept management by people who cannot be controlled and who are Beyond Freaking Crazy (BFC)!”


    I am very proud of you for thinking this, as it shows that it has all become clear: The preponderance of people on this planet, and in our universities, and in our media, and in our governments, and in our central banks are BFC lunatics if they think that borrowing (racking up debt) and spending money will “cure” the bust of the boom produced by borrowing (racking up debt) and spending the money! Hahahaha!


    I immediately think of the joke, “Doctor! I’ve been gorging myself, but I never lose any weight!” but it doesn’t seem to fit the conversation, somehow, and it doesn’t really seem to have anything to do with anything I was talking about, which makes me think that maybe my subconscious is telling me that I SHOULD have been talking about it, which doesn’t make any sense, either, because I don’t think anyone needs advice on how to gorge themselves, and in fact, people seem quite disgusted when I do it, although it makes their kids laugh, meaning that the kids like me better than they like their own parents, which is a small victory for me and, although small, is a victory.


    So I say to the kids, who just showed how much they love me, “Hey, kids! Tell your parents that they are idiots unless they buy gold, silver and oil right now, because unless they do, they are going to be poor when excessive government deficit-spending and excessive Federal Reserve over-creation of money and credit make prices soar as the buying power of the dollar falls, which means that you will be poor, and you tell them how you don’t want to be poor, and how you have been thinking about, in an idle sort of economic self-defense way, the many, many advantages of being too young to be charged with a capital crime should they fail to acquire the aforesaid gold, silver and oil!”


    This is where the parents turned around and gave me this “dirty look”, which I interpreted to mean, “I surrender, under protest, to your magnificent, powerful presentation of the case for gold, silver and oil, enhanced by the paranoid notion that my own children are threatening to kill me in some bizarre extortion racket involving gold, silver and oil that you have planted in my head, which I realize is all for my own good because I now see that only an idiot would not buy gold, silver and oil when the government and the banks are acting so despicably! Thank you, handsome stranger!”


    The name’s Mogambo, ma’am. It’s my job.


    PROTECTING YOURSELF FROM BERNANKE'S MONEY PRINTING


    FEBRUARY 23, 2011


    As I was lying to my wife about where I had been when I was supposed to be home “over two hours ago,” it suddenly occurred to me that this is just an example of the lying crap that comes out of your mouth when called upon to cover up something bad about yourself.


    For me it was that I was casually driving along, innocently on my way home to happily meet my loving family, when I saw that Lulu’s Ooh La La Lounge had, I guess, gotten their license back, and was having a “Get Acquainted Sale,” the specifics being drinks 3-for-the-price-of-1 and no cover charge.


    Well, one thing led to another and then I was telling one of the pole-dancers named Amber that if she stuck her tongue in my ear, I would tell her how to survive the coming inflationary collapse being caused by the foul Federal Reserve creating So Freaking Much Money (SFMM).


    She made an ugly face and said, “Eww! Gross!” and then started struggling to break free from my loving embrace, saying, “Let me go, you stupid old man!” which alerted me that she needed, you know, more convincing.


    So I said, “If you don’t, then I won’t tell you the Big Mogambo Secret To Wealth (BMSTW), then you will be so destroyed by the inflation in prices that you will be begging me – begging me! – to let you do that tongue thing, and more! Much more! Oh, so much, much more! I am laughing diabolically at your choice! Hahahaha!”


    Well, the reason I got home after just two lousy hours is that I got discouraged when she said, “We all know all about your stupid Big Mogambo Secret To Wealth (BMSTW), which is to buy gold, silver and oil stocks when the Federal Reserve is creating so much money, because that means lots of inflation in prices, which will destroy the currency, the kind that you are supposed to be sticking in my G-string, but you don’t, you cheap bastard!”


    So you can see why I was trying to lie my way out of revealing the truth.


    As for Ben Bernanke of the Federal Reserve, he is lying to cover up the sheer incompetence and Utter, Utter Failure (UUF) of the Federal Reserve in general since 1913, the UUF of his personal chairmanship of the Federal Reserve during the disaster of the last Five Freaking Years (FFY), and the UUF of the entire clot of neo-Keynesian econometric theoretical crapola that is still, unbelievably, all the rage amongst mainstream economists, the media and drooling morons, as entirely redundant as that is.


    As a result of all of that disastrous Federal Reserve creation of money, food prices have been rising horrifically, at a reported 28% worldwide over the last six months, but Ben Bernanke is certain – absolutely certain! – that it is NOT related, in any way, to the enormous amounts of money that he has been creating for the last five years In A Freaking Row (IAFR).


    In fact, Bernanke says that the inflation is “not a dollar effect, it’s a growth effect.”


    My immediate, overwhelming outrage at such a preposterous, nonsensical idiocy is such that my brain kind of explodes, and I cannot actually form intelligible words, barely managing a kind of spluttering, raging incoherence.


    My hands are clenched into fists, my neck muscles contracted into tight, stiff knots, and yet with a Mogambo Herculean Effort (MHE), I manage to contain my adrenaline-fueled need for vengeance against the Federal Reserve and their neo-Keynesian econometric theoretical stupidities, all of which have the effect of bizarrely recommending permanent inflations in the money supply, which causes inflation in prices, which is causing (at last count) 87 riots around the world.


    And now that people are being killed, it makes you ask, “What price monetary growth?”


    Easing one almost paralyzed-with-rage, ham-handed fist onto a button on the console, I will just switch you over to Dan Amoss, in his essay “The Food Crisis is a Dollar Crisis” here at The Daily Reckoning, who says, “At this week’s hearing on Capitol Hill, Fed Chairman Ben Bernanke demonstrated a lack of understanding about what causes inflation. His comments reflected a belief that GDP growth causes inflation.”


    Through gritted teeth I say, “Bravo! Well said!”


    He goes on, “When asked about the impact of QE2 on global food prices, Bernanke responded that the destabilizing spikes are due to weather and rapid growth in demand for grains in emerging markets. What a lame excuse! As an admirer of Milton Friedman, he must know that ‘inflation is always and everywhere a monetary phenomenon.’ Inflation isn’t a ‘weather phenomenon.’”


    His point is that inflation in all prices can only happen as a result of creating more money, as “Without forever-growing money supplies, price spikes in one set of goods, like food, would be offset by price declines in more discretionary goods.”


    But that ain’t the way it is these days, and like I said to Amber, the stupid Big Mogambo Secret To Wealth (BMSTW) is to buy gold, silver and oil when the Federal Reserve is creating so much money, because that means lots of inflation in prices, and 4,500 years of history says that when inflation in consumer prices goes up, so do gold, silver and energy, saving the proverbial butt of those lucky enough to own them!


    Whee! This investing stuff is easy!

  


  

  
    CHAPTER 3


    FATHER OF THE YEAR
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    “If the American people ever allow the banks to control issuance of their currency, first by inflation and then by deflation, the banks and corporations that grow up around them will deprive the people of all property until their children will wake up homeless on the continent their fathers occupied”.


    ~ Thomas Jefferson


    MONEY-GRUBBING AT THE
 CENTRAL BANK


    AUGUST 4, 2003


    I have something of vital importance to tell you.


    Recently, I received intelligence that central banks plan to continue manipulating everything concerning gold, or money, or anything remotely connected with gold or money, until – and you may want to make a note of this in your planning calendar – long after we are all dead.


    A very interesting article in the Financial Times entitled “Central banks to extend gold sales pact,” written by Kevin Morrison on July 23, says that the “current agreement, which expires in September 2004, allows for 400 tonnes of gold to be sold each year. One central banker told the Financial Times recently that he thought “there was room for an increase in gold sales.” The article speculates as much as 100 tonnes more room per year – upping the contract to 500 tonnes per year for five years, or another 2,500 tonnes of room to sell, sell, sell.


    “Room,” in this case, I guess, is a euphemism for “central banks would love to sell more” and that there is also a rising demand, too.


    Well, duh.


    Deflation: A Lousy
 Hundred Billion Dollars


    Since the central banks have no interest in gold or real values for the money they are pledged to protect, then obviously there is LOTS of room on the supply side for an increase in gold sales. Like, sell all of it, dudes! And as for rising demand, well, all one has to do is look at the current selling price of gold, which is rising.


    Too bad that all that gold, selling at around a measly $350 an ounce, is only worth about a lousy hundred billion or so dollars, eh? Imagine the money the government could have if gold was selling at $3,500 an ounce! Think of the social programs they could start with that trillion dollars! And if gold was $350,000 an ounce, and I gotta tell you that I’m getting pretty excited right here, then the governments could sell the gold for, let me get my calculator here, wait a minute, where is the damn thing, okay, here we go, let’s see, $350,000 an ounce would be, ummm, $100 trillion dollars!


    Mr. Morrison continues: “The original arrangement was signed in September 1999 in response to increasing concerns that uncoordinated central bank sales of gold were adding volatility to the market and pushing prices lower.” This is what I call Exhibit A – that something is very weird, because when the supposedly biggest brains in all of Economics-dom had “increasing concerns” about whether or not adding huge dollops of supply in sudden chunks involving hundreds of tonnes at a crack, and promises of more on the way, would meet with the demand curve at a lower price, you gotta go “Huh? This is news to you?” My God! If this is the depth of understanding of basic Economics 101 that is truly indicative of Fed and central banking thinking, then both common sense and history say that you would have to be a complete moron to have anything to do with them or their money, because something is worrisomely wrong with these guys (and here you gotta imagine that I am crossing my eyes and waving my index finger in little circles at my temple, to indicate what is referred to in polite company as “loony tunes”).


    The author of the article thoughtfully added a little educational content when he later writes, “The gold price fell to a 20-year low of $252 a troy ounce when the Bank of England announced its gold sales in the summer of 1999.”


    Deflation: Buy Gold, You Fools


    I remember the time well, as I have scrapbooks filled with newspaper clippings of me running around the city yelling, “Gold is at the biggest bargain basement prices of your lifetime, or any lifetime of your children, or your grandchildren! Buy gold! Buy gold, you fools! Buy buy buy!”


    Well, to be truthful, most of the clippings are photos of grim policemen trying to wrestle me to the ground and snapping handcuffs on my wrists because I am creating another hysterical disturbance somewhere, or determined mental health workers wielding hypodermic needles full of powerful tranquilizers are trying to drag me into an ambulance, and all the accompanying narratives are along the lines of “Brave government professionals were again involved in subduing local lunatic.”


    But the important thing, and you know that this is an important thing because I just said so, so it must be important, is that I was right about gold being the biggest freaking bargain of the whole freaking millennium, and anyone who had followed my advice would be fabulously wealthy by now, and would be sending me expensive presents out of sheer dumb-ass gratitude, like one of those spiffy new motor scooters would be nice, or maybe a batch of yummy toll-house cookies or something, but noooOOOooo!


    So I say that you are welcome, you ungrateful little rascals, for giving you the greatest investment tip in all of recorded history, or what historians will naturally call the “Best Investment Advice Anybody Will Ever Get For The Next Thousand Years Or So.” Which is, now that I think about it, worthy of a damn Nobel Prize, wouldn’t you think?


    Deflation: The Exact Bottom of the Gold Market


    And, since we brought up this whole Nobel Prize thing again, let me say that if I don’t get this deserved Nobel Prize, then I promise you – and look me directly in the eyes so that you know that I am serious – that I am going to spend the rest of my life repeatedly repeating the phrase, “I called the exact bottom of the gold market,” and you know that I am dead serious when I wrote “repeatedly repeating,” which implies that there will be a time when you are going to get so sick of hearing me say, over and over and over, how I called the exact bottom in the gold market I called the exact bottom in the gold market I called the exact bottom in the gold market I called the exact bottom in the gold market that you will make it your holy crusade duty to get me that damn Nobel Prize even if it’s the last thing you ever do on this earth, just to shut me up because you’re so damn sick of hearing it! So if you know anybody on the Nobel Prize committee, then you let them know the evil that lurks in the mind of Mogambo, and perhaps that little bit of knowledge will prompt them into doing the only decent thing. And, if they ask, I’d like the million-dollar prize money in gold, as my clever way of being, well, you know, clever.


    Anyway, right after he mentions that the gold price fell to a 20-year low when the Bank of England announced gold sales back in ’99, this Mr. Morrison fella follows up by concluding that “the current pact has proved successful in adding order to the market.” Man! This is too, too much! I mean, here I was paying attention, all serious and all, and out of left field he lets me have it between the eyes with this zinger! Pounding down the price of gold is, and believe me that I am as shocked as you are, known as “adding order to the market!” Well, I gotta say that I know a lot of economic buzzwords, and some slang words too, but I never heard that falling prices was “adding order to the market!”


    But he is right, when you stop to think about it! Back then, back in the olden days of 1999, gently falling prices was a GOOD thing, and but we were so backwards that we merely called it “adding order to the market.” And, actually, when the market is functioning perfectly, prices SHOULD be gently falling, as productivity works its magic! That’s the whole freaking point of productivity! Ask Alan Greenspan, for crying out loud! He is positively obsessed with the idea of productivity, so he should know!


    Deflation: The Truth About Deflation


    Okay, class, now put your books away, because we have a treat today. We are going to have a filmstrip supplied to us by SixSixSix Productions, an agency of the federal government, entitled “The Truth About Deflation.” The lights go off in the room and the screen fills with images of price tags being replaced with lower and lower prices, one after another, as pages of old calendars are being flipped through in the background. Happy, bouncy music is played. Off in the distance, smiling little adorable children are happily playing with adorable puppies, that are, I might add, also being sold for lower and lower prices.


    Now, the scene dissolves in a blur to signify the shifting of the scene, and the background music becomes discordant and dark, with low and gloomy tones. As the screen clears, we see, gradually coming into focus, that we are back to the present time. Price tags are being replaced with other tags for higher prices. The pages of après-2003 calendars are being flipped through in the background.


    In the distance we see nasty, dirty little children tearing the body of a dead dog apart with their bare teeth. The scene is soon replaced with the image of an evil creature, who looks a lot like Greenspan, but with devil’s horns because he is a lying, deceitful, amoral Demon From Hell Itself, and is thundering from the pulpit of some satanic dungeon! And whose voice sounds like the hiss of a snake as he calls prices that are gently falling a “deflation.”


    And who is chanting, in a rising, thunderous ovation, “Deflation is evil! Prices are not rising as fast as necessary! We must raise prices! This is because inflation is good! Inflation is your friend! I am your friend! Higher prices are good! Higher prices are your friend, too! We’re all your friends! Ahhhh-hahahaha!” The filmstrip ends by fading to black, and there is the slight odor of sulfur in the room.


    But, continuing with the metaphor of Greenspan appearing as the Devil and Jerry Mathers as the Beaver, the forces of Good and Light were not to be denied. They bought gold. Mr. Morrison adds credulity to that off-hand remark of mine when he writes, “Gold rose to about $320 shortly after the agreement was reached. After a brief subsequent fall it has risen steadily for the past two years.”


    “So why would governments, our own governments, do this to us – why would they sell gold and try to manipulate the price?” you ask in that charming little way you have that just melts my heart.


    Deflation: A Frantic Search for Answers


    Grabbing our magnifying glasses on a frantic search for answers, we sleuth around for the vital clues. “The low returns to be made from lending gold to market participants hedging forward sales,” says Mr. Morrison, “and the budgetary pressures on Germany and other leading economies will encourage the banks to continue sales of the precious metal.”


    “Although the gold price has firmed,” our friend Mr. Morrison goes on, “the rate central banks can charge borrowers such as gold miners – which use it to hedge forward sales of the metal – has fallen. The miners have needed less gold as they have unwound their long-term hedge positions…Germany would be motivated to sell gold because it could probably earn a better return from a switch to other investments.”


    Of course, Mr. Morrison is befuddled along with the rest of us when he notes that in the EU, “central banks are not allowed to sell assets or reserves to help finance government budgets…” for fear of violating the Maastricht treaty.


    Alas, there are other clues beneath the glass. “…there will be a day,” says Robert Pringle of the World Gold Council, “when central banks will be able to conduct buying and selling activity without disrupting the market too much.” But until such a day, “there are also ways that funds can transfer from the central banks to the Treasury, such as dividend payments,” chimes in Matthew Turner, an analyst at Virtual Metals, a consultancy.


    The reason, my nimble-minded reader, that European central banks would like to see their contract for gold selling renewed…even boosted up from 400 tonnes to 500 tonnes a year…is as old as the midas metal itself: good old-fashioned money-grubbing. Even they know a bull market when they see one coming.


    Always with the money grubbing. Even at central banks, it seems, money-grubbing makes the world go round. I’ve already told you what I do think you should to get in on it.


    BUMBLING BABY BOOMERS


    APRIL 18, 2005


    Nursing a killer hangover and flipping through the TV dial in my boredom, I ended up watching C-SPAN 2, which is this strange television station that shows what is supposed to be the floor of the U.S. Senate, and they have these actors portraying elected officials in this weird format where everybody is a nitwit.


    In this episode, I vaguely remember watching what is, I assume, a formal debate between two Republicans and two Democrats about the Social Security “crisis.” It was painfully obvious that the Democrats, as is their brain-dead wont, are idiots, and they do not have the slightest comprehension of the issue, or, if they DO have the slightest comprehension of the issue, are not the least bit embarrassed to conceal the fact. The Republicans, although they were much more well-informed as to the problem, are equally moronic about how the stock market works, as is a crucial tenet of the Social Security Privatization, for which they are so hot to get passed into law.


    The Social Security Surplus:
 This Is a Crisis?


    To clear this up, the Mighty Mogambo (MM) will take some of his precious Mogambo Time (PMT) to explain that the “crisis” in Social Security is that the Congress is aghast that they will have less and less money to spend on their collective idiocies for the next 45 years. This is because the Social Security tax (and it is a tax, regardless of what anybody tells you) to fund the Social Security welfare program (and it is a welfare program, no matter what anybody tells you) produces more than enough money to fund this welfare program for the next forty or fifty freaking years! They all agree on this one point. This is a “crisis?”


    Now, for normal people like me, a “crisis” is something bad that is either happening right now (such as my wife banging on my head with a skillet, screaming “Maybe this will knock a little sense into your damn thick head!”), or a crisis is something bad that will happen very soon (such as my wife planning to hit me on the head with a skillet as soon as she gets back from the kitchen with it). So Social Security, for the next forty or fifty years is in fine shape, which is more than you can say for me. Or the skillet.


    But this is not about me and my comic misadventures with kitchen cookware. So, and follow closely here, I swerve to get us back to the topic, and reiterate that more money is coming in from SS taxes than is needed, and money will continue to come in for, as we recall from a previous paragraph, the next forty or fifty years. But Congress takes the rest of the money, calls it a “surplus,” and spends it on their collectivist/socialist stupidities! Thus, a surplus is reduced to, in round numbers, zero! It’s all used up! But they act as if there is actually some money to “protect!” Hahahaha! I told you this was funny stuff!


    Like waking up in the morning and looking in the mirror, this is the ugly fact of the matter: The Social Security debate is NOT about saving the Social Security welfare program in the future by boosting some mythical “credit balances” in the “trust fund,” because there is no freaking money in the trust fund and there never will be. Some is spent by giving it to the current Social Security beneficiaries, and the rest is spent by Congress, which thinks that (and this is proof of their incompetence) because they put a “special IOU” in the “trust fund”, that it is as good as money! Hahahaha! Even President George Bush, who has every incentive to lie, admitted, “The trust fund is just an empty IOU, just a piece of paper. You pay your payroll tax; we pay for the people who have retired, and if there’s any money left over, we spend it on government. That’s how it works.”


    So where is the crisis? The “crisis” is, therefore, that this glorious “surplus” will be gradually reduced, year after year, as more and more seniors start collecting their Social Security welfare checks, and fewer and fewer worker contribute a larger and larger portion of their wages. At this point, if you think that this is still not a crisis, then you are right! Allow your gaze to follow the Mogambo Pointing Finger (MPF) to the real “crisis”, which is that the Congress will then have less and less to spend on themselves, their friends, and their socialist idiocies, as year after year they will have even less and less to spend. Then, finally, after the forty or fifty years have passed, they will have nothing, zero, zip, zilch to spend, because that is when the “surplus” disappears.


    The Social Security Surplus:
 Where the “Surplus” Went


    The problem is that erstwhile “surplus” was not spent on a pleasant day at the beach. No, it was spent on creating enormous, permanent programs, all staffed by people who went out and bought houses, and are raising families because they think that this program is permanent, and there is also a whole cohort of the “private” economy that is selling goods and services to these programs, and all of THOSE people went out and bought houses and are raising families because they, also, think that the programs are permanent. But it is impossible to keep these programs permanent when you know you will have less and less money coming in.


    On the other hand, the idea to force personal savings accounts down the ravenous maw of the gluttonous American population is a blatant attempt to force people to put money into the stock and bond markets. And it will be done, one way or the other. If we do not, then these two ridiculously overpriced markets will “revert to the mean” and fall to their true values, which would wipe out the entire American economy, as financial services and government ARE the economy nowadays.


    So, when you cut through the lies, stupidities and outright frauds, the entire “Saving Social Security” exercise is to 1) get at least the same, and hopefully more, money for the Congress to spend since the Social Security program will be throwing off smaller and smaller “surpluses”, and 2) funneling lots of money into the financial services sector of the economy, since it already produces 40% of the corporate earnings in the whole freaking country. That is all there is to it. Simple, huh?


    Even AFL-CIO President John Sweeney criticized the Bush privatization plan, calling it “a risky scheme for America, but a sure bet for the financial services industry.”


    The Social Security Surplus:
 The Stupidity of the

    Baby Boom Generation


    But it is also another blistering indictment of the stupidity of the Baby (“We Love Everybody!”) Boomer generation, as once again try and pump up the economy via mandating that people put more and more money into retirement plans, so that we can get a little short-term pleasure from watching our assets go up in price, and maybe that will make our houses go up in price, too, so that we can take some of that additional equity and borrow it, which we will because interest rates will be low, low, low as a result of our buying so damned many bonds with this forced investment, then we can take all that wonderful, glorious money and go shopping! And we will buy more consumables and gobble them up, gobble gobble slurp!


    How embarrassing to be a Baby (“It Takes A Village”) Boomer.


    From another perspective, namely the Up Close And Personal view, Social Security is like when I tell my kid to get a paper route and start making some money mowing lawns and babysitting somebody’s brats. And I will, as the benevolent father who loves her and wants to protect her, will take – poink! – a sixth of everything she makes, off the top. She starts yelling and screaming, “Mom! Daddy took a sixth of my money, and he won’t give it back!” and so my wife yells up the stairs for me to give the money back, and so I go out into the hall and patiently and calmly explain my terrific new plan to Save Our Daughter’s Future, which I cleverly call The Mogambo Plan To Save Our Daughter’s Future (MPTSODF), by yelling back, “Shut yer hole, ya crazy old bag, before I come down there and shut it for you!” Which was apparently the wrong thing to say, because the next thing I know, I hear shells being loaded into a pump 12-gauge shotgun and she is yelling, “You stay right there, mister! I have had all of the Mogambo crap I am going to take!” Deciding to test whether the window is a good emergency fire exit, I quickly found myself outside, and so I went to the bar and had a few rounds, and then everything started looking better. I wrote an IOU on a bar napkin, which I thought was really poetic in its own way, but I probably won’t get any credit for THAT, either!


    But sitting there on that barstool, hour after hour, gave me time to think about how I will tell them that I am taking this money ONLY to save it for her college and eventual retirement, and how this is in her best interests, and how everything will be wonderful, if you trust me. I mean, I give a little of the money to her older sister, who is obviously closer to needing an education and a retirement, and the rest I spend on myself and my hoodlum friends. But instead of admitting that I am stealing her money outright, because it sure as hell LOOKS like I am stealing her money outright, and since everybody knows the kind of dirty, treacherous back-stabbing gutter-rat that I really am, I will leave the aforementioned IOU in the piggy bank! Then it will NOT be stealing, see?


    Then when she gets ready to go to college, and she looks into the piggy bank, and all that is in there are these IOUs that smell like stale beer and cigarette smoke and one of them has the phone number of someone name Trixie written in lipstick, which is a lot harder to explain than you would think. Then, when she is grown and banging on the door, shouting, “Daddy! Wake up! Where is all my money?” then all I have to do is tap her younger sister on the shoulder, hustle her lazy butt out the door to get a paper route, pick up some extra money mowing some lawns, and babysitting somebody’s brats. Then I will take a FIFTH of HER earnings, which is more than enough to pay back some of the IOUs, and there is still plenty still left over for me to spend on myself and my hoodlum friends! Whoopee! And then I can take my new-found expertise onto the campaign trail, so that I can get elected as a Congressman from one of the blue states, which actually believe this kind of crap, and then I can parade around and explain how I want to Save Social Security by doing this exact same thing, and everyone will love me, and re-elect me year after year after year.


    THE BREAD WAR


    JULY 3, 2006


    I creep out from behind the couch and nervously peek between the tightly drawn curtains in the living room. I darkly note that, ominously, things are getting really spooky out there, and I am not a happy dude when I am spooked. Dangerous and homicidal maybe, but not happy. Perhaps even a marked tendency toward loud, hysterical outrage, but definitely not happy.


    For instance, how about the spookiness of almost no increase in Total Fed Credit last week? That $1.1 billion was almost nothing! Even currency in circulation is holding steady.


    Of course, we can always count on foreign central banks, which put another $4.6 billion into increasing the clotted hoard of over-priced, low-yielding American government and agency debt in their custodial accounts at the Fed. As an aside, I hear that if you stand downwind of the Federal Reserve, you can actually smell the stench.


    But even all that foreign central bank stuff may be coming to an end very soon, as we read on Bloomberg.com: “Bank of Japan Governor Toshihiko Fukui said Japan needs to adjust rates from near zero percent ‘without delay’ to prevent companies from investing excessively and the economy from overheating.”


    So, this is getting to be serious business here, because new money has to always (homework assignment: Underline the word “always” and meditate on its significance) be coming from somewhere, more and more all the time, as that is the whole point of a Ponzi-finance scheme. It’s the only thing that makes it work: You either come up with more money, always, all the time, forever, or prices of some things go down. Or the prices of most things go down. Or the prices of all things go down. I dunno. I never was good at multiple-choice questions, and I am not going to try and answer this one, either.


    But the world’s governments and central banks are deathly afraid that the Ponzi-finance schemes that produced the bubbles in stocks, bonds and real estate will go bust, as all Ponzi schemes do. It’s not that they feel bad for you (because believe me when I tell you that the government does not give a rat’s patootie about you), but because the governments have their own outrageous Ponzi-schemes, such as Medicare, Social Security and a myriad of other welfare/transfer/government programs. Not to mention all the graft and corruption. Perhaps that is why Sprott Asset Management says, “Nary has a crash ever occurred in these areas without the central banks turning on the spigots. We highly doubt it will be any different this time.”


    So, these things will go down in price unless, unless, unless more money gets created (by the simple expedient of somebody going deeper into debt) to buy out the current owners of those assets, handing them a profit that is taxable. It’s that simple.


    One thing I am very, very, very sure about, though, is that gold and silver will be a fabulous asset that will undergo a huge inflation in price. Another thing that I am sure about is that one day in the not-too-distant future, your grandchildren, with the advantage of 20/20 hindsight, will be able to prove that in 2006, with gold and silver selling at less than $700 an ounce and $13 an ounce respectively, precious metals were the Mogambo Freaking Bargain Of The Century (MFBOTC), and your grandchildren will laugh at you (“Hahaha!”) because you did not buy gold and silver then, proving that you were so stupid that whereas even newborn babies can see that the MFBOTC was right in front of your eyes the whole time, you, perversely, kept all your money (and even put more money!) into the Ponzi-stock market, the Ponzi-bond market, the Ponzi-government economy, and the Ponzi real estate market! Hahahaha! Now you are forced to eat weeds and bugs because all of your money is gone and the song was right: “Nobody loves you when you’re down and out.”


    Don’t think it can happen? Well, pull up a chair and let me tell you about Zimbabwe, the most grossly, insanely mismanaged economy in the history of the world; they confiscated the assets of the only profitable businesses in the country and they printed money. For perspective, a decade ago the Zimbabwe dollar was roughly equal to the U.S. dollar.


    Anyway, according to a woman known only as Cathy, who actually lives in Zimbabwe and gets paid in Zimbabwe dollars, “Petrol was 260 thousand dollars a litre three weeks ago. Last week, it rose to 360 thousand a litre and this week it galloped to 500 thousand dollars a litre and then disappeared altogether.” Disappeared!


    I am thinking to myself, “Big deal! Not being able to afford gasoline just means that you have to send your whining wife and/or kids walking to the store to buy bread, frozen pizza, and some of those little chocolate donuts that I love so, so much and too, too much to share with hateful, ungrateful family members.”


    But, perhaps I was too hasty, and there is more to this than meets the eye! Sure enough, she goes on to write, “In complete contrast to the realities of four-figure inflation, this week a dramatic crisis arose with bread. Bakers put the price up; the government ordered them to put it back down. At the price stipulated by government, bakers said they were operating at a loss and putting twenty thousand jobs at risk.” What to do? Well, in their own defense, the “Bakers took out a full page advert in the press detailing the increases of everything from flour and yeast to wages, packaging and delivery.”


    The result? Hahaha! The same in Zimbabwe as everywhere else, my Darling Mogambo Cherub (DMC)! For instance, our own American government calculates that there is almost no inflation, and so price increases are, therefore, proof of price gouging, for which you can be fined and sent to prison! She says almost the same thing about the comparable idiocy of the Zimbabwe government when she writes, “The government refused to allow the price increases and called in the police. In a week over 280 bakers and shop assistants have been fined for overcharging.”


    Now that we have the predictable government response out of the way, let’s now turn our attention to the predictable economic response. She writes, “As the bread war continued all week, the obvious happened, and fewer and fewer shops had bread on their shelves as less and less loaves were baked.” It disappeared, just like the gasoline that disappeared! This is proof – proof! – of a Martian invasion to take our resources and women back to Mars with them on their flying saucers!


    It is strange that she doesn’t even mention this manifest Martian menace, but instead she summarizes, “It has been an absurd but now familiar case of denial by the government.” At this, I laugh! I say, “Welcome to the club, lady!” All of this is no less absurd, and no less familiar, as the denial and suppression by our own American government, the irresponsible American press, the calumny of the mainstream universities, and the horrid, insane Federal Reserve about our monetary and price inflations, which differ from Zimbabwe only in degree. Only in degree!


    But this is not about how Zimbabweans can’t afford bread and are now forced to eat weeds and bugs. Instead, the point I was painfully belaboring is that since all of the money and assets in America are now debt (“putting equity to work!”), and since interest rates are still hovering around the lowest in history and thus destined to rise significantly, that this lack of increase in Total Fed Credit is frightening, sort of like when I came down to breakfast and my wife was standing there wearing a hockey mask and holding a chainsaw. As she yanks the handle, cranking it to roaring life, she lunged at me with it, screaming, “You’re going down, you sick jerk!” And my daughter was yelling encouragement: “Get him, mom!”


    But I’m not here to talk about Father’s Day this year. The point is that this lack of new credit is that kind of spooky: It leaves an impression on you!


    Perhaps we should, instead, listen to the calm, steady and rational voice of Hans Sennholz, who says, “As soon as goods prices and wage rates begin to rise, businessmen need additional funds. As long as the Fed provides them, the boom can continue and even accelerate. It comes to an end when the Fed ceases to throw new funds on the loan market or the quantity launched no longer suffices to feed the boom. At that time, the readjustment, that is, the recession, begins.”


    And I assume that it will manifest as described by the folks at DailyReckoning.com, who write, “The feds spared the nation a serious correction in 2001. But they did it at the expense of America’s working classes, who were lured deep into debt in order to keep spending. Now that rates are rising, they find it impossible to continue.”


    If I was writing that, I would have finished the sentence by saying, “they find it impossible to continue” with “eating real food, and they had to eat weeds and bugs, and they lived in their cars, and then the government turned this excess population of weed eaters and bug suckers into Soylent Green, a nutritious food supplement that we used to buy oil.”


    Anyway, this is actually about how most assets will deflate in price, and there will be a simultaneous inflation in some other asset. Choose wrong, and your living standards fall to the point where you are, again, eating weeds and bugs, but choose correctly and you can do anything you want to do and strut around like you own the place because you probably do. And if not, you can hire so many lawyers that you can destroy anybody who says you don’t or can’t.


    Putting words into the mouth of Captain Hook, of TreasureChests.info, I note that economic history is always boom-bust, therefore it is cyclic, and therefore, it always repeats itself. He writes, “we would like to point out that like Rome, where it was not outside forces that finally caused its demise, but the rot from within, sooner or later price managers / bankers / politicos will have wrung as much speculation out of the current population as possible, and stock markets (most equities) will ultimately collapse in price.”


    “WE” INCLUDES THE CHINESE


    JULY 24, 2006


    The man was yelling through the megaphone, “What are you so mad about, Mogambo? Come out of the famed Mogambo Bunker (MB), nice and quiet, with your hands up, and let’s talk about it!”


    So, I fire off another burst of machinegun fire over their heads to recapture their attention, and shout through the gun port, “Don’t pretend you don’t know about how the Federal Reserve reversed course from their previous outsized $11 billion injection of credit into the banking system, you stinking lying cop! So, don’t insult me by acting like you were completely unaware that Total Fed Credit fell by $6 billion last week!”


    As I am jamming home a fresh clip of ammo, I shout, “And what about Japan finally raising interest rates from zero to 0.25%? Rates have been zero for six years, you idiot Gestapo pig!” I squeeze of another long burst.


    How could I explain to this government goon squad about the strange and scary perturbations in the flow of economics? Can they even be made aware of such things as the frightening levels of activity in the bank repo market, where $11 billion per day is now expected? With spikes into the high $20’s of billions! Per day!


    Then, I realize how to connect with them! I shout, “What about oil, you jerks? The price per barrel is up around $75 a barrel, and the price zooms up and down by a buck and a half a day sometimes!”


    And it is not just the money, but that such sudden, wild fluctuations are completely out of character for stable systems. And the terrifying thing about breakdowns in smooth, laminar flows is that a chaotic, catastrophic breakdown soon appears.


    At this point, everything became confused and chaotic, as suddenly my wife and children were, for some reason, there in the bunker with me, bathed in a strange, wavering light, urging me to heroically shoot it out with the fascist goons and die like a proud martyr to Austrian economics and the gold standard. Suddenly, I awoke!


    It turns out that I was only dreaming the whole thing! Whew! But the statistics, my panic, and the bullet holes in the walls of my neighbor’s houses are all too real, as are their vicious, lizard-like lawyers.


    But the slimy schemes of the Federal Reserve are one thing, the paranoid hallucinations of The Mogambo are another. Actual inflation is yet a third thing altogether, making, in all, three. And on that note, and because I don’t want you to miss so much as a single syllable, I pick up my Mogambo High-Powered Megaphone (MHPM) and scream through it: “The JOC-ECRI Industrial Price Index jumped in July, rising to 130.17 from 128.18! That one-month gain of 1.6% in prices is a lot of inflation in one month! What is even more interesting, if you think that being eaten alive by inflation is ‘interesting’, is that the index is up from 108.95 a year ago at this time, which is an inflation rate of 19.5%!”


    In an odd, almost tangential way, Frank Holmes, CEO and chief investment officer of U.S. Global Investors, has a few words in the annual report, entitled “The Rise of The Chinese Consumer.” He writes, “China’s energy consumption is expected to be 69 percent higher in 2010 than in 2002, according to the Federal Energy Information Administration. That growth rate is five times higher than the estimate for the United States and more than 15 times higher than Europe. China, in the midst of a massive infrastructure build-out, used half of the world’s cement and 40 percent of the world’s steel last year, according to government statistics.”


    Now, as a pop quiz, take out a clean sheet of paper. After paying particular notice to his use of the phrase “in the midst of a massive infrastructure build-out,” combine that with the statistic that China, alone, was responsible for half the world’s consumption of cement and steel (and a lot of other things, too!) last year, to derive the longitudinal extrapolation of this exponential trend to arrive at Probable Price Predictions (PPP) for various assets, upon which we could Make A Big Pile Of Money (MABPOM) by investing in them.


    Congratulations to those of you who demonstrated True Mogambo Attitude (TMA) and contemptuously said, “Screw that!” As luck would have it, Mr. Holmes immediately went on to give the answer to that very problem when he said, “But because of years of low commodity prices and other factors, exploration and development of these now-coveted resources have not kept pace with global population and GDP growth. That has created an Economics 101 scenario – demand is greater than supply, so prices climb.”


    And, if you are not content with merely owning gold and silver to participate in the general rise of prices, but want the excitement of daily wheeling and dealing and trading to make the Big Money Fast (BMF), then Mr. Holmes has the perfect investment philosophy for you: “Whatever China needs, get long, and whatever they have as surplus, get it out of the way, because China will just dump it.”


    I can personally testify to this last point. Mogambo Money-Grubbing Enterprises, Inc. (MMGEI) has the distinction of being the only stock in the world that actually has a negative worth, as even one share of this despicable company is considered too many, and people actually take a loss to pay other people to take the stock off their hands. Well, the story is that last week one lousy share of this toxic stock accidentally got misfiled in the portfolio of a Chinese woman, see, and desperate to get rid of it, her hand moved so fast throwing it out that it went through the time barrier! Talk about being dumped! Hahaha!


    But Mr. Holmes is apparently not remotely interested in old women scratching their butts or how despicable both my corrupt company and I personally seem to him (and apparently) everybody else, and although I agree with him about the butt scratching thing, he calmly goes on to note that the continued gobbling of resources by China for years to come is written in stone, as “China plans to build 14 express highways, six railways and a dozen new seaport facilities before 2010.” In three years!


    It is not only China, but he also says that “India invests 3.5 percent of its GDP on power plants, roads and other infrastructure and the government there is financing ‘industrial townships’ to promote more manufacturing. Even Bangladesh, one of the world’s poorest countries, is building hundreds of miles of highways, as well as schools, water systems and the like.”


    I jump up and say, “Hey! Mr. Holmes! Hey dude! How about an analogy so that we can, you know, like, get a taste of the economic results?” He looks at me with the usual disgust and revulsion, and with a voice dripping sarcasm, asks “Do you even know what an analogy is?” I say, “No, but that was not my question! So do you have an analogy, yes or no, and why are you motioning to the security guards like that?”


    Without even pausing for a moment’s reflection, he says, “A good example of this is when the U.S. built interstate highways in the 1950s. This construction work absorbed more than half of the world’s commodities.” Yow! What an amazing statistic! And what a nice economy it produced, too! I was so stunned by this that I reacted too slowly to the sound of someone yelling, “Get him, boys!” I was soon unceremoniously hustled toward, and dumped into, the hallway outside.


    And a good thing, too, as down the hall I heard Stephen Roach, of Morgan Stanley, saying that China “has a central bank that was reorganized in 1998 along the lines of America’s Federal Reserve System.” And they have a fiat currency! In other words, China is screwed, too!


    I laugh contemptuously (“Hahaha!”) at these Chinese doofuses for their incompetence and stupidity for copying the same stupid mistakes in monetary policy that everyone else made, namely listening to America when we, slopping around in our stupidity and greed, extolled the siren-song virtues of a fiat currency and the powerful currency derivative of electronic digits in bank computers, all multiplied by an extraordinarily lax fractional-reserve banking system. Morons! Just like the rest of us! Morons!


    That means that China and India will also experience the horrifying inflation in prices, too. And so the next time you hear me say “We’re all freaking doomed,” remember that the category “we” includes the Chinese.


    NEW JOBS FOR THE SMUGGLING INDUSTRY


    AUGUST 7, 2006


    It is inflation that I am yelling about! Perhaps you will find it particularly instructive if you watch my lips when I tell you that it is inflation in prices that causes societal misery, as people listening to their children crying in hunger usually starts to wear on your nerves after a very short while. And that is why the Founding Fathers were careful to write into the Constitution that money shall be ONLY of silver and gold. To prevent inflation!


    But the Founding Fathers were just a bunch of old, dead white men, while I am an old, live white man carelessly toying with a loaded, large-caliber handgun. So, perhaps you should listen to me, and I, too, say you can only prevent price inflation by preventing monetary inflation, which you get when you let banks create excess money and credit out of paper and electronic digits. But since nobody can create gold out of thin air, you automatically prevent price inflation by preventing monetary inflation!


    The first time I ever heard of this idea of benefits theoretically derived from constantly increasing the money supply, by constantly increasing debt, I made an Almost Fatal Mogambo Mistake Of Analogy (AFMMOA); I figured, using this terrific logic, that the more weight I gained, financed by increasing debt, the more my family would love me! I admit that I was, at the time, desperate for even a flicker of a chance of getting any love from that crew of twisted, hateful boneheads, and was willing to try anything if it would shut them up for five lousy minutes.


    To make a long story short, I learned that getting to be really, really obese is, alas, not a way to make your family love you. And, I further discovered that when they threw objects at me, they apparently couldn’t miss a target that big.


    My hands tremble slightly as I remember all of this, but that is normal. Then, my gaze swept across a table in Barron’s, and my fear turned to that old familiar anger, as I saw that the banks belonging to the Federal Reserve system (nearly all of them), sucked up $15.5 billion in U.S. government securities last week! This takes their total to $1.217 trillion, which is back to the historical high point, first achieved about this time in 2004, and then again in 2005.


    So, with a sigh, I direct your attention to a chart of government securities owned by the banks that shows that it has, overall, mostly hit a plateau in 2004. Varying a little bit up and down, we are now, for the third time, at the upper end of that range.


    Reserves in the banks have not changed (which even today are only $41.5 billion, and actually below the average since 1997). In fact, to show you how precise I am, I’ll tell you that total reserves in the banks have been bouncing along like this since hitting the lows of under $39 billion in early 2001.


    Then I groaned aloud when I noticed that the money supply (as measured by M2) is apparently falling, too, which is completely predictable, as there has been a widely reported slowdown in the expansion of credit for mortgages and business investment.


    All of this stuff is whirling, whirling, whirling around in my head as I pretend to listen to my stupid wife and nasty, bratty children telling me how wonderful it had been all week, and how they discovered, while I was away, that they enjoyed life after all. I think they were implying that they want me to go away again, or die, or both, when they said, “Why don’t you go away again, or die, or both?”


    But this is reduced to mere background noise when I read that the “movement” to increase the minimum wage is heating up. And this time, it is not just the stupid, brain-dead Democrats that are leading the Big Parade Of Loudmouth People Who Are So Completely Ignorant Of The Rudiments Of Economics That Something Must Be Seriously Wrong With Them. Standing so close beside them that they are getting each other’s cooties are the now-loathsome Republicans, demonstrating either A: things economic are now so completely desperate that they are willing to do, or say, anything to temporarily forestall us from drowning in the ocean of disgusting drool and slobber that comes from being a nation of economic and Constitutional imbeciles, or B: Republicans are now actually as stupid as Democrats, which, given the astonishing dumbing-down of the American school system over the last 50 years, is probably (Occam’s Razor-like) the simplest and best explanation.


    I will admit that people needing higher wages because prices are higher is a valid point, but that is not the issue, as sad a tale as it is. The real issue is why the prices are higher in the first place, making erstwhile perfectly satisfactory wages suddenly inadequate. So, I casually ask the class the innocent rhetorical question, “Why do people need higher wages?”


    Well, the place exploded in a simultaneous shout: “Because things cost more, you stupid Mogambo moron (SMM)!” and then they all joined together to laugh at me!


    My eyes stinging with tears, I took out my Mogambo Educator’s Daily Logbook (MEDL) and made a quick note to myself: “Seek revenge: Fail everybody and torment their parents for bribes!” Then, I fired back, my voice cold and heartless, “This is the effect popularly called ‘inflation.’ And why do things cost so much more?” Instantly, all their hands flew up, as they all know the answer by now: Price inflation follows inflation in the money supply, and the hateful, stupid Congress allowed the hateful, stupid Federal Reserve to act completely irresponsible in that regard since the 1960’s.


    But I ignored them, and go on: “And when inflation in prices gets so bad that you are forced to buy less stuff, then that is popularly called…” and before I could even finish the sentence the entire class again yelled out: “A fall in the standard of living!” And then, they all high-fived each other and laughed some more. I sensed that my lectures had become somewhat predictable, so I pulled down my zipper so everybody could see my Spiderman underwear. I laughed as I thought to myself: “Predict that, you little punks!”


    Over the sounds of disgust (mostly “ewww!” and gagging up vomit), I blithely continued, as if I did not hear them, “A fall in the standard of living.” I don’t tell them that a reduction in the standard of living results in a constant clash of cultures (The family: “We’re starving and dressed in rags! And we need medicine, too!” Me: “Your point being what?”).


    And a fall in the standard of living is, in effect, inflation. It’s a horror. In fact, inflation is such an economic horror that it is the only economic variable that the Founding Fathers tried to control in the Constitution! They tried to prevent inflation by preventing the government’s ability to create excess money. Why? Because inflation should be, now and always, zero.


    And if the U.S. economy were operating perfectly, inflation would be less than zero! Prices would always be slowly dropping, year after year, as the promise of productivity and competition paid off in more goods and services, resulting in higher employment, but also with lower prices! A huge rise in the national standard of living!


    But since the filthy, traitorous Supreme Court keeps on allowing the money of the United States to be mere paper and promises, instead of gold and silver as literally required by the Constitution, and as long as the filthy, traitorous Congress allows the Federal Reserve (an un-audited private bank, partially owned by foreigners!) to create excess money and credit (that they own!), we will suffer from inflation, wailing and crying the whole time, or at least listening to The Mogambo wailing and crying the whole time, interspersed, as it usually is, with obscenities and vague death threats.


    The minimum-wage worker can’t make ends meet now because things cost too much to be able to afford them. So (and here is where The Mogambo Laughs And Laughs And Laughs (LALAL) at the sheer stupidly of mandating higher wages), businesses are now required, as a result of paying higher labor costs, to charge their customers higher prices to make up for it! Hahaha! A higher price, caused by requiring higher wages, is the solution to higher prices? Hahahaha!


    This is the genius of the electorate? Instead of stopping inflation by reining in the Federal Reserve, we are going to make the inflation situation worse by mandating higher wages? Hahahaha! What suicidal idiocy! It makes you wonder why anyone has any respect for democracy at all! Hahahahaha!


    And there are a lot of people who do not have jobs, and therefore do not have the ability to get higher wages, who are going to suffer. One of these groups is the criminal class. When prices go up, organized crime’s net profit falls, and you don’t have to see many movies starring Al Pacino before you realize that those guys don’t take that kind of news lightly.


    Therefore, as my new Mogambo Conspiracy Theory Of The Week (MCTOTW), the reason that California is so hot to raise taxes on cigarettes to about $7 a pack is that there will be a boom in smuggling, as Canada has found out, which has contributed to a drop in the sales of legal smokes by almost 9% in the last year since they instituted such a tax.


    So the proposed enormous tax on cigarettes is really just a “New Jobs for the Smuggling Industry” government program, giving the unemployed-and-desperate something to do to get some cash, as dealing in drugs and prostitution won’t even make ends meet anymore.


    INFLATION: A FATHER-DAUGHTER REUNION


    AUGUST 21, 2006


    You probably know me for the real peach of a guy I really am. And in the few times per day when I am not, there is always a lot of anger about the mismanagement of the economy, replete with screaming and yelling, the sound of approaching sirens, and sometimes, a lot of spent bullet casings scattered on the ground. It merely adds up to the new psychiatric diagnosis, Mogambo Psychonomic Syndrome (MPS), as recently discovered by Dr. George Ure.


    So, when Total Fed Credit went down by $7.18 billion, I really lost it, MPS-wise. I was running frantically around the living room, dressed in an adult-sized disposable diaper, desperately sucking on this ridiculous pink plastic pacifier that seems, suddenly, to have lost its power to soothe. I was snarling and mumbling something that sounds like: “Mmfmn ngnngg gagunm mumm, unh!”


    My wife, barricaded behind the couch, was frantically leafing through the Market Laboratory section of Barron’s, hoping to find some good news to calm me down. I can barely hear her, as she is quietly muttering to herself, “No, I better not tell him that the gross national debt is at a new record, up $8 billion from last week! And if I tell him that consumer installment debt went up $11 billion in the month of June, he’ll really lose it!”


    There was a little rustling of paper, and I heard her whistle softly to herself, “Wow! M2 money supply was down again!” By this time, I am clenching my fists, trying to control my mounting rage. Ripping that stupid little pacifier out of my mouth and throwing it to the ground, I bellowed, “What did you say?”


    Nervously, quickly, she stammered, and then called out the first thing her eyes light upon in the newspaper. “Well,” she hesitantly says, “ummm, uh, well, foreign holdings of U.S. debt held at the Federal Reserve went up by $8.7 billion. So that’s good news, right?”


    Initially, my heart was partially melted by the charming little hint of desperate, almost child-like, hopefulness in her voice. But it was, alas, to no avail. I patiently and politely explained, for what seems like the thousandth time in a row, “What? What are you talking about, you silly, stupid Earth woman? The enormity of it all is the ugly, ugly fact that foreigners now get a bigger chunk of America’s money and wealth!”


    Obviously working myself into a hissy-fit, I was yelling, “And beyond the Mogambo Paranoia And Xenophobic Hostility (MPAXH) inherent in that basic fact, the worse news is that the money to finance all that this spending, new debt and new credit will be created, literally from thin air, by the stupid Federal Reserve! Do I have to tell you, again, about what horrors await those who allow banks to create excessive amounts of money at their whim? Do I?” Nobody said anything. There is nothing but total silence, as the universe itself bates its breath, awaiting my next move. Birds stop singing. Dogs stop barking. Babies stop crying.


    Satisfied, I continued ominously, “And you think that giving a bigger portion of that money to support some rich guys and governments in Europe, Japan, China, or someplace, is some stupid good news or something?”


    Still, there was not a sound! Instinctively, my hand slowly started inching toward the bazooka I keep in my shoulder holster, which I admit is not only very heavy and unwieldy, but stupid, too, although it is somehow very comforting in a “raw firepower” kind of way. My fingers were close around the cold steel of the trigger as I said, “Do you comprehend, even remotely, the staggering enormity of America being looted by the Federal Reserve, which is just a private bank owned by a shadowy, semi-anonymous group of people that includes a lot of foreigners, all for the obscenely profitable benefit of these selfsame mysterious foreign strangers? Do you?”


    Suddenly, from behind the curio cabinet, my daughter sprang out, put her little fists on her hips, and with a booming voice said, “I, the one known as Daughter-Possessed-By-Demons, know!” I watched, dumbfounded, as she bellowed, “This means that we will soon be taxing ourselves more and imposing roaring inflation on ourselves (which is, actually, just another gigantic tax, in effect) by letting the Federal Reserve create the money to finance the government’s increasing deficit-spending, which is supposed to ‘offset’ the government’s increasing debt without resorting to the alternative of levying taxes. And this increased inflation in the money supply will be followed by horrific inflation in prices. Ain’t that right, Mighty Magnificent Mogambo Moron (MMMM)?”


    I was stunned! She’s exactly right! I naturally suspect a trick of some kind. So, cautiously, I test her by leaning forward, looking her right in the eye, and ask in an open-manner, “And…?” She immediately answered, “To support rich foreigners who can’t even speak English without some thick, stupid accent, who drive foreign cars, who marry other foreigners, and who actually live in foreign countries, too! And then, while they are living it up, having a wonderful time spending our American money and eating weird, exotic foods like, oh, I dunno, filet of marmot earlobes or something, we Americans will suffer from crippling inflation in prices as the dollar is devalued to accommodate them in their gluttony!”


    For some reason, the shock of hearing my own kid saying this, and all this talk about devaluing the dollar, made me suddenly recall the essay entitled “Vox Populi, Vox Suckers” by Gary North of LewRockwell.com. In the piece, he writes, “The history of the demise of the dollar is the history of the replacement of a gold coin standard with the Federal Reserve System. The decline began in 1914.” I remember thinking to myself, “Huh? Why am I remembering this, and why right now?” Then, I see the wisdom of it when I further remembered that he went on to write, “But it has come in waves of depreciation. We are on the cusp of the dollar’s next great decline.”


    I am kind of freaking out here about what the kid and Dr. North are saying about this coming decline in the dollar, and so I was overpowered when she, again correctly, said, “And don’t even get me started on Robert ‘Elliott Wave’ Prechter and that whole Socionomics thing, Pops, where society mirrors the economy, which both break down into a post-Apocalyptic nightmare when the buying power of the currency is destroyed!” Suddenly, the room was silent. I looked at her. She looked at me. Then she said, softly, “We’re freaking doomed!”


    Incredulous at these words, I looked at her with wide-eyed in wonder, and asked, “Did you say, ‘We’re freaking doomed’?” She said, “Yes!” Delighted beyond words, I excitedly cried out, “Daughter!” She excitedly said, “Father!” Spontaneously, we rush together, and fall into an embrace of joy, elated at our reunion!


    Overwhelmed at the tenderness of this unexpected “father-daughter reunion moment,” I spontaneously blurted out, “I love you! Loan me $20!” Immediately, out of the blue, she said, “I love you! Loan me $50!” The actual evidence for what happened next is sketchy, but everyone agrees that I called her a greedy, hateful little snot, some bad words were spoken, and for some reason she abruptly stormed out, shouting, “I hate you! I hate you! I hate you!” None of this surprised me, as that is how most conversations usually progress around here, usually ending with the old lady starting up with me about my “attitude.”


    SILVER STATS THAT WILL
 MAKE YOU SALIVATE


    SEPTEMBER 1, 2008


    If you are like me, then you are a self-centered, greedy little pig whose avarice knows no bounds because you want to get enough money to go far, far away and start over with a new name, a new identity, maybe new fingerprints and some snazzy new shoes, and with pockets full of luscious spending cash, albeit in used currency with random serial numbers.


    As such, you find yourself driven to accumulate statistics that would indicate a course of action that is going to be so profitable that you actually salivate down the front of your shirt at the sheer tonnage of money you will make, and you find that you start spending a lot of time daydreaming about the debaucheries you will be able to afford, each more licentious and depraved than the last, until even YOU are repelled by your own disgusting excesses, like if this silver thing works out like I think it will.


    If so, then Jason Hommel of silverstockreport.com is just the guy you are looking for, as he is a treasure trove of statistics concerning silver, such as the fact that the world “uses up more silver each year (about 850 million ounces) than the world mines (about 600 million ounces),” which seems such an incredible 250 million ounce imbalance that people often stop me on the street and say, “You poor man! If I give you some money, will you please quit screaming about how my husband, my children, my family, my friends and I are all a bunch of morons because we are not buying silver Right This Very Minute (RTVM)?” and I say, “Yes! Yes, I will stop if you give me money!”


    The point is that, as Mr. Hommel explains, “existing demand can only be met by selling existing inventory”, which can be extremely finite in a hurry, which is a phrase sometimes still likened around the office to that time where I got caught on camera gluttonously going through the last few boxes of a small inventory of Girl Scout Thin Mint cookies that I happened to find in a desk drawer in the office of a co-worker that he stupidly left unlocked.


    So, if inventories of silver, like the last inventories of a delicious seasonal cookie, are not infinite, how much silver is actually out there, for crying out loud? Mr. Hommel, realizing that I am obviously not in the mood for a lengthy conversation as I am suddenly fixated on mouth-watering milk chocolate surrounding a crunchy mint cookie of sublime qualities, salivating like Pavlov’s dog with a lot of foamy drool coming down my own chin, and I am sure I looked disgusting as hell.


    So, to save time, he handily condenses the relevant statistics by saying, “Estimates on ‘above ground’ silver, in refined, deliverable form have ranged from 300 million ounces to 1 billion ounces, to about a high of 4 billion ounces if you include jewelry and flatware, up to 20 billion ounces if you include all forms of silver that have not ended up in landfills, out of the total of 43 billion ounces of silver estimated to have been mined in all of human history.”


    Ah! Now I can work backward from half the world’s population achieving a technological societal wonder by using up most of the 42 billion ounces of silver ever mined, to the coming theoretical price of silver now that the other half of the world wants the same thing, but having to do it all on a few measly billion ounces of silver that have been left over! Hahahaha!


    As James Cook of InvestmentRarities.com says, “In Asia alone, ten times the population of the U.S are now getting the money to buy products that require silver. Meanwhile, the supply of silver diminishes”!


    So, naturally, with this kind of building demand, I’m a guy who is an investor in silver, and who would be a BIGGER investor in silver if my stubborn wife was more reasonable about how to apportion my pitiful income among the various clamoring creditors and greedy children, and I think she should let me put more money into the “Family Silver Investment Fund (FSIF)”, which used to be called “Daddy’s Secret Getaway Fund (DSGF)” until one of the damned kids was snooping around in my desk one day and found the account balance with the “odd name” and showed it to my wife.


    But this is not about how you can change the name but everything remains the same, which I just noticed rhymes. Hmmm! “You can change the name, but everything remains the same”! Perhaps I could find a way to musically work it into my latest tune, “Get Gold, Silver And Oil, Or Eat Financial Death By Inflation, You Ugly Moron!”, which I pronounce “Mo-Ron”, which sounds so ghetto, which I pronounce “get-toe”!


    No, the point is that you would be buying gold, silver and oil if you had any smarts, or even a vague, passing familiarity with the entire historical record of what happens when a government is so corrupt that it deficit-spends, and especially when it compounds its folly by paying for it with the creation of a fiat money!


    And it is doubly especially about how you would be buying gold, silver and oil when the state and local governments do the same borrow-and-spend-o-holic thing, and triply especially when the people themselves have borrowed and spent so much that they cannot pay their debts because they owe around 400% of their income! Hahahaha!


    Then, as I suggest, combine all that with an estimated billion ounces of silver sold naked short (the actual silver doesn’t exist) in “paper silver” transactions, plus what Mr. Cook calls a “runaway market when the short sellers on the commodity exchanges are trying to cover, and the nonexistent silver in pool accounts is being bought back,” with huge additional demand coming from “shell-shocked industrial users, attempting to stockpile silver to keep their doors open, and inflation-ravaged investors pouring in as the price rises”, and suddenly the case for buying silver now is compelling!


    And as a guy who actually takes a lot of calming medications because of compulsion, I can tell you, as an expert on compulsion, that the case for silver is compelling! Compelling, I tells ya! Compelling! Compelling!


    THE WORLD’S MOST POWERFUL CURRENCY?


    SEPTEMBER 29, 2008


    The economic slowdown has been characterized as “consumers are de-leveraging”, which is an interesting turn of phrase that means that people are not borrowing money to spend.


    The importance is dependent on your perspective. Those people who are not borrowing money to spend are thus suffering the pangs of a lowering of their lifestyle, which depended on borrowing money to spend; and then they come around, whining about stupid things like, “Daddy, things have gone up so much in price that I need more money, which you would give me if you loved me. Don’t you love me? I love you! Won’t you please love me, daddy?”


    And so I ask, “Can’t you love me if I don’t give you any money?” and they say, “No. You could borrow the money, and then we would love you”, and I reply, “I have been borrowing money and now I can’t pay them back” and so the kids say, “Then borrow some more!”


    And, in a terrifying revelation, I realized that it is not only my children, but all the rest of the economy that is totally dependent on everybody else borrowing money to spend, too.


    So now you see how Chaos Theory was right, and that all things are connected to all things? If not, then pay attention to how they will now commence to all drag each other down into the Nightmarish Hell Of Inflationary Insolvency (NHOII).


    And it doesn’t take a real genius to see why, but the point is not that the American people were stupid enough to think they could get a perpetual free lunch by borrowing money to pay for it, or even that a smaller subset of those who are suffering the pangs of a lowering of their lifestyle is composed of those who also think that they can call me on the phone and either 1.) Ask to borrow some money from me, or 2.) Ask me to pay them back the money I borrowed from them.


    My response is the same, in that I give neither one of them any money because I don’t have any money; so to one I laugh in scorn, and to the other I say that I have just put a check in the mail to them, and that they will get their money soon, and if it hasn’t arrived in a few months, call me back and I’ll write you a new check and get it right into the mail.


    The point is that a much larger subset of those who are suffering the pangs of a lowering of their lifestyle is composed of those people who think that they can elect government representatives who legislate all problems out of existence, that will tax me and then give the money to them, or the Federal Reserve will create more money to loan to investors with which to buy government debt so that the government can spend, spend, spend us into blessed Utopia. Either way, it’s Bad, Bad News (BBN).


    And, alas, one way or the other, they are right. Unfortunately. And that is one reason that I weep, alone, in the Mogambo Bunker Of Bunkers (MBOB), doors locked, radio blaring, machine guns cocked and loaded, mostly drunk or nearly so, soon to be blissfully comatose.


    Another reason that I cry so piteously and drink so abusively is that all this new government borrowing will create so much new money that it will destroy the dollar’s buying power, taking my own country down with it.


    The only reason that I stop bawling like a little crybaby is the knowledge that the people who own gold, silver and oil will get rich, rich, rich, and since I own gold, then people will want me to loan them a few bucks out of my huge stacks of money because they are starving, and their children are starving, and I will say “No!”, and it will be thin gruel indeed for them to hear my mocking voice again echoing in their heads, “Buy gold, silver and oil, you morons, because your stupid government is letting a private bank (that misleadingly calls itself the Federal Reserve when it is, in fact, neither) to create so damned much fiat money that it will produce catastrophic inflation in consumer prices that will destroy the country, just like it has done to every other stupid country in the last 4,000 years that let its stupid government increase a fiat money supply at its whim! Hahahaha! Now you see why I always said you were freaking doomed! Hahaha!”


    But I feel terrible, as this constant infliction of inflationary pain by heedless expansion of the money supply is so unnecessary, and that is why I was pleasantly surprised to read in the Wall Street Journal the headline “Central Banks Consider Gold” in its Commodities Reports column.


    The reason is easy to see if you read the article backwards, in that there was a question about central bank buying “last week, when gold saw a record single-day gain”, especially Chinese central bank buying of gold, which is already the ninth-largest holder of gold in the world but which holds only 1% of its foreign-exchange reserves in gold, although it actually said it would like to hold more. And Mark O’Byrne at Gold & Silver Investments says that he would “be surprised if the Chinese hadn’t been nibbling at the gold market,”, which leads to the news that Asian banks “are seen as keen buyers” of gold, which leads to the news that “other central banks are now far more likely to be holders of gold”, which leads us back to the second paragraph that “Turbulence in the financial markets and recent U.S. dollar weakness are helping the precious metal claw back its reputation as the central monetary anchor within the international monetary framework”, which leads to the opening paragraph of “Central banks may be starting to turn one of the few assets in which they can invest; gold.”


    In short, those crafty Chinese, a fifth of the world’s population, may be getting ready to issue a gold-standard money, which will instantly make their currency the strongest in the world, which is just what a country needs if it wants to import a lot of things cheaply so as to respond to demand for internal economic growth without stoking inflation in prices!


    And, fortunately for those of us who both love to have large profits handed to us and who also own gold, a Chinese gold-standard may soon make a dream come true as gold would skyrocket when priced in suddenly depreciated dollars.


    Whee! This investing stuff is easy!


    THE IMF, THE EMF AND ALL THE WORTHLESS MONEY IN BETWEEN


    MARCH 19, 2010


    There are those (me) who think that the International Monetary Fund (IMF) is a huge load of worthless, corrupt crap, not only because their dismal record pretty much shows that they are miserable failures, but because that is the way things always end up when someone is given power and money in huge amounts, or even in moderate amounts.


    Or, it turns out, even in small amounts, as I prove each week when the kids, over whom I have absolute, awesome power right up until the exact moment when the social workers and/or cops come roaring up, bursting into the house and are literally standing between me and the whining kids to face me down, so I have to explain to them, too, how “The foul Federal Reserve is creating so unbelievably much money (so that the loathsome Obama administration can borrow and spend it) that inflation in consumer prices is going to destroy the buying power of the dollar, and that is why this week, just like last week, I don’t want to give these whining kids their paltry allowance, let them eat anything that is not on sale at the grocery store, or drive them anywhere, except maybe to a military recruiter or a bus out of town, but especially not to see their hoodlum friends!”


    I suddenly realize, to my horror, that I am standing there drinking coffee out of one of my many “World’s Worst Father” coffee mugs that the kids always give me as a present for every Father’s Day, and I instantly knew that explaining the essence of the Austrian theory of economics as a rationale for being stingy and cruel by withholding money and benefits from my own kids was certainly not going to fix this mess.


    So, I decided to appeal to the innate greedy investor that is in all of us, and I said, “I’m going to take this little bit of money, see, that still has some buying power left in it, although less and less each day which is why prices go up and up each day to make up for it, and I am going to add it to the little bit of money I have already accumulated and secretly squirreled away so that none of these little leeches can get their hands on it, and I realize that leeches don’t have hands, so don’t bother pointing it out to me that the metaphor is not entirely apt, but you get the gist of it, and then I am going to use the money to buy some more silver, which is so seriously under-priced that the opportunity thus afforded to the astute investor far outweighs the whining demands of, ugh, children.”


    There was a kind of stunned silence in the room when I had finished, and so, eager to get the conversational ball rolling again, I said, “And anyway, the whole thing started out as just another Angry Mogambo Tirade (AMT) about, this time, the International Monetary Fund (IMF), which invented their own money, the Special Drawing Right, which had the effect of expanding the world money supply so as to prop up idiot countries that have bankrupted themselves and who mostly deserved to be destroyed, and it does so at the cost of permanent inflation in prices so that poor people, around the world, suffered more and more as prices constantly went up faster than their incomes, and who suffer a lot more than these stupid, whining kids here and their so-called ‘psychological trauma’!”


    Well, it got ugly from there, it’s all over now, and there is nothing more about it except planning my revenge, court appearance dates, and attending some stupid “Good Parenting Course” being taught by some nitwit “counselor” half my age, whom I exposed in the very first class as a low-IQ loser when I asked him, “Have you told your children to buy gold, silver and oil to protect themselves against the inflationary horror caused by the Federal Reserve creating so impossibly much money so as to allow the lowlife Congress and the idiot Obama administration to deficit-spend us into the hellish oblivion that is, in two words, our future?”


    He replied, real intelligent-like, “Huh?” which told me, loud and clear, that this guy was an idiot, which was soon proved when he instructed us to (get this!) “listen” to our children, like I haven’t heard them crying and whining and saying, “Gimme, gimme, gimme!” and, “I hate you!” their entire lives, seemingly every freaking minute of every freaking day of my life, sometimes even when I am – horrors! – completely sober, which makes it all much, much worse. Moron.


    But as far as bad ideas like the IMF goes, it just gets worse until you are screaming, “No! No! No!” in your nightmares because TheDailyBell.com noted that the German finance minister, Wolfgang Schäuble, “floated the idea of a European Monetary Fund (EMF) to act as a lender of last resort to euro-zone countries that could not raise funds in capital markets on tolerable terms. He offered few details about how an EMF would be financed or how it would operate.”


    Creating more money out of thin air, so as to increase the worlds’ money supply, to bail out more corrupt, incompetent deadbeats, at a cost of higher prices for everybody? Yikes!


    See what I mean? We’re freaking doomed!


    Knowing that, I wonder what the little counselor thinks about gold, silver and oil now! Hahaha! I wonder if he is saying, “Whee! This investing stuff is easy!”


    BALLAD OF A HEARTBREAKING
 MONEY SUPPLY


    MARCH 29, 2010


    As much as I scream in Loud Mogambo Outrage (LMO) about the sheer amount of money that is being created that will create horrendous inflation in prices, using whatever data that I can easily get my hands on or, better yet, falling into my lap, or, as a last resort, just making up facts and figures to prove my point, I may, for once in my over-the-top, obnoxious and irritating life (“The Way Of The Mogambo (TWOTM)”), be understating the case! Understating it!


    James Turk of Goldmoney.com notes, “There has been an unprecedented amount of deposit currency created by the Fed over the past two years. From December 2002 until the collapse of Lehman Brothers in September 2008, the quantity of deposit currency created by the Fed averaged $11.8 billion, an amount that is relatively insignificant compared to total M1. Presently, it stands at a record high of $1,246.2 billion, which of course is highly significant.”


    Well, personally, I can think of many ways that this can be “highly significant”, which I figure is already inherent in the fact that the M1 money supply figure (mostly just cash and near-cash), “stands at a record high.”


    In effect, he says, “the traditional definition of M1 does not accurately capture this process when the Fed uses deposit currency to pay for its purchase”, which I am not sure I understand, as I am usually too busy with the kind of currency that kids and wives want, like the ever-popular “I need five dollars” and so I ask, “What for?” and they give me some kind of stupid reason, and I tell them, “No” and then they want to argue with me about my decision, and the argument goes back and forth between us until they are screaming, “I hate you!” and I politely ask, “And I am expected to give money to someone who hates me?” and they ask, “Is a father supposed to hate his children?” and then I am yelling, “I hate you!” and then we are both yelling, “I hate you!” until my wife comes in and tells us to shut up and for me to give the kid the damned money and stop acting like the stingy little bastard that I am.


    Well, Mr. Turk is not interested in my personal troubles or how it costs me plenty, but goes on that, “The Federal Reserve reports M1 to be $1,716 billion as of February 15th. When deposit currency created by the Federal Reserve is added to the traditional definition of M1, M1 after adjustment is actually 170% higher at $2,918 billion”! 170% higher! Yow!


    Ignoring my spontaneous outburst of surprise and horror, he goes on, “Its annual growth increases to 29.5%, nearly 3-times the rate reported by the Fed and, more importantly, is an annual rate of growth in the quantity of dollar currency that is approaching hyperinflationary levels.”


    This talk of hyperinflation is what I am planning to blame for my taking off work early to go drinking, which worked out serendipitously because, since my head was already hanging down in a kind of alcohol-inspired stupor, I was looking at the top of the bar where I saw what I hoped was a little pool of beer and tears, mostly because it rhymed so nicely that I thought maybe I could make a hit C&W tune out of it, maybe about Charlene, she of the luscious lips, blond hair and budding breasts that made her the darling of the whole 4th grade.


    I figured that the first verse could be something like “Tears and beers is all I have now, since you left me I’m dying somehow, but only in the figurative sense, unlike how the Federal Reserve is literally killing our money since, by creating so damned much of it, the idiot Congress and the moron Obama can deficit-spend us into (switching again to the figurative sense) the hell of (back to the literal) inflationary bankruptcy and ruin us completely, sort of like how your sweet, sweet love literally ruined my whole freaking life, metaphorically broke my heart and literally ruined my trust in women ever since, so that now I think females are all lying, two-timing, heart-breaking tramps like you, and all I have left is a currency that is losing its buying power, and the aforementioned tears and beers!”


    I was pretty sloshed, which may explain how I immediately saw the chart-busting potential of this terrific new song of mine, and was working on the second verse (where I work in how you ought to be buying gold, silver and oil, and if you aren’t, then you are an idiot like, umm, Charlene) when I realized that perhaps I ought to do a little market research as to its popularity before I invest any more time in it.


    So I turned around and said to the listless barflies around me, “Hey! Listen to this!”, and I sang them the first verse. From their reaction, I learned a lot, like about how tuneless, slurred monotones delivered in a bizarre meter are not as popular as I had hoped, but mostly in the, “I don’t get it, and it sounds stupid” genre.


    So I explained, “It’s a sad story of a star-crossed love gone wrong, you morons, where a beautiful girl named Charlene breaks a good boy’s heart, and who tells him to his stricken face that she would never have agreed to let him copy her homework in the first place if she had known how creepy and weird he was, which is such a tragic blow that it is killing him inside, not unlike how the Federal Reserve is killing our money by creating so much of it that we are doomed to ruinous inflation in prices, which means your money is being killed! Can’t you see the obvious parallels, you morons?”


    I saw that I was not getting through to these drunken sots, and I knew that they would be similarly unimpressed with the news that the Federal Reserve increased Total Fed Credit by a whopping $30 billion last week, and then apparently used the money to buy another $39 billion in US government securities, taking their massive, monstrous, corrupt accumulation of this crap to $2.011 trillion. I sigh.


    And I am sure that they would be completely uninterested that Foreign Holdings held at the Fed increased by a big ol’ $15 billion last week, and the total of these holdings of foreigners who are, I assume, up to their necks in US dollars, is now less than a measly $4 billion away from crossing the $2 trillion mark! Wow!


    Do you really, really, really need me to tell you to buy gold, silver and oil after all of that? No, I didn’t think so.


    THE SILVER BOOM IS COMING!


    APRIL 2, 2010


    Many people know me as just a guy referred to by the news media as “local hothead” or sometimes “extremist loudmouth doom-and-gloomer” or (my favorite) “looney toon” but to most people I am known as just a guy who never shuts up about the horrors of inflation in prices that is going to be caused by the inflation in the money supply by the Federal Reserve.


    Oh, I had tried other identities in trying to “find myself”, of course, but “love god” never really worked out for me, which I explain, to the nay-sayers among you, is obvious only in hindsight, unlike how “genius” and “computer whiz” were ridiculous from the outset, and while I seemed perfectly suited to a career of “circus freak” it just didn’t have the cache to attract the really hot chicks.


    Of course, I am The Mogambo, and as such, am much more than that, as I am also known as a guy who is honest enough to tell you, right to your face so there is no possibility of an error in communication, that you are an idiot if you are not buying gold, silver and oil to protect your stupid, ignorant butt from the terrors of the inflation that will be caused by the sheer amounts of money, which, at last count, is too much to count, being created by the world’s central banks which are, at last count, almost all of them, and the governments that are engaging in insane levels of deficit-spending, which are, also at last count, again, almost all of them, too.


    The reason that I bring this up is because I think I can be famous as the guy, like Paul Revere riding though every Middlesex village and farm shouting “The British are coming! The British are coming!” who brought you this week’s Mogambo Big Investment News (MBIN), which is an article by a guy named Jeff Nielson, writing in the James Cook Market Update newsletter, who says that because silver kills the bacteria that causes body odor, “the use of silver in sportswear has exploded into one of the largest single applications of silver. This one usage already consumes more than 1,200 TONS of silver per year.”


    From virtually nothing a few years ago, to being “one of the largest single applications of silver”? Wow!


    That is why I am running down the street shouting, “The silver boom is coming! The silver boom is coming!” an important message which, of course, loses some of its punch when some people sneer and want to know, “Where’s your horse, Paul Revere?” and some people say, “Who’s Paul Revere?” and someone answers, “He’s in the band Paul Revere and the Raiders!” and they want to know if I am in the band, and I say, “No, I’m not in the band, you nitwits! This is about how silver is going to zoom in price as a function of soaring demand!” and they want to know what that has to do with silver, and some trivia nerd says, “Well, the Beatles were originally known as the Silver Beetles, so maybe it has something to do with that!”


    Soon I am dispirited, and I just go home, only to find, making it all worse, that I just missed a Gilligan’s Island marathon, which really puts me into a funk until I remembered that this is only the beginning for silver, coming as it does as a Perfect Storm where germ-o-phobia meets insane increases in money supply meets falling supply of silver! Whee! This is too, too sweet!


    As an example, he says that the “Gold Award for Healthcare Fabrics” was recently given to a company that produced the first silver-impregnated upholstery for the healthcare industry, so that you, as the theoretical visitor to a hospital, can, for one thing, have a theoretically germ-free, infection-free, spore-free, mucus-free, mold-free, fungus-free, virus-free couch to lie down upon and rest your weary head, and not have to soon think about how something (sniff, sniff) smells funny, and you realize that your head is resting where other people have sat down on their nasty, germ-laden, sick butts or (I shudder to mention it) where they sat the butts of their sick, diapered babies.


    This is, of course, separate from that whole issue about how people are standing around the waiting room with no place to sit while I am hogging the whole couch so that I can lie down and pick my toenails to pass the time until some quack doctor half my age gets around to testing me for the effects of mysterious rays being beamed into my brain, either from outer space or the CIA, which they ridicule, only proving that they are in on the conspiracy, as far as I am concerned.


    I thought that a living testament to toenail care would be a valued instructional activity for the other patients in the waiting room, which I thought they would like better than me roaming the room, endlessly pacing, like a caged tiger, angrily telling the waiting room full of patients that “If you have a chance to die painlessly, do it now, because the Federal Reserve is creating So Freaking Much (SFM) money that you will not want to live through the suffering of a future where prices are so impossibly high that you cannot afford to eat, and you will die horribly while your children curse you for giving them birth, and spit on you, and steal your stuff and want to borrow money from you all the time, and even when they are grown up, they will want to come and live with you, and you will wail and wish, wish, wish that you had listened when I told you to buy gold, silver and oil to protect yourself against the raging inflation in consumer prices that necessarily must – must! – follow such massive inflation in the money supply. But you didn’t! You did not listen! Hahaha!


    “So die now, or die later after a lot more suffering, as that is your choice, thanks to the irresponsibility and sheer idiocy of the Federal Reserve, and that thanks to being allowed to be that way by a corrupt, ignorant, and fiscally stupid Congress, made possible by the corrupt, traitorous Supreme Court in 1934 when they ruled that the dollar did not have to be made only of silver and gold like the Constitution of the United States says it must, and the dollar could be a mere fiat currency, a decision upheld by every Supreme Court ever since!”


    I am not sure if it was the ugly reality of what I was saying, or perhaps a commentary on the hygienic qualities of my lesson in toenail care, or something else entirely, but for some reason Mr. Neilson says that he figures, as I figure, that “The potential usage in this one category of silver consumption is nothing short of mind-boggling”, which I can certainly corroborate as a guy who has spent an entire lifetime having his mind boggled by many things, including this mind-boggling increase in the use of silver, although nothing was quite so mind-boggling as when I eventually found out, as the newlywed husband, what “putting up with her crap every freaking day” really, really meant, and how few options I had if she just won’t shut up, shut up, shut up about me getting some kind of stupid job, or at least stop watching TV on the couch all day, or at least take a bath or shave once in awhile, or something, all the time something!


    And then, after she got pregnant, it all got worse! So, you want mind-boggling? I’ll give you mind-boggling!


    Well, as boggled as my mind was and is, I had enough non-boggled cranial neurons left to appreciate “The Case for Silver by Adrian Ash bullionvault.com, who corroborates all of this when he writes, “Excluding silver investing demand, London’s VM Group analysts now forecast an additional 350 million ounces of annual silver demand by 2020,” which is the result of increased use of RFID tags, ID cards, solar panels, wood preservatives, and “because silver, a biocide, inhibits bacteria”, there will be an increase of silver used in wound care, other medical uses, food hygiene, which is not to even mention the phenomenal growth in the aforementioned anti-odor/ anti-germ textiles!


    Silver! I mean, it just doesn’t get easier to invest than that! Whee!


    LAUGHING IN THE FACE OF
 FINANCIAL DESTRUCTION


    APRIL 7, 2010


    Sometimes, when things seem to have gotten their worst, I morosely think that things could not get any worse, and pretty soon I am thinking to myself “What in the hell are you thinking? Of course it will get worse! It will get worse because the stupid government is deficit-spending trillions of dollars, the Federal Reserve is creating massively more money to accommodate it, and, nightmarishly worse, the same, sad, stupid, suicidal scenario is being played out around the Whole Freaking World (WFW), all of which means that inflation in consumer prices will soar and – at best! – things will get worse! Hahaha!”


    Then I feel both better and more depressed when I hear the wisdom and mellifluous sound of my voice saying such words, although the bartender notices me slurring my words and wants me to pay up and get out, which I do, but not before I drink a lot of coffee so that I can at least stagger out of this stinking, low-class, rat-hole of a bar with my head held high, instead of being dragged out unconscious and left in the alley out back.


    Pretty soon, as I trudge to the street, I realize that such fiscal and monetary insanity means it is all going to come down to an “it’s them or me” showdown, an inflection point in life where I finally get to say, “Now who’s the idiot for buying armaments to protect his gold, silver and oil, you moron? Huh? Who’s the moron now? Maybe another burst of good ol’ doctor .50-caliber here to ‘take out’ what’s left of your lawnmower, while desperate, starving looters are ransacking your house, will sharpen your thinking!” Rat-a-tat-a-tat! Hahaha!


    Okay, okay, okay! I’m sorry. I was warned to not listen to voices in my head and let it slip into my writing, but the voices are also known to have said that getting married was a good idea, and that having children was a good idea, which made working at a job I hated (and I hated them all!) a good idea, too, but they were all, unfortunately, bad ideas, especially the part where I, in desperation and alcohol-fueled bravado, told my stupid bosses that they ought to show some leadership and come up with some way to make me happy to come to work, instead of me always hating to come in here and listen to their whining voices all day long, nodding my head at their stupid ideas about how to increase my productivity and bristling at their criticisms about my poor work habits and lack of performance, like I am the only lackluster employee in the whole place or something.


    Unfortunately, as I said, it was all a series of bad ideas, and I was bored and irritated all day, every day of my life, at home and at work, everybody yammering, yammering, yammering about my lack of responsibility or my poor parenting skills, depending on the situation, until that happy day when I learned of Austrian economics, whereupon I ceased being bored and irritated and became, instead, panic stricken and irritated, which I became because of what I learned, mostly about what happens when a government borrows itself into bankruptcy, which is mostly enslaving its people with starvation-level inflation in prices as a result of huge expansions of the money supply to accommodate massive-and-massively-growing government deficit-spending and the inevitable economic collapse due to such fiscal and monetary madness, a dim-witted, low-IQ ugliness made multiply more ugly by the use of an expanding fiat currency to extend the boom to unbelievable lengths before the inevitable bust arrives, which then unleashes a crushing, choking cataract of catastrophic collapses, which is not to mention unimaginable misery and suffering for almost everyone concerned, and for a Long, Long Time (LLT).


    So, I was really hitting rock-bottom, emotion-wise, when Junior Mogambo Ranger (JMR) Jerry R., in the nick of time, sent a humorous email containing an “author unknown” witticism that read “Let me get this straight. We’re going to be gifted with a health care plan written by a committee whose chairman says he doesn’t understand it, passed by a Congress that hasn’t read it but exempts themselves from it, to be signed by a president who also hasn’t read it and who smokes, with funding administered by a treasury chief who didn’t pay his taxes, to be overseen by a surgeon general who is obese, and financed by a country that’s broke. What the hell could possibly go wrong?” Hahahaha!


    Still laughing, I raised my hand to interject my own thoughts, but everybody in the office started laughing at me, saying, “It’s just a joke on your computer, you idiot! You can’t ask it questions by raising your stupid hand!”


    Of course, I instantly replied, “Oh, have your laugh, you unbelievers! I bravely bear the sting of your ignorant taunts as a shining badge of honor for myself, and as a token of the pity I have for you because you are so stupid that I laugh – Hahahaha! – at you and your shame!”


    Well, everybody laughed, but beware; beneath the joke’s breezy and sarcastic jocularity lurks a Really Ugly Part (RUP), as that is where we learn that many, many, many trillions of dollars – huge, staggering percentages of GDP! – are going to be created and used to show us exactly what can go wrong, which will hopefully be highly instructional to all our descendants about just how stupid a nation can be, as if they didn’t already know that from seeing the mess we have made of it so far! Hahaha!


    But this is not about how Congress is a bunch of corrupt, fiscal morons who get bad advice from bad economists and other corrupt, mentally-defective forces, or how we are going to be destroyed as a result of the Federal Reserve creating so much money and credit to pay for the bonds that the government will be forced to issue to pay for it all, but that, even in the economic gloom all around us, where snarling unseen forces lurk while gathering strength to pounce upon us and render our money to confetti, we can still find something to laugh about. Ah! The American spirit lives!


    And, I am quick to remind you, it is also very gloom-dispelling, and immensely comforting, to own gold, silver and oil to take advantage of their historically-proved protection against the inflationary disaster that awaits us as a result of the massive amounts of money that will need to be created by the Federal Reserve so that someone can borrow the money to buy the glut of new Treasury bonds, year after year, which is not to mention the huge amounts of money to be created by all the foreign governments to fund their own monstrous deficit-spending.


    And although owning gold, silver and oil is truly comforting, it is not very funny or laugh-provoking per se, but more in the gleeful vein, as you discover when you realize, with glee, “Whee! This investing stuff is easy!”


    MOGAMBO INTRUDER ALERT SYSTEM (MIAS)


    MARCH 7, 2012


    Bzzzz! The sound of someone pressing the intercom button, and thus activating the Mogambo Intruder Alert System (MIAS), brought me jolting out of a fitful sleep, full of nightmares brought on by the Federal Reserve creating so impossibly-much money that hyperinflation in consumer prices is guaranteed, meaning, of course, that We’re Freaking Doomed (WFD), a situation which nine out of ten doctors will tell you is Bad News Aplenty (BNA).


    A quick scan of the security video shows it was my daughter buzzing me, probably wanting to talk to me about something, or give her some money, neither of which holds much attraction to me at this point late in our relationship.


    So I, still feeling guilty and obligated by the shredded remnants of the duties of fatherhood, hit the “transmit” button and breezily ask “Who is it?” She answered “You know who it is! Like I don’t know that you have already had your security cameras on me the whole time, and used that stupid metal-detecting scanner to see if I am armed, you moron! Now open up and give me some money!”


    Naturally, my immediate response is “Hahaha! Go to hell, deadbeat teenage albatross around my neck!”


    Trying as best I can to avoid a confrontation, and to be a thoughtful, loving father, I tenderly reply “It’s YOU that is the moron, or else you would be armed, as only morons are unarmed in these perilous times that are going to get much more perilous because the Federal Reserve is still creating trillions and trillions of new dollars a year so that the loathsome Obama administration can pound it into the economy through insane levels of deficit-spending. And don’t get me started on the European Central Bank doing the exact same, stupid, ruinous, suicidal thing! Or any of those other dirtbag central banks around the world doing it, too!”


    I could tell that she was stunned by the sudden change in tactics. Pressing my advantage, in a snotty, sarcastic way I ask “And so who is the moron now? Huh? Who? Huh? Who?”


    Seemingly stymied, she next tries the crying tactic, blubbering through her tearful sobs “Oh, boo hoo hoo! Poor, poor me! How sad is the little girl whose father will not forgive her for foolishly not buying into the whole Austrian Business Cycle Theory of economics thing, and simultaneously heaping disdain and scorn on loathsome Keynesian lunatics! And woe betide the poor child, namely me, who did not buy gold, silver and oil to protect her frail little self, freezing in the cold of a calamitous ‘inflationary winter’ caused by such staggering, unfettered creations of fiat money by the despicable, criminally-incompetent Federal Reserve!”


    Stunned, I realized that she HAD been listening to me all those years! My heart soared like an eagle! Even to the point of almost -- almost! -- forgiving her for all those years of pretending to ignore me, and telling me what a bad father I was (just because I was a bad father and Big Mogambo Jerk (BMJ), but in a lovable way that would have been endlessly endearing to her if she didn’t act like such a jerk most of the time, like that time she was whining about how her stupid friends were coming over and could I change from the Golf Channel (no), or at least put on some pants or at least a shirt, and especially how she could not be made to understand how it was vitally, vitally important that we invest all available money into gold, silver and oil because the Federal Reserve was creating so much money that big, big, BIG inflation in consumer prices will result from such big, big, BIG increases in the money supply).


    And it wouldn’t have been so bad for either of us if she hadn’t been so distempered as to say nasty things like “Shut up!”, and “I hate you!”, sounding more and more like her mother every day, and finally, to wound me to the quick, saying “If you say one more word about the evil Federal Reserve, I will kill you in your sleep!”, surprisingly with my wife agreeing with her, and even volunteering to help.


    I imagined that she could feel my heart swell with pride at her admission of grumbling acceptance that the Austrian Business Cycle Theory is the only correct economic theory, while all those neo-Keynesian econometric nitwit turds are wrong, and now we are going to be destroyed by the Federal Reserve (a hotbed of neo-Keynesian econometric nitwit turds) creating so much excess money and credit.


    Perhaps she could feel my outpouring of newfound love, even through the thick steel-reinforced concrete walls of the Famous Mogambo Bunker (FMB), all the way through layers and layers of aluminum foil on the walls and ceiling (to cleverly thwart brain-control rays and spores from outer space).


    As an interesting aside, it used to be called the Mogambo Secret Bunker Of Relative Safety (MSBORS), a name chosen for its many delicious subtleties, probably stemming from once imagining my relatives come streaming and screaming over here, desperate to escape the phase of economic inflationary collapse known in professional-economist jargon as “Hyper-collapsoidal death-spiral of freaking doom.”


    Okay, I admit it is not known as “Hyper-collapsoidal death-spiral of freaking doom”, but it ought to be, both because it is eerily descriptive and deadly accurate.


    So I speak into my microphone and suavely ask her “Do you agree it should be called Hyper-collapsoidal death-spiral of freaking doom?”


    She replied, “Sure, whatever. Who cares? I’ll say that if you give me some money.”


    I say “How much money?” She says “Eight thousand dollars.” I say “What? What in the hell do you need to buy that costs eight thousand clams?”


    She says “I want to take my boyfriend out for burgers and fries,” to which I splutter “But you can do that for twenty bucks!”


    So she says “Okay. I’ll take the twenty bucks!”


    “Whew! That was close!” I said to myself. “Instead of losing eight thousand, I get off for a lousy twenty bucks!” Relieved at getting off so cheap, I slipped the, as they used to say, double-sawbuck to her through the Mogambo Secured Exchange Port (MSEP).


    So raising kids is easy, after all!


    In fact, it’s sort of like buying gold, silver and oil in that regard, because “Whee! This investing stuff is easy!”

  


  

  
    CHAPTER 4


    THE FIFTH CARDINAL SIN
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    The first requisite of a sound monetary system is that it put the least possible power over the quantity or quality of money in the hands of the politicians.


    ~ Henry Hazlitt


    GLUTTONOUS INDULGENCES


    AUGUST 25, 2003


    Mars, a planet we Earthlings have never trusted because its inhabitants are always launching some sinister invasion plan, and if you don’t believe me all you have to do is watch old movies on TV some rainy Saturday afternoon and you will learn what I am talking about, is now closer to the Earth than it has been for a long time, and closer than it will be for the next big bunch of years, the exact number of which doesn’t matter because we will all be long dead and buried when it happens again.


    But it means that the invisible mind-controlling rays that they are beaming at the Earth are now that much more powerful because they are closer to us, and the single-ply aluminum foil hats that we are all wearing in self-defense are now too thin to provide the requisite level of protection.


    One of the guys I figure obviously failed to beef up cranial security is the Prudent Bear’s Marshall Auerback. He has weighed in with an essay entitled “Euroland’s Deficit Hawks Are Wrong” and decided that Euroland needs to scrap its stability pact so that things can get back, somehow, to growth and stability via deficit spending.


    Although he quotes the Greek Finance Minister Nikolaos Christodoulakis, who said, “I have never believed, and do not believe that unrestrained handouts, wide deficits and increased debt create conditions for growth or social policy. On the contrary, they lead to stagnation and recession,” Mr. Auerback disagrees with that trenchant assessment of stark Reality As We Know It. Instead, Mr. Auerback, who I must assume is suffering mightily from the aforementioned Martian rays, insists that Mr. Christodoulakis, who is obviously a deficit-hawk, is wrong in this instance.


    Marshall Auerback: Dangerously Fragile


    While maintaining that Mr. C is right in the theoretical big picture, Mr. Auerback nonetheless takes the opposing tack and says that now, right now, things are so dangerously fragile that it is appropriate to disregard the stability pact that requires fiscal deficits to be 3% or less of GDP. According to Mr. Auerback, who is obviously not in his right mind due to these aforementioned Martian rays, “These are not normal times, and solutions need to move beyond prevailing economic orthodoxy,” which I assume is defined as “What everybody agreed to do and everybody concerned agreed was the right thing to do.” I suppose that this is in line with Alan Greenspan’s vow to use “unconventional methods” to jam growth down the throat of the U.S. economy.


    Well, then, why AREN’T these normal times? Because, like a morbidly fat person that has gorged himself for years and years and who now no longer resembles a normal person, economies that have gorged themselves for years and years on one feel-good central bank and government idiocy and malinvestment after another, the economy likewise no longer resembles normality.


    And getting beyond that, what, exactly, is the prescription that is beyond this normal orthodoxy that poor Mr. Auerback says is not needed? In the case of the morbidly fat person, I suppose the doctor is supposed to prescribe milkshakes and cookies? And in the case of Euroland, which is what we started talking about before I got sidetracked into a pleasant reverie about milkshakes and cookies, it is more feel-good excesses of credit and money?


    I strongly disagree with both the physician and Mr. Auerback for four, count ‘em four, reasons. First off, the reason that they are IN the damn mess they are in is because they acted like they DID believe, again quoting Mr. Christodoulakis, that “unrestrained handouts, wide deficits and increased debt create conditions for growth or social policy.”


    Marshall Auerback: Not the Right Path


    The second reason is that breaking the pact to allow “unrestrained handouts, wide deficits and increased debt” is NOT the path one takes to get one’s house in order, as gorging on milkshakes and cookies is NOT the path one takes to get slim and trim, although both are, to be sure, satisfying and delightful to those chugging them down, and as one who has chugged down his fair share of milkshakes and cookies in his life, I happen to be somewhat of an expert in that area, and I am highly disposed to break off this whole train of thought and go have some of each right now.


    The third reason is that inflation is rising at the same time as the economy is stagnating, and adding more excess money and credit will make it predictably worse.


    And the fourth reason is that this is pure situational ethics; when times are good the argument is that the economy will grow out of the problems, and so the problems are never corrected, and when times are bad the argument is, as Mr. Auerback says, that it is always “the wrong time” to address the problems, since it would add misery to people who were already miserable. So, therefore, there is NEVER a good time to address the problems, and so the problems grow and grow. If you know how to make something good happen when you never address a growing and deadly problem, then you need to register to run for governor of California, because you are obviously brighter than me and everybody else I ever knew.


    If there is one thing that you can take to the bank, it is that Euroland, like everybody else, will certainly take any opportunity to continue right down that same feel-good path that got them where they are now. Mr. Auerback even quotes a guy named Professor Paul de Grauwe, who said the same thing, in a Financial Times piece, which reads, “Structural reforms…are very difficult to implement in democratic societies. They imply changes in the distribution of income and in economic security, and are resisted by those who are called upon to be more flexible. The implementation of these reforms will take many years.” I like that; asking people to be “flexible,” which is a euphemism for “not acting like grubby, greedy little children who will always show their petulant pique by voting for any yahoo that advocates bankrolling all of the wishes of grubby, greedy little children, regardless of the disastrous consequences of doing so.”


    And I am faaarrrr too old and jaded to believe that “this time is different,” or that any politician has learned any lessons, or that any citizen in the whole of Euroland enjoying their bankrupting cradle-to-grave nannyism is going to sit still for even the minutest change in their extensive menu of unearned benefits and unearned lifestyles. Oops, I mean, I don’t think they are going to be “flexible.”


    Marshall Auerback: Told You So


    From a more philosophical perspective, which you will immediately recognize as “I told you so,” to even imagine that there even COULD be a single currency and monetary regimen against a dozen separate fiscal and nationalistic policies was, as I stridently proclaimed in my snottiest voice the whole time, ludicrous to start with. And trying to overcome the stupidity of even thinking such a thing was even remotely possible, given the inflexibility of the voting populace, was the reason for the strict pact in the first place.


    And now that I, the mighty Mogambo, and all the other nay-sayers have been proven correct, here come the experts, saying that what Euroland needs is do more of the exact wrong thing, namely to run as much deficits as necessary, for as long as necessary.


    Mr. Auerback writes that the EU should “pay more attention to structural deficits so that a country’s fiscal deficit would be judged in relation to its economic cycle.” And what in the hell CAUSED the economic cycle in the first place, except for central banks and redistributionist governments creating more and more excess credit and money so as to enlarge and expand an increasingly dysfunctional and bankrupting economic paradigm?


    So I am being asked to believe, like we here in America are being asked to believe, that the governments acting like jerks can be cured by the governments being given leeway to act like bigger jerks? My God! I thought only we Americans and the Japanese had cornered the market on that kind of idiocy! The mind reels!


    Marshall Auerback: Bearing the Burden of Budget Consolidation


    Fortunately, the Europeans may be saved from their fate, as they have the fabulous advantage of having the clear-headed Wim Duisenberg in charge of the EU, and although I have not seen any recent photographs of Mr. Duisenberg lately, I am pretty sure that he is wearing an aluminum foil hat and staying strictly out of the line of sight with Mars. How do I know this? Because he said that the Euroland countries have not used the good times to “…consolidate their budgets. Now they bear the burden of it.” Exactly right!


    See? Didn’t I tell you he was clear-headed?


    And like the fat slob in the doctor’s office, whining and complaining about always feeling hungry and out of sorts because a necessary low-calorie diet is the only thing that will save his life, it is a burden they must bear, and hopefully learn from.


    Not that they will. And not that we will, either. Until it is too late. And probably not even then, since neither they nor we have shown any inclination in that regard, because if either of us had, we would not be in the mess we are all in now.


    Now, all of this petulance may be caused by the results of my own gluttonous indulgences, as I went to a party over the weekend where there was this gigantic taco bar, see, and of course I made a big embarrassment of myself in front of my wife who was doing her wifely duties by reminding me, by slapping me on the back of my head, that stuffing tacos into my mouth with both hands was one thing, but making horrible slobbering and grunting noises while doing it was quite another, and so I was finally reduced to constantly fending her and all the other guests off with one hand and stuffing innumerable delicious tacos into my mouth with the other. And now I am reminded, days later, that mature men cannot act like starving, ravenous beasts, and that the penalty of ridiculous, massive overindulgence is lethargy and indigestion, replete with moaning and groaning.


    But I feel a little better, now that I know I was just being, ummm, inflexible.


    25-CENT TACOS STILL A PIPEDREAM


    OCTOBER 30, 2006


    I was looking at the Market Laboratory/Economic Indicators page of Barron’s this week, when I was struck by the fact that the six-month Certificate of Deposit is yielding 5.35%, and how this interest rate is way above almost every other listed money rate in the world.


    “A Swap Story: Borrowed From The Bank of England”, an essay by Rob Kirby of KirbyAnalytics.com, is very interesting. Noting that the Commerce Department reported, “U.S. gold exports rose 55.0% in August from the previous month, and was up 83.0% from the previous year”, Mr. Kirby refers to an email he got that contained the interesting point that “with a deficit in gold supply worldwide, it is highly unlikely that this is U.S. owned gold leaving the country.” If you are like me, then you suddenly have questions, like “Huh? Gold exports are up, but our gold is not leaving the country? How can this be? And how come we can put a man on the moon, but we still can’t get a good 25-cent taco?”


    The anonymous writer, rudely and foolishly ignoring my Important Mogambo Taco Question (IMTQ), answers the easier question (the gold paradox), by explaining, “You should be aware that when a foreign central bank repatriates its gold from storage at the Federal Reserve Bank of New York, it shows up as an export credit in the trade data of the United States.” Wow!


    So using this fabulous technique, when my snotty neighbor comes over here to angrily demand that I return his stupid barbeque grill that I am still storing in my garage after having “borrowed” it sometime last year (or maybe the year before, I forget which), I can now count the entire transaction on the books as a credit to me? Wonderful! Hahahaha!


    This is terrific! Now, the next time someone – like my wife for instance – starts up with me about how I don’t make enough money to suit her, or the kids, or her friends, or her family, or the people I owe money to, or even complete strangers who reflexively just hate “me for being me,” I will whip out my thus-adjusted financial statements and shove that big, fat, juicy credit right in her hateful little face! “Chew on that, demon-woman!” Hahaha!


    Apparently, no one is interested in my little victory here, and instead they want to know things like, “Why are they doing this?” Well, at last count, there were two prevailing theories. One theory is that the foreign central banks have (to their horror) deduced that “That Stupid Mogambo Loudmouth (SML) was right! Fiat currencies are crapola! We need to get our gold! And get some more, too! Otherwise, we’re freaking doomed!”


    The other, more accepted (and probably correct) theory is enunciated by Mr. Kirby himself, who explains, “you can’t blame these ECB banks! When a nation drops habeas corpus and the Geneva Convention, a little matter like theft of other nation’s stored gold is not a stretch.”


    Then Mr. Kirby puts dry numbers on the wet human face, and says that it’s “amazing to think that the U.S. Trade Deficit would have been another $2.5-3 billion worse without the inclusion of this ‘export’, ehhh?”


    “Ehhh” indeed, the lying, manipulative, greasy bastards! Well, that’s what I think anyway. But Mr. Kirby is far too refined to scream insults until his throat is raw and sore. But instead, he makes the same point in a more roundabout way, like using “the words of former Secretary of the Treasury [Clinton Admin.] Robert Rubin as he revealed the motivation or drivers of crisis management in the interaction between himself, Lawrence Summers, the ESF [exchange stabilization fund], the IMF and presumably the Maestro at the Fed – during the Clinton administration.


    “On pages 290-291 of his book, In An Uncertain World, referencing the Brazilian financial crisis of the late 1990s, Rubin outlines how very expensive ‘bad decisions’ can buy time. Sometimes, he asserts, these bad decisions have a great deal of merit because they can, ‘…probably defer the impact of the collapse for six or eight months, and that will more than justify the effort.’”


    Wow! So applying Rubin Theory to a real life situation – suppose I go into debt to buy a very expensive custom golf bag, a very, very expensive set of golf clubs, and a very, very, very expensive country club membership, but I ain’t got no money, and ain’t a-gonna get any, either.


    Obviously, I need to hide this from my wife for another six to eight months, at which time I will merely declare bankruptcy, start drinking heavily, maybe do some drugs, ruin everyone’s life, desert the wife and kids, try to collect welfare, get into a fight when they say no, end up in jail and die of a brutal beating from fellow inmates who, it turns out, hate me as much as my family and neighbors do. But I get six or eight months of free golf!


    So, using Extreme Rubin Theory, if I cleverly kill anyone who knows I have these things, then it is worth it, because it bought me some time? Hahaha! Situational ethics at its finest!


    Actually, this is an old idea. If you have ever watched any old Perry Mason episodes, starring Raymond Burr, then you know how many murderers confess, on the witness stand in the episode’s last minute, that they killed someone to get “a little more time!”


    Thus life, and politics, and the economy, imitate television? Things are worse than I thought!


    The good news, I suppose, was that “consumer prices in the [United States] fell last month by the most since November 2005, reflecting a decline in energy costs that may temper inflation in coming months. The consumer price index dropped 0.5 percent in September following a 0.2 percent increase in August,” the Labor Department said in Washington.


    In response to this silliness, I am in the back of the room making rude noises that sound like flatulence, which may or may not have contained actual flatulence (depending on who you are talking to), and which may be what motivated them to admit that “excluding food and energy, so-called core prices rose 0.2 percent for a third month.”


    Since no government agents stormed the room and kidnapped anybody to prevent bad news from getting leaked, they apparently felt emboldened to also admit that “today’s report also showed that core prices rose at the fastest pace in a decade in the 12 months through September, showing inflation has yet to dissipate.”


    Still no government goon squad agents crashed through the doors to arrest everyone. You could feel their confidence rising as the report went on to say, “Core prices rose 2.9 percent from a year earlier, the biggest 12-month jump since February 1996, after a 2.8 percent gain.”


    I gulp. By this time, my beady, rat-like eyes are nervously eying the locations of exits, mentally scoping out lines of retreat and the whereabouts of people I can grab to use as a human shield during my getaway.


    Feeling stronger by the minute, they reveal, “So far this year, consumer prices are rising at a 3.4 percent rate. Core prices are rising at a 3 percent rate, after a 2 percent pace during the same period last year. Food prices, which account for about a fifth of the CPI, rose 0.3 percent in September after rising 0.4 percent the month before.”


    Gaahh! By this time I am edging my way towards a window I can jump out of, as this is still terrible news! I can’t believe that the Bush administration would allow these Labor Department people to keep “poisoning” the American people with their vile, un-American exposure of the truth about the horror of inflation all around us!


    Even though inflation is building and building, if you are retired, don’t look for Social Security to save you, as “today’s report also suggested retired U.S. workers receiving Social Security benefits will earn about $33 more each month beginning in January, a smaller increase than they received this year. The estimated monthly payment will rise 3.3 percent in 2007, compared with a 4.1 percent increase this year that was the biggest since 1990. The adjustment will bring the monthly average to approximately $1,035 from this year’s average of $1,002.”


    And out of that $33 a month increase, Medicare Part B premiums will increase $5 a month, dropping the net increase to $28 a month. About four bucks a week. Whoopee!


    In a related point, Dean S. who is a pharmacist, writes, “In the past, indigent and handicapped adults that qualified for Medicaid benefits were paid for out of state funds, a portion of which were provided by federal funds. Most of those beneficiaries are now in Medicare Part D plans paid by federal funds.” And so, even relieved of the expense of medical care for the indigent by dumping it on the federal government, the states are still spending like crazy? We’re freaking doomed!


    PUTRID ECONOMICS AT A
 TERRIBLE PRICE


    MAY 7, 2007


    Junior Mogambo Ranger (JMR) Roxane P. sent “Remarks before the Equipment Leasing and Finance Association Financial Institutions Conference” made by Richard W. Fisher, who is the President and CEO of the Federal Reserve Bank of Dallas. “Bad fiscal policy,” he said, “creates pressure for bad monetary policy. When fiscal policy gets out of whack, monetary authorities face pressure to monetize the debt, a cardinal sin in my mind.” Exactly!


    Deep inside my chest I can feel a laugh rising up at the irony of this Fisher guy. As directly responsible as he is for the massive creation of excess money and credit to fund massive government deficits that are bedeviling us now, he is also saying that what he did is a “cardinal sin.” Hahaha! Burn in hell for your sins, Fisher! Hahaha!


    Oops! That might not be a laugh that is rising in my chest; it might be my stomach rebelling against that old taco that I found in a drawer in my desk. Normally, I would not eat an old taco that I just, you know, found – particularly one that smelled as bad as that! I’ve fallen for that trick far too many times – but I ate it thinking I was fortunate to have found it, since I had forgotten to bring my lunch.


    But conditioned to use Fed-approved hedonic adjustments (as invented wholesale by the infamous Boskin Commission and made even more infamous by the Greenspan Fed actually adopting the stupid things), it was but child’s play to come up with an equation to “prove” that the disutility of having a putrid, pungent taste was easily outweighed by the overwhelming utility of great price (free!); and thus, on balance, everything was just peachy! The old taco is thus proved to be an economic good!


    And speaking of my gastrointestinal problems (“blurrrp!”), they don’t get any better from reading a Bloomberg.com report that “Federal Reserve Governor Frederic Mishkin said the central bank’s current stance on interest rates is likely to slow price gains outside of food and fuel, though reducing inflation ‘may take time.’” Hahaha!


    He is actually admitting that food and fuel are showing big price gains. Why then, should continuing with “the central bank’s current stance on interest rates” (which is, as far as I can tell, to loan money to anybody, for anything, at interest rates that are less than the rate of inflation, which produces inflation) be likely to “slow” the rate at which prices are rising? Hahaha!


    Why doesn’t he stop prices from rising at all, which is what he and his damned Federal Reserve are supposed to do, for crying out loud? That’s their damned job! To hell with them all!


    Well, as usual, I am too hasty in my blanket condemnation of the Federal Reserve in general (and of Mr. Mishkin in particular) and now I credit this amazing quote from Mr. Mishkin with inspiring me to create the new line of soon-to-be-famous dietary products – Mogambo Yummy Diet Food (MYDF)!


    My business model is simplicity itself: I merely go to local fast-food restaurants and pick up lots and lots of leftover greasy burgers, pizzas, and whole buckets of fried chicken. I then freeze-dry the stuff, and sell the over-priced garbage to anybody stupid enough to fall for such an obvious scam.


    Unfortunately, each individual delicious MYDF entree (e.g. three Double-Bacon Cheeseburgers or two Pizza Supremes) has more than 9,000 calories in it. So it takes the utter, contemptible shamelessness of an Alberto Gonzalez or a Mogambo to pawn this crap off as “diet food”, which I have always been embarrassed to do.


    But now things are wonderfully different! Now I can proudly show my face in polite company by pointing to Mr. Mishkin’s groundbreaking analysis!


    As Mr. Mishkin says, “Achieving further reductions in inflation may take time”, likewise I say, “Achieving further reductions in weight may take time.”


    And where he was too embarrassed to continue, I proudly went on, “And just like the Federal Reserve says that they will reduce price inflation caused by the excessive creation of money and credit by simply creating more money and credit, the more delicious Mogambo Yummy Diet Food products you consume, the more weight you will lose!”


    How’s that saying go? “Scratch a liar and find a thief”? Yep! That’s it exactly! I’m lying to you, and stealing your health and your money! The Federal Reserve is lying to us and stealing the purchasing power of our money!


    And a perfect example of this can be found in the terrific essay “What Record High?” by Peter Schiff of Euro Pacific Capital. He writes, “As the Dow burst through the 13,000 milestone, few understood the hollowness of the achievement. Measured against the rising dollar-denominated prices of just about everything else on the planet, the Dow has actually lost value over the past seven years.”


    And how does he know this? He merely says, “Measured against the truest benchmark, the price of gold, the record high for the Dow was set back in January of 2000 when its price equaled approximately 43 ounces of gold. Today it is only worth about 19 ounces.”


    I clear my throat to indicate that we were talking about how inflation is robbing us of purchasing power – not the stock market or gold. Startled at my rude interruption, he nevertheless shows me what a chump I am by immediately going on to say, “To better appreciate just how much of stock gains can be attributed to inflation, consider that the record high for the Dow in 1929 of approximately 380 also equated to 19 ounces of gold. So despite all of the hoopla and a thirty-fold increase in stock prices, the Dow has actually gained no real value during the past eighty years.” Wow! Go gold!


    HEART ATTACKS AND TAX CODES


    APRIL 17, 2008


    Yes, it is true that The Mogambo had another heart attack (the third) and is now the proud owner of 5 cardiac stents. What caused this? The health care system did this to me, as I cannot find a physician who has an actual, real license to practice medicine who will prescribe a regimen of smoking cigarettes, drinking too much coffee, eating yummy foods laden with fat and/or sugar, and saving my strength by getting no exercise except for pounding out voluminous, rabid hate mail to the Congress, the Supreme Court, the United Nations and various others, all of whom I absolutely despise for one reason or another.


    So, abandoned and cast adrift by an uncaring health care system, I was thus forced to carry on, tragically and heroically, alone. So I intend to sue the medical cartel for malign neglect and make a bundle in some undisclosed settlement.


    Anyway that was my original plan, but now I can’t seem to find a lawyer who has an actual, real license to practice law who will even discuss the merits of my case, and usually they laugh in my face and call me bad names whether they have a license or not. No wonder people hate lawyers!


    And I hadn’t even gotten to the point in the discussions where I was going to ask them to represent me pro bono, which is where the fireworks usually start!


    So I have given up that whole legal strategy since it looks like the lawyers are in league with the doctors and everybody else to make my life miserable, and am now thinking of suing the Internal Revenue Service instead, because about this time, while I was doing my taxes, I noticed that on page 21 of the IRS’s “1040 Forms and Instructions 2007” booklet labeled “What’s new for 2008”, it clearly says that “The 5% capital gain tax rate is reduced to zero.”


    Already beset by demons of my deteriorating mental and cardiac capacity, the idea that the capital gains tax was already 5% and I hadn’t even noticed had me in a panic! What else wasn’t I aware of? I shuddered to think!


    So I ran out and accused my wife of every faithlessness and infidelity I could think of, and she denied most of them, and then I grilled the kids for a few hours, but I got nothing out of them either. So at least THAT part of my life is unchanged.


    Then, after getting everyone into an uproar by roughly searching their rooms for incriminating evidence of their treason, I decided that I had better re-check my facts, to keep from going off half-cocked and, you know, looking foolish or something.


    So I flip to Schedule D of the tax booklet, and of course, referencing all the accompanying tables and worksheets, I am immediately as confused as always, and I suddenly remember precisely why I hate the members of the U.S. Congress who have saddled us with such an embarrassment as the U.S. Tax Code, and how I am waaAAAaaay behind on sending these losers and halfwit scumbags their fair share of vicious hate mail.


    But it still looks like the capital gains tax rate is still 15% in 2007, so what in the hell is going on?


    And of course, I missed my planned dinner with Chuck Butler of Everbank, which bummed me out, too.


    All in all, it was a bad week. But as bad as things are, there is some good news, in that Mr. Butler has never seen my famous, “Look! There’s a UFO in the parking lot!” trick, where he ends up comically getting stuck with the check and the only thing he sees in the parking lot is me, running towards my car and laughing, laughing, laughing.


    So, the good news is that I can still pull this little stunt on him in the future and get a free lunch, in case I ever find out he is going to be in town again. And so, as Groundskeeper Carl said in the movie Caddie Shack, I got that going for me!


    Like the saying goes; it’s an ill wind that doesn’t blow somebody some good!


    STEADY DIET OF CHINESE CURRENCY


    JANUARY 5, 2009


    I keep watching the steady march of China towards world domination, and their currency (the yuan) getting bigger and stronger until it achieves reserve status and replaces the worthless dollar; and people around the world will say, “Fooey on the dollar!” and I will get really nervous like I do every time some dirtbag country starts getting uppity like they are going to begin paying us back for the misery we have inflicted on them, and their friends, for the last century or so.


    And yet I eat a lot of Chinese food, which seems somehow unpatriotic, but like most self-absorbed gluttons, I cannot stop because I don’t want to, just like I still eat tacos even though Mexico is taking over the USA, and I am uneasy about that, too, and I walk around outdoors without an aluminum foil hat to shield my brains from interstellar rays and invisible CIA cameras reading my thoughts.


    News.bbc.co.uk had nothing to say about how one’s dietary excesses are reflective of one’s patriotism, or about any of my other weird paranoid delusions, either, but it did say that (just as bad) up to now, “Most of China’s foreign trade is settled in U.S. dollars or the euro, leaving exporters vulnerable to exchange rate fluctuations” and, of course, vulnerable to all the little bites taken by middlemen.


    Now, “China has said it is to allow some trade with its neighbours to be settled with its currency, the yuan. It means if the two parties to a trade have yuan available, they need not enter world exchange markets to pay”, which will save them both a lot of time and money, as they can bypass all those expensive intermediaries that each take a little bite of your action.


    Now, without these parasites, the inflationary implications caused by such cost-push factors are eliminated! Inflation goes down!


    Anyway, the announcement is almost a fait accompli, as “Analysts told Chinese media that the yuan was already being used in some South East Asian countries and that China was happy to see such use extended”, which suddenly explains many of my unnamed fears and a lot of frightening nightmares about being eaten by gigantic egg rolls, instead of the delicious other way around.


    Well, egg rolls or not, pretty soon everybody is going to have more egg rolls, as the Chinese are engaging in massive stimulus spending, too, just like we and everyone else are, and “announced more measures to stimulate domestic consumption”, which included such things as “subsidies to rural households for the purchase of household appliances and other goods, and the setting up of new stores and distribution centres in rural areas.”


    Subsidizing raw consumption! Wow! Now THAT’S stimulus spending! But maybe such heroic measures are just to take up the slack, as the Chinese are taking a whack, which is almost poetic, which is why I wrote it that way, but also for dark, mysterious reasons about which one can only speculate and shudder, but mostly because the Commerce Department announced that consumer spending in America fell 0.6% in November, and U.S. exports fell for a third straight month, which is a lot, which also explains why the Chinese are taking a whack from slack!


    What slack? From Marketwatch.com we learn that the Federal Reserve reported, “Stung by the loss of $2.81 trillion in their net wealth, U.S. households paid down their debts in the third quarter for the first time since at least 1952.”


    The actual numbers are that “As of Sept. 30, households’ total outstanding debt shrank at an annual rate of 0.8% from $13.94 trillion to $13.91 trillion”, the difference being a hefty $300 billion in foregone consumption right there, unless it was all offset by higher incomes, which it wasn’t! Gaaahhh! We’re freaking doomed!


    As staggering and as bewildering as to what any of this could possibly mean, it was not until later that they reveal that when you adjust this fall in nominal consumer spending for the effects of inflation (perhaps using the recently revised Gross Domestic Product Deflator that shows that inflation in prices is 3.9%?), then “Real consumer spending rose 0.6%”, which seems weird and contradictory until you remember that “Everybody’s lying to me and that is why I understand nothing”, and then everything makes sense again.


    And that sudden clarity, that transcendental moment of total consciousness, is when you realize that you can trust only gold, silver and oil.


    You wish you could trust The Mogambo, too, but you’ve seen how he looks at your wife behind your back, and you realize, “This guy’s a real scumbag! But maybe his advice about gold, silver and oil is good, which will make up for it!”


    QUANTITATIVELY EASING INTO A STUPID IDEA


    MARCH 20, 2009


    The most popular question that I get asked these days is still the perennial favorite, “Is there something wrong with you that makes you sound stupid?” (Answer: yes), but the second most popular question is, “What’s next?” to which I reply, “Time for dessert! And if not, then time for a snack of high sugar and low nutritional value of some sort! And ditto a beverage!”


    Well, actually I know it is not time for dessert, and if I have a snack I will have to listen to my wife complain about how it is so close to breakfast, lunch or dinner that I will “ruin my appetite.”


    So, in anticipation of getting neither a dessert nor a snack, I have been giving this “What’s next?” question some additional thought.


    Thus, I have now decided that “what’s next?” is that bonds will fall in price as interest rates rise a lot, because inflation in prices will rise a lot, because the money supply will rise a lot, because the ridiculously childish and simplistic Obama administration and Democratic Congress is promising to deficit-spend a couple of trillion dollars this year, which is a lot, almost all of which will be a lot of new money created by the despicable failure known as the Federal Reserve, and just for the purpose.


    Of course, nobody is listening to me, as it is nothing new, and I have been whining and complaining about this same stuff since 1991 and I have been really screaming my guts out in fear about it since 1997 when that creepy little bastard Alan Greenspan made the Federal Reserve start creating money and credit with what some could call “reckless abandon”, but which I officially refer to as “suicidal insanity that you can see by just standing up and looking around, and so how do you like your benign-sounding ‘reckless abandon’ now?”


    So instead of my usual method of tightly-reasoned argument (screaming in the face of anyone who disagrees with me to silence them under an onslaught of sheer decibels, bad breath and musky bodily odors), I will save myself the trouble of such tiring histrionics and merely show them the article in the Wall Street Journal titled “Fed Treasury Purchases Debated” by Min Zeng, where we read “Treasury investors, time to fasten your seat belts.”


    Now, there are many times in my life where it was good advice to fasten a seat belt, and it sounds like good advice now, too, because “With interest rates already near zero, policy makers are likely to focus their debate on unconventional measures – so-called quantitative easing – to increase the nation’s money supply and jolt the economy out of recession”!!!!


    Perhaps you are one of the people who noticed the four exclamation points that I added at the end of that sentence, which are there to correctly indicate to you that this idea to increase the money supply by printing money is the Single Stupidest Idea (SSI) in the whole history of economics for the last 4,500 years, and the reason that no nation does it is because it shows a serious mental defect in that nation’s leaders, its universities, its news media, and the people themselves because it is truly, truly stupid because it is truly, truly catastrophically ruinous every time anyone has tried it.


    And this is not to even mention the sheer, staggering stupidity of the term “unconventional measures”, which would seem obvious that, since they are unconventional, they don’t work, because if they worked, they would be conventional!


    For example, it is like when I was not having any luck getting a job and, in what seemed to be a stroke of marketing genius, I tried the “unconventional” approach, which was that I dressed for interviews like a beaver, wearing this big stupid beaver costume, to show that I was an “eager beaver” and by hiring me, they would get an industrious worker! Get it? It’s unconventional! “How could it miss?” I figured!


    Well, I will not get into all the sorrowful details, but wearing a beaver suit is still unconventional because it was a total flop, and I dribbled taco juice down the front of the costume and I had to pay to have it cleaned, and there was that unpleasant incident with the receptionist who wouldn’t let me in and who kept screaming at me, “Is this some cruel joking reference to my big beaver?” for some reason. So I snort with scorn at “unconventional.”


    And as for unconventional child-rearing, as another example, I have learned that no matter how many times you explain that you are providing a warm, safe, cozy, dark, womb-like, zero-stress environment for nap time, they still call it “locking the kids in the closet all afternoon” which it is, I suppose, technically, but the point is not the wording of the indictment, but the fact that the law says you can’t lock them in there, which I did not know, and such information should have been posted on the closet door when I moved into this crap-hole apartment with the damned kids in the first place, and now I was being required to waste a lot of my Precious Mogambo Time (PMT) attending Parenting Skills Class because it wasn’t.


    Sharp-eyed Junior Mogambo Rangers (JMRs), are like everybody else and could not give a crap about my life, but are different from most folks as they are attuned to four exclamation points at the end of the aforementioned famous quote, “With interest rates already near zero, policy makers are likely to focus their debate on unconventional measures – so-called quantitative easing – to increase the nation’s money supply and jolt the economy out of recession”!!!!


    Adjusting Junior Mogambo Ranger Decoder Rings (JMRDR) to the correct setting, this phrase is revealed to be a coded message that, when properly decoded, instructs you to “Buy more gold, silver and oil, because this deficit-spending around the world means that inflation in consumer prices is going to go freaking ballistic as a result of all of this money being created, not only from $2 trillion in deficit-spending here in America, but desperation-induced deficit-spending around the world, all horribly financed by central banks acting despicably, merrily making the money and credit to add to the money supply to carry out the despicable, deficit-spending wishes of despicable governments, and thus this whole thing is just a dinner bell going ‘Gong! Gong! Gong!’ alerting us greedy pigs to come waddling up and gobble up gold, silver and oil at prices that are so absurdly low that it makes us squeal in delight ‘Oink! Oink! Ooooooink!” which is, thankfully, not a reference to that whole beaver thing.”


    And to prove that there are a lot of JMRs out there to whom this inflation news is not news but is, rather, exactly what we have been expecting since the Austrian school of economics (Austrian Business Cycle Theory) has been fearlessly predicting exactly what we now have, Reuters.com reports that “Mints around the world say demand for gold coins has risen sharply as interest in the precious metal soars on the back of financial instability and concerns over the inflation outlook.”


    In fact, even we stupid Americans seem to be getting into the act, as “The United States Mint said sales of its one-ounce American Eagle gold bullion coins rocketed to 710,000 ounces in 2008, from 140,000 ounces a year before.”


    Whee! This investing stuff is easy!


    TRUE FISCAL INSANITY: CREATING MONEY TO BUY GOVERNMENT DEBT


    FEBRUARY 26, 2010


    I knew that something was amiss when I woke up and the house was quiet. Having the benefit of seeing a lot of movies where things were “too quiet”, I instantly knew that things being “too quiet!” meant that Indians were going to be attacking, or the Japanese attacking, or the Germans attacking, sometimes government goons rushing the place, or zombies, or the police. I dunno who, but you get the point.


    Grabbing the bare necessities (a couple of pistols, a few Uzi submachine guns, a rocket-propelled grenade launcher and a lot of spare ammunition) I rolled off the bed onto the floor with the idea of scuttling into the closet to cringe in a defensive posture, bristling with weapons, making my enemies stop and think before killing me, giving me, I figure, a additional three more seconds to live!


    Unfortunately, all those armaments were heavy, and it was pretty stupid of me to carry so much weight, now that I think about it, and I fell on the floor with a big clanking noise.


    Still, nothing!


    Then I saw why: it wasn’t attackers at all! The family had cleared out because my Mogambo Machine To Measure Magical Money (MMTMMM) was going nuts, banging and beeping, and clanging and cleeping, which is not even a real word, which only shows you how freaked out I still am when I instantly saw why: Federal Reserve Credit (the magical “money out of thin air” of story and song, which the gold standard would prevent), jumped a massive $31 billion last week – $31 billion in One Freaking Week (OFW)! – taking the total to a record $2.264 trillion.


    The banks, for their part, can take this new credit that has appeared, as if by magic, on their books, and loan out Huge Freaking Multiples (HFM) of this $31 billion, according to the Fed’s preposterously-low required fractional-reserve ratio which is (and has been for almost two full decades) almost a zillion-to-one, which (multiplying a zillion times $31 billion) is slightly more than, as I understand it, a freaking gazillion.


    Well, apparently, none of this reached the banks, as the Fed bought up, for itself in a disgusting orgy of monetization of government debt, in One Freaking Week (OFW), a massive $53.6 billion of “Securities bought outright”! The Fed created the money to buy government debt! Gaaaaagakkk!


    That last word, properly pronounced with a guttural ending, was to indicate another in a series of Timeless Mogambo Truths (TMT), which, in this case, is don’t eat a burrito while you are reading Bad, Bad News (BBN) because you will gag and choke, mostly because it makes a big mess all over everything and the guy in the next cubicle starts whining, “Hey! Stop spitting on me!”, but also because transcripts of the people bugging your office will read it as “unintelligible, followed by gagging and choking”, which proves my point about eating burritos while reading BBN, although I am not sure if it works with, for example, tacos, so they are still OK as far as I am concerned.


    In case you were wondering how much credit the Federal Reserve has made, so that it can use up some of it to buy, for itself in a loathsome fraud known as “monetizing the debt”, government debt, that particular horrific total comes to a record of $1.967 trillion, which is an astonishing $1.397 trillion higher than this time last year!!


    As you would expect, the money supply is still rising, and the monetary base rose a whopping $56 billion in the last week, which is more than $560 for everybody in the Whole Freaking Country (WFC) that has a non-government job! In One Freaking Week (OFW)!


    As Junior Mogambo Rangers (JMRs) know, perhaps intuitively or perhaps because I (as a proxy for the Austrian school of economics but who, if you call them up and ask them, say, “We never heard of this Mogambo person you speak of! Goodbye!”, but you can tell by their suspicious change of mood that they have) never seem to shut up about inflation being properly defined as an increase in the money supply and that inflation in consumer prices is a result of that, and here it is!


    This increase in the money supply usually, firstly, has a stimulating effect or, in our case, prevention of the Big Freaking Bust (BFB) and economic devastation that we so richly deserve for a ridiculous, laughable half century of experimental socialist governmental deficit-spending and “putting every leveraged dollar to work!”, and the abysmal, total failure of the loathsome Federal Reserve to control the money supply so that the damned government couldn’t do crap like that without entering the money marketplace and bidding for the funds, like any other borrower, thus driving up interest rates, which made the economy slow down, which infuriated worker/voters, and the government would stop doing that fiscal incompetence immediately, or as soon as the next election rolled around, ignoring the possibly of a recall election in the interim, or even a general insurrection and revolution, perhaps ending with the people carrying me on their shoulders, a hero to rule the country as Emperor Mogambo (EM) who immediately installs a gold standard to protect the people’s money from inflation (which keeps from making the poor poorer because of the inevitable higher prices that the additional money causes), and, also as a treat for all my adult loyal subjects, dovetailing the arrival of 3-D TV with hearty encouragement to develop, at great speed, a brave, new world of 3-D pornography, leading America to a new golden age in many, many, many ways! I can hardly wait!


    In the meantime, however, accumulate gold, silver and oil, especially using some kind of Dollar-Cost Averaging scheme, which has not been improved upon, either in its simplicity (you spend the same number of dollars per month, month after month) or its efficacy; it kicks butt over a long trend, as you are always buying more when they are cheap, and you buy less when they are more expensive.


    Or, if you are like most people, you are an impatient, greedy little bastard who wants to make the biggest, most maximum profit possible, as soon as possible, by taking maximum risk that gold, silver and oil will never be cheaper than they are now, then you should rush out and buy as much gold, silver and oil as possible Right Freaking Now (RFN), exhausting every source of credit you can get your clutching, grasping little hands on, and then selling the kid’s stuff and buying more gold, silver and oil with that money, too!


    Somewhere in between these extremes you will find yourself, my budding Junior Mogambo Ranger (JMR)! The effects of massive increases in the money supply (horrifying inflation) will lead you to True Mogambo Enlightenment (TME) about how economics really, really works, and in a blazing moment of incandescent, transcendent clarity, you will suddenly realize you have to buy gold, silver and oil, right away, because, “Whee! This investing stuff is easy!”


    NEW WORLD ORDER: FOOD PRICE INFLATION; HOUSE PRICE DEFLATION


    JANUARY 25, 2011


    You can tell by my bleary, bloodshot eyes, my rumpled appearance, my musky aromas and my overtly hostile attitude that I have been holed up in the Mogambo Armageddon Bunker (MAB), scared out of my mind about the inflation in prices that is surely going to consume us, thanks to the unholy Federal Reserve creating so incredibly much, so stupendously much, so astoundingly much, So Freaking Much Money (SFMM).


    Naturally, as a lunatic-fringe Austrian Business Cycle Theory kind of guy, and one who has also seen the terrifying 4,500-year historical record of fiat currencies, and being an ordinary guy who is also paranoid and scared enough as it is without the added terror of this inflation thing, I am furiously buying gold, silver and guns, the latter item to protect the two former items, which will be so valuable in the collapse that I can buy anything I want, any time I want, anywhere I want, which you have to agree is a really nice way to get through a hyperinflationary collapse!


    Of course, it won’t be inflation in the prices of all things, but more inflation in things that foreigners want, too (food, energy, pornography), but deflation in things that foreigners do not want (your house, your car, your job).


    Since there is no word for that, we turn to George Ure at UrbanSurvival.com, who calls it LifeFlation, and defines it as when, “Things you need – like food – go through the roof. Things you don’t need, like a fourth car, an airplane, a motor home, and so on, collapse.”


    And so with a smug look of self-satisfaction on my face to finally have someone on my side instead of the usual “me against everyone,” I now point to the roaring inflation in the cost of food around the world (which people need), as evidenced when Ed Steer’s Gold & Silver Daily gleaned that “Food inflation is alive and well in India,” which he learned from the Times of India headline “Inflation up to 18.32% on veggie prices”, which seems bad enough without continuing on that “Among the individual items, onions became dearer by 82.47 per cent on annual basis, while eggs, meat and fish became costlier by 20.83 per cent, fruits by 19.99 per cent and milk by 19.59 per cent.”


    This is a dismal list that, thankfully, did not mention any price rises for yummy pizza, or delicious tacos, or any price rises for those crispy little Spring rolls that taste so good with that gooey red sauce, so that is at least something to be thankful for, I guess!


    Anyway, contrast this harrowing inflation in the prices of food with actual deflation in assets, as Zillow.com reports that home prices went down for the 53rd month in a row, which is (if my math is correct) more than four years, which is the worst slump since the 25% fall in housing prices during the Great Depression!


    And yet the Federal Reserve, which created all the money necessary to finance this insane bubble in housing that has been deflating for 53 months in a row and has caused almost 3 million foreclosure actions in 2010 with 1 million actual foreclosures, is still there, operating business-as-usual! A total, catastrophic failure, and yet the Federal Reserve remains totally untouched!


    “Outrage and a call to action” is one thing, but it was just too cold and snowy to consider rising up in open rebellion, marching upon the Federal Reserve as an angry mob, with photogenic flaming torches and pitchforks being brandished in a menacing manner, intent upon casting out an evil and re-installing the gold standard to the USA


    So, since I was snowed in, I had a lot of time on my hands to think about, you know, things.


    One of them was the realization that this is the year I turn 64, which reminded me of the Beatles tune that had the line “Will you still need me, will you still feed me, when I’m 64?”


    For a moment, everything seeming so warm and cozy, and the thought crossed my mind to do some of that touchy-feely “bonding” crap that families “do” these days, based on, as far as I can tell, some whacko academic theorists and self-promoting hucksters I never heard of, based loosely on statistics that actually prove my point: Mean-spirited, hateful children are obviously spawn of the devil who deliberately make their fathers so crazy that the continual familial dysfunction finally results in barely-controlled rage and a secret thirst for revenge. QED, damn it! QED!


    I mean, it’s always something with kids! Always wanting me to go bankrupt by giving them money, instead of my using all of our money to buy as much gold, silver and oil as we can, as protection against the inevitable roaring inflation in prices that is guaranteed by the Federal Reserve creating so much excess money so that the federal government can borrow it and spend it to sustain an idiotic, bankrupted, suicidally-dysfunctional, cancerous, government-centric economy financed by the triple evils of a massively over-produced fiat currency, insane levels of fractional-reserve banking, and a federal government continually deficit-spending.


    And if it is not “the money thing” with these kids, then it is them whining for me to drive them somewhere so that they can visit their stupid friends, or take them to some stupid after-school function, or to the mall, or go to some expensive emergency room complaining of some ailment that probably would have gone away in a few days or weeks by itself anyway, or maybe they would have just gotten used to it after a few months.


    I say to them, in my defense, “I mean, consider that our incomes as not going up, but prices are, so something has to give!”


    In practical experience, this means that it is no wonder that so few people buy gold and silver, although they know they should, and would if they could, but if they did, they would find it so easy that they would, too, spontaneously shout, “Whee! This investing stuff is easy!”


    JUNIOR MOGAMBO RANGER (JMR)


    APRIL 3, 2012


    Talking to Junior Mogambo Ranger (JMR) Phil S. about the news that growth in the Chinese economy has slowed and how this is so calamitous, my clever comments were confined mostly to laughing in Contemptuous Mogambo Derision (CMD) at the whole idea, like some conceited hotshot know-it-all, like me, is worried about economic growth in China when the aforementioned conceited hotshot know-it-all knows -- for a fact! -- that there is almost nothing that can stop China’s economic growth.


    Why? Because a huge, HUGE chunk of the world’s population, unburdened by personal debt and low incomes that are rising, is now demanding dazzling television sets, fancy phones, yummy frozen pizzas, smokin’ hot pornography, and, I assume, a big butt-load of tequila and Margarita mix to kind of, you know, top it all off.


    I realize that you probably can’t readily see that I am going somewhere with this, and you are wondering “I wonder where Mogambo Big Stick (MBS) is going with this? And if I did know, would it be as stupid and banal as everything else MBS has ever said? And since I know that everything ever said by MBS was stupid and banal, what is wrong with ME that I am reading this Worthless Mogambo Crap (WMC) in the first damned place?”


    Well, I have good news and bad news. The bad news is that there IS something wrong with you, but the good news is that your waiting and wondering is almost over, because it turns out that I really AM going somewhere with this, and that somewhere, after a lot of twisting and turning and finally encompassing the Whole Freaking World (WFW), is to buy gold, silver and oil.


    To that end, I note that the Financial Times writes that “China is importing record amounts of crude oil: Beijing needs to fill a bigger gap between surging oil demand and falling domestic oil output.”


    This is, as you will realize in a moment, the perfect time for the new Mogambo Pop Quiz (MPQ), which is modeled after the Real Life For Us Chumps Out Here (RLFUCOH) paradigm, in which for which there are no rewards for successfully answering the question, but for which there is ridicule, contempt and devastating loss for getting it wrong.


    So, without further ado, the MPQ, with everything riding on the answer, is “With surging demand for oil from the largest segment of the world’s population, but a falling supply of Chinese domestic oil production which is unfortunately coincident with the worldwide phenomenon of falling new supplies of oil (the famous Peak Oil phenomenon), exactly who but a Complete Freaking Idiot (CFI) would NOT buy oil stocks when even the most utterly dimwitted, lowlife, low-IQ, brain-damaged, jerkface nitwit can fearlessly forecast a future of fantastic fortunes as a felicitous fate for those who own oil stocks when demand goes up but supply goes down.”


    This, of course, is not only an embarrassing and outrageous example of completely gratuitous alliteration, but is also undoubtedly the best investing advice you will ever hear, and the only -- the only! -- advice to be distributed exclusively under the brand name Mogambo Best Advice You Will Ever Hear (MBAYWEH).


    And as for gold and silver to join oil as the remaining two pieces of the glorious triumvirate comprising the Mogambo Best Advice You Will Ever Hear (MBAYWEH), their fabulous fate is also guaranteed, this time by an article in Forbes magazine by James Dorn titled “The Federal Reserve’s Crony Capitalism” where he writes that Bernanke was asked about his “targeting” monetary policy to achieve 2% inflation in consumer prices, and Bernanke replied “that the real purpose was to ‘avoid deflation.’”


    I remember that I laughed the famous Mogambo Laugh Of Scorn (MLOS) at this startling stupidity, predictably getting a lot of flecks of spittle all over everything, a disgusting spectacle made more mocking and disrespectful by simply noting that the whole insane concept of “avoiding deflation” at the cost of inflation is not mentioned anywhere in the mission statement of the loathsome Federal Reserve, economics textbooks, economic history, or anywhere else in the universe, for that matter, because it is Too Freaking Insane For Words (TFIFW).


    In fact, the mission of the Fed is the exact opposite! The Fed is charged with preserving price stability (definition: zero percent inflation), to prevent monetary booms and busts, which is the Exact Freaking Opposite (EFO) of what this evil horse’s ass Bernanke admits actually trying to do to us! Treachery! Beyond treachery!


    But, lest we forget, it is the evil Ben Bernanke’s predecessor, the truly satanic Alan Greenspan, as chairman of the Federal Reserve from 1987-2006, who is the One Guy You Can Point To (OGYCPT) as being totally responsible for everything being so bad, because he’s the one who started creating all the money that made all the busts possible.


    Fortunately (and I say this with a HUGE sigh of relief), Greenspan’s and Bernanke’s monumental idiocies in creating too much money for so long are what made it possible for low-IQ proletariat trash like me to get rich, rich, rich just by buying gold, silver and oil.


    Otherwise we would have to (shudder) work, or marry somebody who has a lot of money. Unfortunately, being stupid and lazy precludes the former for me, and being an old, hateful, paranoid, gold-bug, gun-nut, Constitution-loving, raving lunatic moron precludes the latter.


    And yet I will prosper just by buying gold, silver and oil, you say? Whee! This investing stuff is easy!

  


  

  
    CHAPTER 5


    MR. MOGAMBO'S NEIGHBORHOOD
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    “The money powers prey upon the nation in times of peace and conspire against it in times of adversity. It is more despotic than a monarchy, more insolent than autocracy, and more selfish than bureaucracy. It denounces as public enemies all who question its methods or throw light upon its crimes. I have two great enemies, the Southern Army in front of me and the bankers in the rear. Of the two, the one at my rear is my greatest foe.”


    ~ Abraham Lincoln


    GOLD'S ETERNAL TRUTH


    FEBRUARY 26, 2007


    All of this economic stupidity will end in tears (as it always has) as inflation in prices destroys economies by destroying a lot of people’s lives. That is the problem with creating money: It shows up in prices, higher and higher. And after awhile you get really sick and tired of hearing the whining and complaining of your family about how they can’t afford to buy anything, and how it is all your fault just because you are lazy and stupid, and how you are the worst parent and worst husband in the whole world. Then one day you find yourself thinking of murder-suicide scenarios and what the newspaper headline would say, until you say to yourself, “Whoa!”


    Better that you start thinking about robbery, or better yet, getting money that does not depreciate in the first place – gold. And if you also want a little capital gain with that buying-power-security, then Nick Barisheff at Bullion Marketing Services Ibbotson Associates has some news that will be of interest to you. It concerns the Eternal Mogambo Truth About Gold (EMTAG).


    He claims that he has never heard of the EMTAG, but notice that he does not explain how he stated it exactly when he said, “It takes fewer ounces of gold to buy a house, a car, the Dow, or almost any other good or service than it did in 1971.” And even more damning, he admits that he said, “Gold will continue to increase in purchasing power as long as its inflation rate (mine supply) is lower than the increase in the money supply.”


    In case you were wondering, like me, he added, “Mine supply increases by about 1.5% annually.”


    So (and this is so exciting!) as the money supply has been expanding by almost 12%, you would certainly expect gold to rise in price? Well, that is exactly what has happened, QED (picking my own entry and exit points to skew the data the way I want)!


    And, since the money supply is still expanding exponentially, you can also certainly expect the price of gold to continue to go up, too! Whee!


    Michael Nystrom at BullNotBull.com hears me chortling and giggling like a little girl in my childish glee about the coming rise in gold, and notes that Robert Prechter has pointed out that “the nominal Dow peaked at 381 in September 1929, and today it is hovering somewhere around 11,500, a 30X increase over 77 years. Not bad, right? But amazingly, measured in gold, the recent Dow highs are actually right about where they were at their 1929 peak!”


    For those interested in the actual details, he says, “It took 18.5 ounces of gold to buy the Dow on September 3, 1929. On May 10, 2006, it took 16.5 ounces of gold, so it is actually cheaper.”


    So gold made slightly more gains! Hahaha! He adds, “As Dr. Gold would put it: One dollar won’t buy what it did in 1929, but one ounce of gold (about $20 at the time) sure will (about $650 today)!”


    I see the audience getting up to leave, obviously taking the lesson to heart, and are going out to get some gold immediately. I am suddenly in a panic, as I need them to come back for the next part of the presentation, where I hopefully sell them a sizable interest in my exciting, new Mogambo Time-Sharing Investment (MTSI)! So I leap up, seize the microphone, and order them all to come back and sit down – right now! – or I will hunt them down, one by one, and shoot them through the head. But, as usual, nobody listens. They continue to stream out, only now making rude hand gestures at me.


    And I could hardly blame them for their disinterest. I am as full of empty bluster as I am full of crap about most things – as long as you don’t keep pestering me, like that stupid credit-card reader at the damned grocery store that kept pestering me, pestering me, pestering me to “Enter PIN number”, and I keep telling it that I don’t HAVE a PIN number. It’s a credit card, you stupid machine, and it keeps beeping, beeping, beeping for me to “Enter PIN number”, and I am yelling that I don’t have a damned PIN number, dammit. And it is still beeping, and we’re all yelling and beeping, and after awhile I grab a can of stewed tomatoes and shout, “You want my PIN number? Is that what you want? Okay, here’s my PIN number, you damned beeping machine from bleeping hell!” I was winding up to really smash that hateful little device to little tiny pieces when the ashen cashier said, “I’ll enter your credit card number from here, sir! Just don’t kill me or break the machine!” which I figured was a fair compromise. So I said, “Okay.”


    But nobody was pestering me; in fact they were doing the opposite by leaving. But I could not blame them for leaving to buy more gold, either, as this is the everlasting beauty of gold: It has preserved buying power over the last century, and over the millennia, while I laugh the Haunting Yet Scornful Laugh Of The Mogambo (HYSLOTM) at the dollar, the greenback dollar, the bigshot dollar, the Almighty Dollar, which has lost about 97% of its buying power in just 94 years, which it will never get back! And it had a 30% decline in buying power in just the last few years!


    So if you have not had a net-of-tax, net-of-expenses, net-of-fees, net-of-everything profit of 43%, measured in nominal dollars, in the last four years, then you lost buying power, chump! Hahaha! So much for the promises of “investing for the long haul!” Hahaha! You invested a $20,000 car and netted a $25,000 bicycle!


    Well, my laughter rang hollow in the now-empty room, as none of the audience came back, and now I am still stuck in my own crappy, dilapidated house, instead of being able to unload that eyesore on a bunch of suckers in the Mogambo Time-Sharing Investment Scam (MTSIS).


    Thinking quickly, I deduce one other good idea to make a lot of money, enabling me to get out of this dump and say “goodbye” to family, friends and angry creditors: Maximize some profits from the guaranteed rise in gold, that can supposedly be estimated by (for one thing) the percentage change of the fall in the dollar.


    It’s a lot, I know that, but now much is all over my head, of course, and it’s all academic anyway. That is why we turn to Puru Saxena, in his Money Matters newsletter. He reports that the shares of gold mining companies go up when gold goes up, like you would expect, but (even better!), they go up as a multiple of the rise in the gold itself! He reports, “So far in this bull-market, mining stocks of precious metals have on average outperformed physical bullion by 300%. In other words, investors who bought the mining shares made three times more money than those who bought the physical bullion.”


    I seem to remember that this is also what happened after the stock market crash in the ’30s, and everywhere else before and since then, too, when the government acted stupidly.


    Like in Argentina now, where President Kirchner just had a government statistician fired when, as the Wall Street Journal put it, “she refused to alter the ‘methodology’ used to calculate inflation in January. Armed guards then escorted a political appointee to replace her.” Hahaha!


    Mogambo Memo (MM) to Argentinians: Buy gold now, while your money still has some buying power, because you will soon be screwed otherwise!


    Speaking of actual money, Bob C. was wondering about the acronym “FIAT” when used to describe our “money”. He says, “I believe it is short for Financial Instrument Administering Theft, but I am not sure. Could you please confirm? Thanks!”


    I can, and will, answer that question in genuine Inscrutable Mogambo Gibberish (IMG)! With a phony-baloney gravitas, my voice resonates, “No, it isn’t, but at the same time, yes it is. Thank you for coming. Please leave a donation on your way out. A big one! Now scram!”


    INFACTION: THE ECONOMIC FACTOR THAT NEVER STOPS


    MARCH 2, 2010


    I am a guy who thinks that such huge explosions in money supplies around the world and the explosions in government deficit-spending around the world will lead to catastrophic explosions in inflation in prices, probably around the world.


    I am also a guy who thinks that inflation in prices is the Thing Most Feared (TMF) in the whole world in terms of total sheer misery and suffering, judging by the entire last 4,500 years of history, except for, maybe, the plague.


    Naturally, for one so dyspeptic and predisposed to paranoia because the people in charge are apparently overpaid, corrupt morons, I am visibly shaken at the news from Bloomberg that “The consumer-price index increased 0.2 percent for a fifth straight month, led by higher fuel costs, Labor Department figures showed today in Washington.” Yikes!


    Inflation never stops! Even in a recession/depression like we have now! It’s terrifying!


    Anyway, since insane levels of massive governmental deficit-spending of fiat money created by central banks is a world-wide phenomenon, there will be a massive inflation in consumer prices as a result of all of this unbelievably much new money being poured into the economy via governmental deficit-spending, and already the government is forced to report 2.6% inflation.


    This is actually down from last month’s 2.7% inflation, and so immediately I get angry emails from people saying, “Dear Mogambo Stupid Head (MSH), You say that inflation is raging because of all the money that the Federal Reserve is creating, so how do you explain Bloomberg reporting ‘Excluding energy and food, the so-called core index unexpectedly fell 0.1 percent, reflecting a drop in new-car prices, clothing and shelter’? You can’t explain it because you are stupid and you are wrong and everybody hates you! Sincerely, Anonymous Reader.”


    Well, as nice as it is to hear from my sister like that, it is doubly enjoyable this time because she is so wrong that I rate her as one who “has her own head up her own nasty butt” and I can hardly wait until Thanksgiving when everybody will be around the table and I can remind her of that ugly fact, getting back at her for what she said about me last year, by reminding her that she is so stupid (audience shouts out, “How stupid, Marvelous Manly Mogambo (MMM)?”) that she forgot to read farther into the article to learn that costs are being held down because “Even with higher production and material costs, US companies are reluctant to pass on the expenses to consumers”, which includes Wal-Mart, “the world’s largest retailer”, which “reported fourth-quarter sales that trailed its projection after cutting grocery and electronic prices” which, in a nutshell, explains why I am now screaming, “Inflation is here, you morons! It’s being temporarily absorbed by businesses and their stockholders making less money, and sometimes taking losses!”


    That ought to shut her up pretty good, I figure, and if not, then I’ll scream at her until she confesses that she did not consider that the government now uses Hedonic Measurements of inflation, such as how that turkey she is jamming into her pie-hole used to start getting stale and dried-out after a week or so in the refrigerator. But now, perhaps with the addition of small amounts of preservatives as part of a secret government experiment involving adding tiny little bits of nuclear waste during processing to produce enough radioactivity to kill all organisms that touch it, the leftover turkey will be just as tender and delicious a year from now as it is today!


    Maybe even glowing, so you can make a sandwich in the dark!


    This increased shelf life of the cooked turkey obviously increases the value of the turkey tremendously, and it also helps to deplete the nation’s nagging problem of its stockpile of dangerous, clumsy and expensive-to-store nuclear waste, producing a double benefit! Double!


    Thus, the government calculates that the new, extra benefits of having turkey available for consumption for more days of the year (which is not a problem for my sister since she seems to be eager to eat lots of food, and she’ll probably finish the turkey carcass off pretty quick!), and simultaneously achieving a profound social good of disposing of dangerous radioactive waste, means that the turkey can never go up in price! Only the rising price of the new benefits makes it LOOK like it, because it costs more dollars per pound! Hahaha!


    I am sure that she will come back with some of her stupid blah blah blah, but no matter what she says before I interrupt her, I am going to tell her that, even worse, the Labor Department report went on to say that “The CPI is the broadest of the three monthly price gauges from the Labor Department because it includes goods and services”, which was put in there to make you yawn and skip over the part that said that prices “showed 1.4 percent gains in both the cost of imported goods and wholesale prices in January”! Wowser!


    As I said, inflation is the only thing that makes sense when considering such unbelievable, incomprehensibly massive increases in government borrowing-and-spending, overshadowed only by the enormous increases of money created by the Federal Reserve, and which makes sense since every doofus is town is yammering about how “inflation is impossible” and how “deflation is the bigger problem” since deflation means that the over-indebted middle class, the over-leveraged rich, the bloated financial services industry and the socialist government would lose, while inflation would affect mostly the poor, which are always the ultimate victim.


    My suggestion to the poor? Buy gold, silver and oil immediately, because they will all rise right along with inflation, and probably more. Probably a lot more!


    And if you don’t think that “the poor” today, after a half century of one bleeding-heart Congress after another finding ways to give them money and benefits, cannot come up with twenty bucks a month to buy an ounce of silver, then you don’t know squat about “the poor” in America today.


    My suggestion to everyone else? Surprise! It’s the same! That makes it easy to remember, as in, “Whee! This investing stuff is easy!”


    GOLD BULLS BUST MYTHS


    MAY 3, 2010


    John Nadler at Kitco.com had a recent column with the terrific title “Who You Gonna Call? Mythbusters!”


    When I read that, I began to sing the song to myself! “Something strange, in the neighborhood. Who ya gonna call? Mythbusters! Something weird, and it don’t look good. Who ya gonna call? Mythbusters!” Wonderful!


    Of course I was impressed with the cleverness of Mr. Nadler, as it is perfect that he would use a line from Ghostbusters theme song to introduce a commentary with a gold theme and about the whole stinking economic situation, and I wish I had thought of it, especially since I now can’t get the theme song out of my head. “Who ya gonna call?” Hahaha!


    My happy mood was briefly spoiled by a moment of paranoia when I thought that he was referring to me and how I am a big fraud just because I don’t know what I am talking about, and I stopped singing long enough to sarcastically think of a rebuttal, probably in the, “Where the hell have you been, Nadler? Everybody already knows that I am an idiot! Hahaha! The joke’s on you!” vein.


    Thankfully, he was not referring to that at all, but instead is about one of the “myths”, which is that “gold is in a bull market”, as he cites as evidence “an online opinion poll conducted by Commodity Online, a majority of the respondents have hinted at a possible fall in gold prices in the near future, and better earning opportunities will come knocking on the door.”


    And note that this was no absurdly small sample size, carefully crafted to confirm a preconceived notion, like that infamous time when I deduced, from a sample size consisting of a single incident, that all American supermarket managers were idiots after that one time when I was particularly incensed at inflation in prices and demanded to see the manager at the grocery store.


    With a flourish, I pointed to my register receipt and commandingly said “$147.53!”, whereupon I turned and pointed dramatically to the pitiful few bags of groceries in the shopping cart before continuing, in a voice both loud and irritating, “You’re charging me $147.53 for that little pile of food, you little moron? This is an outrage! You and all your filthy retailing ilk are raising, raising, raising prices until we scream in outrage, and which shows, once again, how you had better have gold and silver to offset the inflation in prices that is killing us all – killing us, I tells ya! – as a result of the government’s gargantuan deficit-spending and the Federal Reserve accommodating that insane amount of borrowing-and-spending by, unbelievably, creating the insane amounts of money with which people, mostly the Federal Reserve, can buy their stupid bonds!”


    Then I asked him, pointblank, “Are you buying gold, silver and oil? Are you? Huh? Are you, punk?”


    Well, he just stood there with his eyes bugging out, looking at me, speechless, which I took to be a “no”, which is why I extrapolated, as I said, from this one sample that all managers were idiots, and why I said, “Then you’re a moron!”


    I later realized I was wrong in having such a small statistical sample, and I was wrong in calling him a moron, because the prices are not his fault, and thus it is wrong of me to blame him, and the only reason that I blame him is because the Federal Reserve won’t talk to me and wife and kids are whining, “Blame somebody else for awhile, because we are sick of it!”


    No, this was a huge sample, and was “A sample size of 21,600 respondents selected from across the globe”, and it came up with the surprising fact that “93%, or 20,100, of the total sample size opined that there would be a fall in gold prices due to a recent upbeat mood in the global equity markets.” Wow! 93%!


    Now many of you may look at this and say, “Hahaha! The idiot Mogambo is wrong about the necessity of buying gold, and probably everything else, too, and this proves he is an idiot just like we have all been saying all these years!”


    To these 20,100 people I reply that their forecast is, seemingly paradoxically to them, actually comforting news to me in my extreme, yet otherwise normal (considering the circumstances) opinion that We’re Freaking Doomed (WFD), and that gold will soar as the dollar, and all paper currencies, fall in purchasing power, thanks to such massive over-creation of money, in that it is an inescapable Cold, Hard Fact (CHF) that the majority of investors investing in a market must lose money so that a minority of investors can make a profit, and they will lose either nominal money (because their shares went down in price), or by inflation (in that their shares may have gone up by double, but the general prices of everything went up by triple), or both. Probably both.


    And so I stand up Proud And Loud (PAL) to say, with a wry smile of Mogambo Arrogant Self-Assurance (MASA), that if you are not buying gold, silver and oil in response to such monetary and fiscal insanity, then I not only laugh at you, but Laugh In Scorn (LIS) at your screwing up something so easy, so easy that one is compelled to squeal girlishly in delight, “Whee!”


    THE CONTINUING ARGUMENT OVER
 FISCAL POLICY


    JANUARY 31, 2011


    I note that a Bloomberg.com article reported that Jean-Claude Trichet – whom I refer to as “socialist moron Keynesian euro-trash halfwit,” but which everyone else refers to as European Central Bank President – is said to have said, while “speaking on behalf of the world’s central bankers,” that “the global economy has recovered better than expected, boosting inflation pressures in emerging markets.” Hahaha!


    What Mr. Trichet literally said is that, “It’s clear that it is extremely important that we all keep control of inflation expectations, and that calls for appropriate decisions,” which is actually a relief, because I hate it when something is extremely important, yet not in control, like when my wife is so mad at me about something that is, apparently, extremely important, yet her anger is so uncontrolled in that she is stammering in rage “You…you…you…!”


    And if I try to help her by asking, “What in the hell are you stammering about, now?” oddly enough, she gets worse! And her eyes kind of bug out, too! I mean, I can’t win here!


    You can see the kind of crap that I have to put up with all the time!


    And it doesn’t get any better with this Trichet character, either, as he says that it is clear, and that it is extremely important, to “keep control of inflation expectations” which, in this case, is apparently achieved by saying lying, stupid things like how the economy has recovered “better than expected,” which is only true if you expected the world to erupt in anarchist flames where everything gets destroyed in a hyperinflationary catastrophic bankruptcy that sweeps around the world while flying saucers invade the Earth and enslave us all, or Democrats invade the Earth and enslave us all, one’s as bad as the other, probably.


    And so, explains Mr. Trichet, the “recovery,” which is better than expected, is why price inflation is up! Hahaha!


    And the lie of a recovering economy makes it suddenly OK that the poor, and everyone else, for that matter, slip a little closer to starvation because rising prices for food and energy consumes all their income?


    What kind of crazy, demonic government is that? The same kind as America has, that’s what kind! Hahaha!


    And that – that! – is why I am a proud Tea Party member who wishes us the best, and who laments the fact that it is Far, Far Too Late (FFTL) to do anything, like a car going 90 miles an hour sailing off a cliff after careening crazily down a perilous and steep mountain road.


    As the car sails though the air, two guys inside are arguing, one saying, “More spending!” and the other saying, “Less taxes!”


    Now, there are those that do not understand that such examples of Real Mogambo Humor (RMH) are very, very subtle, and thus not suited to the masses, who do not see the glaring, obvious connection between comparative economic virtues of more spending or less taxes and the prospect of a speeding car going over a cliff and smashing onto the rocks below, everyone inside screaming in fear all the way down, until the sudden stop kills everyone in a horrible, gruesome death milliseconds before the car bursts into flames, destroying everything, including whatever the car landed upon, probably an endangered species of some kind, or somebody’s mailbox, which aren’t cheap.


    And when people gather around to see what happened, they will ask, “What happened?” If they did, then I would tell them that two guys in the car went over a cliff because they were arguing about fiscal policy when they should have been, instead, in total agreement to complain about the Federal Reserve creating so freakishly much money!”


    If I did, I am sure that they would look at me with those same blank looks of incomprehension and befuddled stupefaction that are on the faces of the people in the security video that shows I am peacefully standing in line, waiting for a cashier, and I am exercising my First Amendment rights by passing the time saying to the cashiers as I waited, “Take your time, morons! The longer you wait to ring up my sale, the utility of my purchase is still new and undiminished, even as my money becomes more worthless, losing purchasing value with every tick of the clock – tick tock, tick tock, tick tock! – because the foul Federal Reserve is creating $100 billion of new money Per Freaking Month (PFM)!”


    I expected, as I always expect, someone to say, “Well said! Well said, handsome, intelligent stranger to whom the bewildering world of economics seems but children’s toys!”


    Well, they didn’t. So you can see on the video where I tell them, “The Federal Reserve is creating money out of thin air so that the corrupt government can borrow the money and spend it, which increases the money supply, which distorts everything, leading to weird bubbles and busts, mostly busts, fads and flops, mostly flops, and inflation, inflation, inflation that is going to eat you alive!”


    This is when the security video shows the security guard coming over and asking me to leave, which I do, but not before saying, in my most melodramatic Mogambo eloquence and with a theatrical dismissive wave of my arm, “You have been warned, earthlings!”


    It’s too bad that the video does not have a sound track, and thus there is no official record of my voice trailing off into the distance, saying, “So buy gold and silver, you morons! Gold and silver!”


    I hope I did some good!


    SUPER MOGAMBO COMMENTS (SMC)


    MARCH 26, 2012


    A lot of people have been very quizzical lately, asking me things like “What in the hell is wrong with you, you idiot?” (to which I answer “If I knew that, don’t you think I’d stop taking these stupid pills, you ugly moron?”), and, of course, the ever-popular question “Are you as stupid as you look and sound?” (Answer “Yes”).


    Of course, these are only two completely random examples of the many, many questions I get asked on a regular basis. But lately, like I said, more and more people are asking about things that I classify as What To Do (WTD) questions.


    They plead and cry at me, as I am hunkered down safe inside my bunker, to come out, like I am some kind of idiot or something. Actually, they are idiots in not knowing what “bunker” means! Hahaha!


    Anyway, I can hear them whining and saying “Please come out and help us!” Soon tiring of hearing me laughing at them and mocking them (e.g. “Morons!”), they try a vain appeal to my vanity (where “vain appeal to my vanity” is some kind of clever literary thing that I can’t remember the name of, which I throw in for free to show you an example of the value inherent in each and every Mogambo Guru newsletter).


    “Wonderful Mogambo Genius (WMG)!” they plead. “Surely an intellect so powerful as yours that can come up with clever literary things like the one in the precious paragraph, a man with powers and abilities obviously far beyond those of mortal men, can help us!”


    Delighted at the smarmy, servile flattery, I ask, “Do you have gold, silver and oil like I have been advising you to buy for the last 15 years?”


    Soon I can hear them muttering among themselves, sounding like the bleating, dimwitted sheep that they really are. Finally, they admit that, alas, they have not bought any gold, silver or oil in the whole time. So I say, with a Huge Stinking Glob (HSG) of sarcasm and replete with Overtones Of Scorn (OOS) in my voice, “Then you people are idiots! Hahaha! You’re going to die, you idiots, because of your own idiocy! Die! Hahaha!”


    To which they reply, “We know! That’s why we need you to tell us What To Do (WTD), which is another of your brilliant acronyms, this one actually referred to in an earlier paragraph of this, your latest Brilliant Mogambo Prose (BMP).”


    Sensing a trap, I turned up the Volume Out control of the intercom to a terrifying 11, a rare decibel level invented by the band Spinal Tap. Once adjusted, I screamed so loud into the microphone that my vocal cords still ache. With Occam’s Razor-like keenness, I bellowed “The answer is simplicity itself, you morons! Do anything you want! Anything! Do anything you can think of! Unfortunately, whatever you think of will not work, because nothing CAN work, you dumb-ass, lowlife, ‘free lunch’ losers!


    “Nothing -- repeat, nothing! -- can make staggering, bankrupting debt painlessly go away, you pea-brained idiots! Not somehow, not anyhow, not any way, not any day, not any time, not no how, which doesn’t rhyme, but now suddenly does, and not even with a thousand million tons of magic pixie dust.


    If it was possible to make debt disappear with nobody losing money, then everyone would have always done it! And we would doing it Right Freaking Now (RFN), you economically-illiterate morons!”


    Feeling smug and self-satisfied with myself for having provided such a good education on them, I turned off the intercom, intending to update my Double-Secret Mogambo Enemies List (D-SMEL) which, admittedly, has grown to unwieldy proportions over the years as a result of my rampant paranoia, and we are nearing that time when it will be more efficacious to merely list those people who are NOT on the damned enemies list.


    But how can I NOT add enemies?


    Like that snotty little grocery bagger at the grocery store who looked at me funny. Oh, you can be sure that HE’S on the list!


    Why? Because I could tell what he was thinking. “I know you, Big Mogambo Idiot (BMI)” he was thinking to himself. “I hate you!”


    I instantly used my Powerful Mogambo Powers (PMP) to read his mind to find that he hates me because I am a brilliant and handsome economist who has -- mirabile dictu! -- achieved True Mogambo Enlightenment (TME) that the Austrian Business Cycle Theory is the only true economic theory, and (as a corollary) that the laughably inept economists are neo-Keynesian econometric dunderheads, particularly Princeton neo-Keynesian econometric dunderheads, who should all be rounded up in a big mooing herd and kept in some kind of corral until we build enough dank, fetid, stinking hellhole dungeon cells in which to keep them so that they, as the saying goes, “Don’t scare the women-folk or the livestock” with their incredible, unbelievable, idiot-savant smug gullibility and complete lack of independent, critical thinking that would have instantly made them say, as I say, as all Junior Mogambo Rangers (JMRs) say, indeed as all thinking people around the Whole Freaking Globe (WFG) say, “This stupid Keynesian crap of continual government deficit-spending to replace lost consumer spending, financed by the evil Federal Reserve vastly expanding the money supply, is a Big Stinking Load (BSL).


    When he was finished bagging my groceries, I naturally confronted him, accusing him of plotting against me and probably being a closet Keynesian who deserved being dragged into the street and handed over, bound and gagged, to angry mobs. He denied it, of course (the little liar!), and then he suddenly got really nervous for no reason that I could see, so that’s how I really knew he was guilty.


    His treachery is why he is on the enemies list, and, even worse for him, I will not tell him to feverishly buy gold, silver and oil stocks when, like now (in spades!), the money supply is hyper-expanding and the national debt is being increased so terrifyingly much, for so terrifyingly long, to such terrifying levels.


    Then, without this Crucial Investing Knowledge (CIK), this hateful little snot-faced bag-boy will end up broke, filthy, homeless, and starving in the gutter. That will be my sweet revenge! Hahaha! I shall laugh at him and his suffering!


    But caution: Instead of celebrating just another bagboy getting what he deserved, heed the essential lesson to make sure that this tragedy won’t happen to you: Buy gold, silver and oil today, and buy them Every Freaking Day (EFD) of your miserable life, and only then will you thankfully never hear the mocking and scornful voice of the Mogambo wafting over you, stinging and magnifying the bitter pain of your laying broke, filthy, homeless and starving in the gutter.


    And probably cold sober, too, making it all worse, whereas buying gold, silver and oil is a happy thing, as in “Whee! This investing stuff is easy!”


    THE NUMBER ONE UNFORGIVABLE SIN OF ECONOMICS (NOUSOE)


    JUNE 22, 2012


    I remember that I involuntarily screamed and spasmodically clutched my chest in some kind of sudden cardiac event when I learned to my horror that the evil Federal Reserve has announced a continuation of their insane money-creation schemes for another year at least.


    This is supposed to keep interest rates low by flooding the bond market with oceans of new money to drive bond prices up (and hence yields down).


    But the low interest rates will also, theoretically, encourage the stock market to go up, which is actually the whole point of it all.


    This, unfortunately, was made necessary by the sheer staggering stupidity of everyone investing everything, including their entire future lives, in the stock market.


    Indeed, as Dave Gonigam in Agora Financial’s 5- Minute Forecast said, “stock prices are what it’s all about for the Fed”, and then quoting Ben Bernanke saying that a rising stock market “will boost consumer wealth and help increase confidence, which can also spur spending.”


    I am, predictably, outraged! Outraged, I tells ya! I mean, if I pay $10 to buy a share of a company which makes $1 in earnings, but I am richer if strangers in a rigged market bid the stock up to $100, to buy the same $1 of earnings? Hahahaha!


    I don’t know why I am laughing, because on top of all my other repressed and expressed angers about all kinds of outrageous things, I am outraged anew that most of the money, created by the evil Federal Reserve out of thin air, which increases the money supply which increases prices which hurts the poor, was used to buy new government debt! Gahhhh!


    Monetizing the debt! To the tune of trillions of dollars! Gaaahhh! I can’t believe my own eyes! My chest hurts again! My heart is painfully pounding again! Arrgghh!


    Monetizing the debt is the Number One Unforgivable Sin Of Economics (NOUSOE) across the entire universe. And if this kind of monumental, abject stupidity gets back to Zorggk, Supreme Commander of this whole quadrant of the galaxy, who thinks that Earthlings (which my people call “Maize people”) are an irredeemably stupid species deserving of immediate extinction, we’re probably toast!


    Part of it all, he is sure to find out, is caused by the gaping current account deficit (essentially the trade deficit), which is still falling, faster and faster, down to around $470 billion a year.


    This is money that is, theoretically, lost when imports exceed exports. Poof! Gone! Slipped from hands of Americans and into the hands of foreigners, but, I hasten to add, with cross-border ownerships, taxes, tariffs, fees, bribes, tax-evading shenanigans, government corruption and incessant meddling, who the hell knows what a “current-account deficit” really is anymore?


    Plus (and this is the biggie reason why I am so apprehensive), Zorggk himself, for amusement and with a gluttonous appetite for money and profit, is betting on a rise in gold and silver here on Earth (which my people call “Maize”), which, unfortunately, haven’t done much, investment-wise, in quite a while.


    So he is especially peevish about not getting the expected double-digit increases from his investments in gold and silver, despite my telling him that it would be the Best Can’t-Lose Investment Idea You Ever Heard (BC-LIIYEH).


    To be fair, this is the same thing that I told my family, any friends I once had, and the people who said they were my friends but just wanted me to give them money and/or stab me in the back the first chance they got, the bastards.


    “Buy gold, silver and oil!” I told them, and when they didn’t listen, I told their children that their parents were stupid for not buying gold, silver and oil, and I told them all some more, and then more, and more, until they screamed “Enough about buying gold, silver and oil! We have heard it, and we have had it with hearing you say it, you creepy, horrible old man! And get out of our damned way so that we can get to the produce section and get some damned lettuce and a couple of spuds so that I can get out of this stupid grocery store and away from you!”


    And, since we are talking about it, I also told YOU to buy gold, silver and oil, and I also told total strangers and anyone who lets me get near enough to them, usually by sneaking up on them from the rear, to unforgettably-scream at them “We’re freaking doomed, you moron! Buy gold, silver and oil against the calamitous inflation in prices, the inevitable result of an unholy, un-Constitutional treachery of a fiat currency un-tethered to gold, insane levels of fractional-reserve banking where hundreds of dollars are created out of thin air for every measly penny of new deposits, a national debt more than equal to GDP ($15 trillion), with a staggering accrued liability measured in hundreds of trillions of dollars, a huge suffocating government running amok on monstrous deficit-spending, and the foul, filthy Federal Reserve creating outrageous amounts of money to pay for it all!”


    To those who turned and replied, in their usual blubbering incomprehension, saying “Shut the hell up, you moron!” or “Oh, damn! Not you again!”, I haughtily dismissed them with a mere wave of my insouciant hand -- away with thee, poltroon! -- as if brushing an insignificant bug from the table.


    On the other hand, there were those who were quizzical, along the lines of “What in the hell are you yelling about, you stupid old man who ought to be forced to take some kind of brain medicine, or locked up, or shot?”


    To these people I eagerly explained, as gently and kindly as I could, “Ha! That just shows how stupid you are, lard butt! Such insane levels of money inflation must always -- always, you hear me, you moron? Always! -- lead to price a destructive inflation, as evidenced by the fact that, for the last 4,500 years, inflation in the money supply has ALWAYS led to inflation in prices! What are you, some kind of drooling ‘free lunch’ moron or Democrat, as redundant as that is?”


    Usually, the conversation, as fascinating as it is, ends abruptly pretty soon after that. So I never got the chance to tell anyone that, currently, inflation is readily seen in the prices of bonds, their derivatives, the things tenuously tied to the bond market through other derivatives, and things about which I have probably never even heard.


    In fact, the long inflation in the money supply has already shown up in the prices of bonds, as tons of new money allows bidding for them so frenzied that it has driven bond prices to the moon and thus caused short-term interest rates to drop to -- literally! --zero!


    Buying a bond that pays literally zero! Wow! And on short-term paper, yield is less than 2% on the 10-year note!


    And this is despite the fact that price inflation, figured the old-fashioned, pre-Clinton, pre-Greenspan, pre-Boskin deception-and-fraud kind of way, is somewhere between a horrifying 8% and a stupefying 11%! Terrifying! We’re Freaking Doomed (WFD)!


    It seems to me that around in here, somewhere, that instead of screaming “We’re freaking doomed because of the evil Federal Reserve creating so much credit/debt and money, and the despicably corrupt Congress that encouraged them to do it,” I should instead make another suggestion that you, too, adopt the Best Can’t-Lose Investment Idea You Ever Heard (BC-LIIYEH), which is to buy gold, silver and oil to save yourself (and theoretically prosper beyond dreams of avarice!) from the coming, inevitable, roaring inflation in prices of food and energy that you need to exist, and the devastating deflation in the prices of the things you don’t need to exist.


    And if you do it soon enough, and the prices of gold and silver go up far enough as a result, I can thankfully, in a saving-my-own-butt kind of way, show Zorggk a smaller loss in his holdings of gold and silver, and indeed show him a very encouraging meteoric rising trend in their prices sooner rather than later!


    And this silly reacting-to-volatility is ignoring the dead-bang certainty of it all, which makes buying gold, silver and oil, truly, the Best Can’t-Lose Investment Idea You Ever Heard (BC-LIIYEH).


    And did I mention it’s easy, too? Certain and easy! Whee!


    GOVERNMENT'S MULTITUDE OF NEW OFFICES


    JUNE 29, 2012


    Alone in the Mogambo Bunker Of Solitude (MBOS), I crouch like a cornered rat in, as expected, the corner of the darkened room, hunched over a pizza-stained keyboard nestled behind crates of ammo, where I peck out my usual Hysterical Mogambo Tirade (HMT), which I have to do because when I confront people face-to-face at the stupid mall or at the stupid grocery store -- to give them the exact same information! -- they get all huffy! Cops are suddenly everywhere! Guns! Tazers! Pepper spray! Lawyers!


    Pretty soon you are thinking “Just don’t taze me, bro’!”, and it is at that moment that you are no longer productively using your time preaching The Gospel Of The Mogambo (TGOTM), quoting such investment gems as “Behold my words, halfwitted loser morons! Verily should thee buy gold, silver and oil as a prosperous line of defense against the destructive evils and travails of unfettered money creation, which forsooth leads to roaring, demonic inflation in prices, which will destroy us all in its murderous flames, as fearlessly proclaimed by The Mighty Mogambo (TMM) himself when he said ‘We’re Freaking Doomed (WFD) you halfwitted loser morons’!”


    But now, writing my typical Stupid Mogambo Crap (SMC) instead of directly haranguing and pestering people with it, I constantly have the overwhelming urge to read what I have just written (“Bah! Rubbish!”) and quote from the Declaration of Independence about how the evil British government, against which the American colonists were rebelling at the time, “has erected a multitude of new offices, and sent hither swarms of officers to harass our people, and eat out their substance.”


    As an aside, I always thought that “swarms” of parasites that “eat out the substance” of people would make a good sci-fi movie, especially if it had beautiful ladies prancing around in short skirts and who have devilish gleams in their eyes that unmistakably say “I want you, my Hot Mogambo Stud (HMS)! Who? This guy? He’s just an actor! It’s you that I really want! Take me, Mogambo! I’m yours!”


    But it was actually an informative email from a Canadian Junior Mogambo Ranger (JMR) named Phil S. that got me thinking of it this time, and although the actual content of his email eludes me now, I distinctly remember that I thought I was being quite clever and, you know, like, dude, so erudite when I responded to his message with -- you guessed it! --that very quote!


    With your razor-sharp brain already galvanized to action by adrenaline to fight-or-flight alertness by the preceding terrifying statistics, you have undoubtedly noticed that all the references to the government’s “multitude of new offices” from which is “sent hither swarms of officers to harass our people, and eat out their substance” have occurred three times in the last four paragraphs!


    Three times! And the only paragraph that didn’t was, instead, a terrific movie plot and deadly-accurate description of the government sucking the life out of you like some huge, glistening maggot, disgustingly slurping and gobbling you up, bit by slimy bit.


    Three times! I mean, what are the chances of that? Astronomical! And yet, there it is! Proof!


    Or perhaps it is just a replay of the last 4,500 years of history when innumerable, unremembered governments and kings despicably borrowed themselves into bankruptcy, and the awful things they did while uselessly flailing about in despicable desperation and panic.


    So it’s, sadly, again coming down to a stark choice between being eaten alive by price inflation and huge, mutant maggots, or, instead, prospering like royalty of old when gold and silver skyrocket in price because of all the price inflation from all the new money and credit created by the foul Federal Reserve to feed the gaping, deficit-spending maw of the ravenous, bankrupt government, (i.e. huge, mutant maggots), and bankrupt cities, and bankrupt banks, and bankrupt businesses, and bankrupt people.


    Suddenly, you realize it’s a no-brainer! Gimme that old-time gold and silver!


    Whee! This investing stuff is easy!


    GOSPEL OF THE MOGAMBO (GOTM)


    AUGUST 30, 2012


    I noticed that I don’t laugh as much as I used to, but I curse a lot more. I figure it’s because things economic are so serious and insistently suicidal lately.


    I still laugh at funny jokes, however, like the classic “Knock knock. Who’s there? Mogambo Guru. Mogambo Guru who? That’s what everybody says!” Hahahaha!


    Well, I am embarrassed to see that you are not laughing at what, I admit, is kind of an “inside joke”, referring, as it does, to the fact that I am so unknown, despite having delivered the best investment advice (which is to buy gold, silver and oil) for the last 20 Years In A Row (YIAR), and I remain unknown despite being the most paranoid, angry, cynical, suspicious, trigger-happy, gold-bug, Democrat-hating and completely wonderful guy that I (or anyone else) have ever known.


    And to tell you the truth, I am not sure the joke is actually funny at all, but I really get a kick out of the stupid looks on people’s faces when I tell them that stupid joke.


    Then, after waiting for them to ask “Who is this Mogambo Guru, obviously a fellow of intelligence, education and wit, of whom you speak?” I take a deep, sweeping bow as I proudly say “I am The Mogambo Guru!”


    Then I raise my head to give them a raised-eyebrow look, like I am waiting for them to finally -- finally! -- recognize who I am, and realize that they should know me, and love me, and stop calling me “annoying pinhead”, because I am famous or something.


    If they at least fake some insincere reply, perhaps something along the lines of at least smiling kindly to the crazy old man calling himself Mogambo Guru standing in line at the supermarket, then I will gently say to them “Yes, I am The Mogambo Guru! Live, and in person! Yes, The Mogambo, sent to Earth from a planet far, far away to tirelessly yammer, yammer, yammer his big, fat mouth to Earthlings such as yourself about the Gospel Of The Mogambo (GOTM), which specifically dictates the buying of gold, silver and oil when the money supply is being increased rapidly, and to build elaborate underground fortresses as a defense against the raging and looting by hordes of desperate, zombie-like leftist morons who think that ‘There is such a thing as a free lunch if the government borrows and spends enough money to fund enough government programs,’ and who are thus deservedly bankrupted and destroyed by inflation in prices, suffering mightily in the general destruction of the whole stinking, stupid, bloated, cancerously mal-invested economy, based, as it is, on massive government deficit-spending to force American will down the throats of the rest of the world, and to require universal equality of outcomes, per the completely-discredited Marxist idiocy by leftist morons who believe such ridiculous commie crap, and all financed by the foul Federal Reserve blithely creating the outrageously huge amounts money and credit out of, literally, thin air.”


    Usually at this point, for reasons that I don’t fully understand, they are not in the mood for conversation, being too busy gathering up their children and herding their precious tots around behind them, like protective barnyard chickens, their pleading eyes searching wildly for somebody to protect them or (with a little gratuitous disrespect) maybe score a nice, juicy worm to eat.


    Being distracted like they are, this is when I cleverly add the caveats that always surface sooner or later. “And yes,” I say to them, “I have noticed that the Gospel Of The Mogambo (GOTM) is a direct rip-off of my vague-yet-superficial understanding of the Austrian School of Economics, which I do purely in my quest for higher efficiency and efficacy, and which has nothing to do with my not being very bright and hence cannot come up with anything even vaguely original of my own, even though I have tried and failed so many times that I don’t even like to think about it anymore, and I am certainly not going to admit to it to some dumb-ass like you in the check-out line at some damned grocery store!”


    By this time, someone is usually crying and bleating “Please don’t hurt me or my kids, mister!” and the cashier, who has usually completely misunderstood the whole situation, is repeatedly pressing some stupid “panic button” to summon the manager, or somebody has called 9-1-1, or something. It’s always something.


    The point is that I know, by experience, that my time to help these people is growing short.


    So I quickly finish up by adding “And the indelible lesson of history is to buy gold, silver and oil, today, and every day, as much as you can, and for as long as you can when so much money and credit is being created! And then you, too, will happily say ‘Whee! This investing stuff is easy!’, as all else around you is going to hell!”


    But if they are NOT -- at least! -- polite to me, then I simply tell them “Go to hell, moron! You are obviously too stupid to understand the importance of buying gold, silver and oil when your own stupid government is allowing the evil Federal Reserve to create so insanely much money that We’re Freaking Doomed (WFD) to be destroyed by inflation in prices and total bankruptcy when interest rates rise! Go to hell! To hell with thee, I say, and thy Fruit Loops, too! HELL!”


    You have probably noticed two distinctly different references to hell. The reason for that is, of course, simplicity itself: Once the inflationary depression caused by all this new money being created by central banks really starts hitting, it will be truly hellish for everybody who does not own gold, silver and oil.


    For those who do own them, however, life will be much, much more pleasant. So much so, in fact, that they will be known to periodically smile enigmatically and softly say, for no particular reason, “Whee!”


    AT THE STORE


    NOVEMBER 20, 2012


    As I stood in the line at the grocery store, I watched the family in front of me, which reminded me of a Norman Rockwell painting; an all-American family, out happily shopping together, what with the mom, the dad, and the two little kids.


    As I watched, my heart went out to them, knowing that they had no clue as to the economic cataclysm that is going to befall all of them, especially the cute little kids. So I kindly stepped forward to help them.


    I leaned forward towards them and politely said “Pardon me, but I see that you are buying Froot Loops cereal for, I assume, your darling children. And speaking of Froot Loops, did you know that the horrid Obama deliberately deficit-spent a monstrous $1.5 trillion every year for the last four years, which was on top of the $2.4 trillion that the government already collected in taxes, fees, expenses, tip, tag and title?”


    Well, bless their hearts, they predictably tried their best to ignore me, and I could see them furtively looking around for a way to get away from me. Unfortunately, there were other shoppers in the checkout line ahead of them, blocking their path. And I had cleverly stationed my shopping cart between them and me, both blocking the aisle to prevent their retreat, and (very importantly!) keeping out of range.


    In their best interests, I earnestly continued my loud line of highly-instructional questioning by asking them “And did you know that his blithely increasing the national debt by a whopping, eye-watering, gag-inducing, terrifying six trillion bucks in 4 short years is equal to a staggering 40% of our $15 trillion GDP? That’s almost half of our Entire Freaking Economy (EFE)!”


    I could feel my panic growing as I continued instructing them “And did you know that it was all outrageously heaped on the aching backs of the 300 million overly-indebted men, women and children living in this country?”


    Out of the corner of my eye I could see the store manager coming towards us, huffing and puffing, with that “Oh, no! Not you again!” look on his stupid face.


    Instantly I knew that I had to make a crucial tactical decision: Whether or not to abandon my groceries, leap atop the checkout counter, run to the end to make a glorious, fabulous, flying leap towards the door and thus making my getaway, taking my leave with my standard shout of farewell, “Buy gold, silver and oil, you morons!”


    To do so, however, would be to suffer the sad, sorry loss of a lot of delicious “buy one, get two free” frozen burritos, and who knows when they are going to have a sale like THAT again? I mean, c’mon! What to do? What to do?


    I thought to myself “My time to educate these people grows short if I am to, heroically, before the manager gets here, teach these morons about how the evil Federal Reserve is creating So Freaking Much Money (SFMM) that inflation in prices will destroy those who do not wisely buy gold, silver and oil!”


    Quickly, I summed up by saying “And this is just the INCREASE in the national debt to an incomprehensible $16 trillion, which is already bigger than the aforementioned Entire Freaking Economy (EFE), which comes to a debt of $53,000 dollars for each of you two adults, and the two little tykes, too, which comes to a nice, round $212,000 just for YOUR little family. How you like them apples?”


    I was hoping they would, at least, enjoy my witty reference to apples as we are in a grocery store.


    But no. Seeing that I was getting nowhere with the adults, I turned to the kids and said, “Kids, enjoy that Froot Loops cereal, because soon prices will be so high that you will be eating horrible, soupy, microwave gruel, making the huge assumption that your folks will have a microwave oven and can afford the electricity to cook gruel, unless your parents wise up and start buying gold, silver and oil!”


    Just then, the little manager comes storming up and says, predictably, “You again?”


    I said “Yes! ‘Tis I, The Wise And Wonderful Mogambo (TWAWM), spreading the gospel of TWAWM, namely the revelation to buy gold and silver to capitalize on the guaranteed cataclysmic inflation in prices that you get whenever your idiot government is allowing the Federal Reserve to create so excessively much, so monstrously much, so stupendously much, so impossibly much money and credit. And proud to do so, sir!”


    I was thinking to myself, of course, “And there ain’t nothing you can do about it, you little bastard who probably has all his retirement funds idiotically ‘invested’ in common stocks and/or in the most ludicrously overpriced asset of all, namely bonds, and who is going to tragically get The Royal Screw Job (TRSJ) because of it.”


    The bad news is that the store manager stood there, glaring at me, the whole time I am in his stupid little store, and I am wisely keeping my mouth shut, just in case I put a lot of innocent frozen burritos in jeopardy.


    But the good news is not only did I, Mogambo, heroically help a young family with TWAWM, but when their turn soon came to check out, they just pushed their cart out of the way and ran out the door! I was able to start checking out right away! Great!


    It just goes to show you one more way, on top of a million other ways, that good things happen to those who buy gold, silver and oil.


    And that is, perhaps, also one more reason that people who buy gold, silver and oil say “Whee! This investing stuff is easy!”


    THE SOOTHING LULLABY OF THE JUNIOR MOGAMBO RANGER (JMR)


    JANUARY 22, 2013


    To vividly demonstrate how rude people can be these days, let me recount a recent experience at the grocery store.


    A guy, we’ll call him Tom, and he is coming across the parking lot to go into the grocery store behind me. I recognize him, and, for me, it was a kind of reunion, and I thought he would be as happy to see me as I was happy to see him.


    But he wasn’t.


    He had his ragamuffin wife and kids with him, and they were all apparently in some kind of bad mood as they trudged along towards me, and I could see them looking at me furtively, and hear them muttering amongst themselves “Oh, no! It’s that creepy old guy who is always trying to get us to buy gold bullion, silver bullion and oil stocks because the evil Federal Reserve has created so impossibly much money and credit that the inflation in prices will destroy us!”


    At this I kind of beamed, and was pleased that he learned something about monetary policy from our earlier encounter!


    Then I hear Tom say to his wife “And he even suggested that we dump the kids, because the deadweight burden of our own children will hasten our demise, and with the money we will save we could buy bullion because it is imperative that we own gold and silver, in which case we shall be rich, rich, rich, and then we can afford to get our own kids back, or buy as many new kids as we want!”


    Well, regardless of your politics, ethics, morality, having even a shred of human decency, or what kind of inhuman monster could think up such a despicable idea, you gotta admit that the logic is, nonetheless, iron-clad. But research shows that this “dump the kids and buy gold with the savings!” as a wealth-management idea never really, you know, resonated with investors.


    Now Tom, in a rude kind of ugly way, snarls “Get out of my way, you idiot!” at me as he hurriedly brushes past!


    Instantly, by virtue of my Mogambo Empathic Nature (MEN) combined with cursory brushes with genuine psychiatric/psychological mumbo-jumbo, I knew that 1) henceforth I would call him Turd-Face, and 2) that he was not actually angry with me, per se, but angry with himself.


    The reason is that he is now embarrassingly revealed as, obviously, not following my Fabulous Mogambo Advice (FBA), which was to buy gold, silver and oil because the foul Federal Reserve is killing us with roaring monetary inflation which will inevitably produce roaring price inflation and insuring that, from a purely objective and scientific perspective, We’re Freaking Doomed (WFD).


    And the Fed has created the dollars, and price inflation was created, and the Fed is, and price inflation is, and the Fed will continue to create untold trillions more dollars every year, and price inflation will continue to get horrendously worse from here until, as you probably suspected, the aforementioned We’re Freaking Doomed (WFD).


    But ol’ Turd-Face didn’t buy them, and now he is here, and to look at him is to pity him, where angels weep for him, and the mocking voice of The Wrathful Mogambo (TWM) rings out loud and clear, “Moron!”


    And speaking of rude, people ask me lots of rude questions, too, such as the popular question “Are you as stupid as you sound?”, and “Do you ever shut up?”, or the equally popular question “Do I have to call a cop?”


    The answers are yes, yes and no.


    Then again, sometimes they ask me intelligent questions, too, like about gold, as in “How much gold does the United States own, in total, including the gold stored at Fort Knox, and under the Federal Reserve, and probably at other places I don’t even know about, and nobody knows about, because all the records have been altered by a bunch of lying, traitorous crooks who are stealing the gold to finance the impending invasion of extraterrestrial spaceships coming to conquer the Earth?”


    Well, as far as “how much” gold there is, wikipedia.com lists the gold holdings of the “sovereign United States” as 8,133.5 tonnes of gold, which, at about 32,000 gold ounces per tonne, is 260.3 million ounces, which pretty much agrees with the figure of 261 million ounces claimed by the Federal Reserve, which, at $1,670, per ounce is a lousy $436 billion.


    Those of you who parse everything I say, perhaps looking for Secret Mogambo Messages (SMM) about the pending invasion of the Earth by alien creatures from beyond time and space, doubtlessly have noticed that I said that the entire gold holdings of the Federal Reserve is a “lousy $436 billion,” which I delightfully do with disdain because -- it’s no secret! -- it’s such a piece of chump-change!


    I mean, the damnable, bankrupting, moronic, treasonous federal government DEFICIT-spends that selfsame $436 billion every three months! Which doesn’t even count the $2.4 trillion spending in the federal government’s budget that IS funded by actual taxes, duties and fees! Hahaha!


    So, you can see why I am laughing at the gold in Fort Knox, when every bit of all that gold is only enough, measured in today’s dollars, to replace the federal government’s massive BORROWING for a few lousy months, and then the gold is all gone!


    And, perhaps more telling, is that every bit of gold held by the federal government would only pay for 6 weeks of government spending! Hahaha! What a public-relations faux pas, which rhymes with “Hahaha!”, which I point out for no particular reason, other than perhaps as a desperate cry for the help I so obviously need.


    This means that the Federal Reserve will, instead of selling the gold and looking like a bunch of chumps, print the $1.6 trillion to buy the newly-issued government bonds over the next year, which the government will spend, which will cause the money supply to go up, prices will have to rise, people will suffer and complain, the economy will slow, round and round with more money, and more inflation, and more suffering at every turn until everyone realizes We’re Freaking Doomed (WFD)! Doomed I tells ya!


    Which, if history is any guide, won’t be long in coming, and, unfortunately, there ain’t nothin’ that anybody can do to stop it. Soon and inevitable. Ugh. Ergo my dismal outlook on things economic.


    Sometimes this surprising fact is enough to elicit a life-changing, sudden, spontaneous flash of transcendental enlightenment, turning an average, unsuspecting man or woman, perhaps not unlike yourself in many ways, into an instantaneous, genuine Junior Mogambo Ranger (JMR).


    To be a JMR is to be characterized by being scared out of one’s wits by the irresponsible, insane, incomprehensible madness of current monetary and fiscal policies that guarantee soaring price inflation, leading to the JMR to feverishly buy gold and silver in a panic-driven mania at the dire dread of the darkening doom, and to take advantage of the fact that these precious metals are so laughably, insanely, ridiculously undervalued right now.


    The situation is indeed dire, and only the absolute, dead-bang, lead-pipe-cinch certainty that the prices of gold, silver and oil will go up, up and up, making oodles and oodles of luscious, life-changing, massive capital gains for its lucky owners, makes it all bearable.


    Hence the soothing lullaby of the Junior Mogambo Ranger (JMR): “Whee! This investing stuff is easy!”
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    The metamorphosis of taxes into weapons of destruction is the mark of present-day public finance.


    ~ Ludwig von Mises


    MORAL HAZARD, IMPUTED INCOME AND THE “GNAB GIB”


    MAY 26, 2003


    The Fed increased raw credit by $6 billion last week. Unfortunately, this number is not particularly remarkable these days.


    (In fact, I figure you are pretty grumpy that I would waste valuable ink to write about it, although I must assume that you are less upset than my wife, who helpfully points out that the lawn needs mowing a hell of a lot more than anybody needs me to point out the humdrum. So we will let it pass without further comment, except for a few muttered expletive-deleted, highly-caustic comments about the Fed and central banks in general, because that is the childish way that I act. But still, so caustic are my disparaging remarks that, in fact, I got blisters on my lips just from uttering them.)


    Sauntering over to the banks, we look around the lobby and notice the eerie silence. We hear only our own footsteps going clunk clunk clunk, echoing through empty rooms. The tellers are all looking forlornly at empty tills, and we see that depositors took a chunk of money out. The only activity seems to be in the number of jackasses taking out huge mortgages and loading wheelbarrows full of “re-fi” money into the trunks of their cars.


    Now, I don’t know where YOU live, and if I really wanted to know I suppose I could ask John Ashcroft because as the head of the new Secret Police State Here In America he knows many secret and shameful things about all of us already, and more and more all the time, but over in this neck of the woods it is Not A Good Sign (NAGS) when the banks can’t make loans, or won’t make loans, to anybody who wants to finance business activity, assuming that there are some, although for the life of me I can’t imagine who in the hell it would be.


    Imputed Income: Stupid Loans


    Come to think of it? Why would I expect banks to be loaning money, anyway?


    Exactly what is it that corporate finance people are dragging into the bank loan department when they apply for a loan? Their income tax returns, all showing falling sales and rising expenses? Records and ledgers and journals showing the same thing? And you think banks are going to be loaning out big money to a business that seems to be spiraling into bankruptcy? To guys who are already over-expanded, over-indebted, and over-leveraged as it is?


    And didn’t the bank just get off the phone, talking to a long series of people and businesses about why their loans are now overdue? And against this backdrop of gloom, you think banks are looking to make loans that can’t pay off? Hahahaha! Okay, okay, you got me there, you little rascal! Of course banks will make stupid loans! That’s the whole history of banking crises! And greed, too, of course. So can I coin the word “stupeed” to mean BOTH stupidity and greed? Sure!


    And that is why we got saddled with the Federal Reserve System in the first damn place; so when the next stupeed calamity caused by banking stupeedity hits the fan, the whole system will not freeze up, due to one, or a few banks, going under from the aforementioned stupeedity.


    Imputed Income: Ruptured Brain Syndrome


    Now, this is usually where I take off on a tangent, usually via Hysteriaville, around the beltway through downtown Panicburg, crossing over to Madnesstown and ending up at the hospital being treated for Ruptured Brain Syndrome (RBS). RBS is where the brain is stressed by too much contradiction, as the cognitive dissonance between sound economics and the lack of horrified reaction in the economics profession concerning the actions of government, including the Fed, are so overwhelming.


    This Ruptured Brain Syndrome is the new charity I am setting up to treat the only known sufferer of this rare disease, who is, in fact, me, and who is suffering more than mere words can convey. When I contemplate the fate that is inescapable, the fate that was ordained by the actions of the government and the Fed for all these decades, and now being hurried along by their exponential acceleration since the late 90’s, then I end up in places I don’t want to ever go. But being a new philanthropic charity, I’ll need some celebrity endorsements, too, so if any of you know any famous movie stars who will compete on game shows and donate their winnings to my little charity here, have them give me a jingle.


    But getting back to the banks… we note that, looking at the chart of Total Bank Credit since February, it has been about as flat as my average EEG-level of brain activity, which I maintain is a part of Ruptured Brain Syndrome, but everybody else steadfastly avers that it is just my surplus of stupidity made manifest by machines. But if the bank has flat Total Assets, but they own hugely more mortgages and hugely more government securities, then isn’t it arithmetically correct that they are making dramatically less loans to businesses?


    Last week, Richard Benson of Specialty Finance Group, LLC wrote a real nice piece entitled “The Federal Reserve: Moral Hazard’s Best Friend.” And in it I can detect the lingering odor of fear, although he is not panic-stricken and paralyzed with fear like me. He starts right off stating that, “Moral Hazard occurs anytime the system encourages effective fraud or accounting magic that allows those in charge to benefit in the short run, leaving others holding the bag.”


    The rest of the article is defining some of the ways that the Fed can keep anyone from getting stuck with the bag, because losses will be financed. He writes, with more than a modicum of sarcasm, or maybe that is just me reading something into his words that I want to see, about what I can describe is the current thinking of the Fed: “Indeed, everything gets financed. There is no need to ration investments to the best projects and credits. Saving is not necessary because there is credit creation. Since credit can be created without limit, credit underwriting is not necessary.”


    The result is that “The Fed’s New Economic Model allows the economy and asset prices, like stock and housing, to ‘break free’ and rise without any concept of true value.”


    Imputed Income: What Is Imputed Income?


    Well, that is the result, all right. And it works like a charm in the beginning. But you can be sure that every buyer had a concept of value when they bought the stock or house, and predicated on an even better concept of what the next buyer would pay when they sold it to them, and thus ended up with this fabulous profit that has dollar-signs dancing in their glazed eyeballs.


    “Most people don’t realize,” writes Benson, “that the Bureau of Economic Analysis (BEA) includes around $750 billion of non-cash ‘Imputed Income’ from Personal Income.” What is this, this ‘Imputed Income’?


    Ha, now I’ve gotcha. If you are ever in an idle conversation and it somehow gets around to a point where you want an example of the smug arrogance, overt fraud and outrageous stupeedity of government, I suggest that this is one you can use.


    Sit back and relax and I’ll explain. Close your tired eyes for a moment, and imagine that we are in a beautiful, quiet little town, named (insert your name here) Town. There are only two industries in IYNH Town, the mortgage industry and the sex, drug and rock and roll (SD&RR) industry. If I buy a house, then the mortgage people get to spend my money on SD&RR and I get to spend none, but I get to stand on the porch of my house and watch them whooping it up and having a wonderful time with my money.


    Then one day, when I pay off my house, I get to start spending the money on SD&RR and the mortgage industry spends none. Hahaha! Now watch ME have a wonderful time, you bastards! Hahahaha! Wheee!


    As for the SD&RR industry, they see no change in spending. They only notice the change in WHO is spending the money. Ergo, total income has not changed. Ergo, there is no ‘Imputed Income’ from home ownership. This is just another example of voodoo economics.


    Ditto military personnel who get meals and housing provided. The taxpayer paid for them, so there is no imputed income, and in fact there is only depleted income of the taxpayers. It is a income transfer, yes, but the serviceman got what the taxpayer had taken away. Again, there is no Imputed Income.


    Ditto banks who provide me with services that I do not pay for. According to the government, this is Imputed Income to me. But, whose freaking money do you think that they are using here? Mine! And, so what you are telling me is that they use MY money, so that THEY can loan it to THEIR friends and accomplices, and they make a PROFIT on between what they pay me for the use of my money and what they charge the borrower? And to keep me from withdrawing my money in disgust at being ripped off, they give me “free checking?” And so, because the bank calls it “free,” that the government figures that they are truly giving me something for free, and that it is imputed income to me?


    Wow!


    And, so, if you are in the military service and you have a checking account and you are not paying a mortgage on a house because you now have to live in your car, then do you have an Imputed Income? Or does it HAVE to be an actual house? Man, ain’t voodoo economics wild?


    Imputed Income: Enjoy Your Free Lunch


    Still, reports Benson, ‘Imputed Income’ includes “about $300 billion for supposed bank services that are not charged for, $90 billion for people who own their own homes, and military personnel who received meals and clothes, etc. Imputed Income is upwards of 15% of Personal Income, but reflects no cash payment.”


    Let’s see now… Personal Income these days is about $9.2 trillion. Fifteen percent of $9.2 trillion is about… $1.4 trillion! And no cash payments…


    I may have been willing to go along with the idea of ‘Imputed Income’ when I thought that the adjustment was some minor amount. But 15%? $1.4 Trillion! No way!


    Okay, now the deal is off, and I will no longer go along with this obvious fraud, and I will state for the record, and let me be totally frank here, and you might want to take notes, There Is No Such Thing As Imputed Income. It is a government-speak fraud. It is the government stating that there IS such a thing as a free lunch!


    And not only that, but it amounts to 15% of what your piddly paycheck says you earn! Mr. Benson goes on to say, “The Fed announcing they are coming in with printing presses at full tilt may mean they are close to having their model wobble wildly out of control.”


    Frankly, this remark sets me off. I say that when the Fed comes in with printing presses blazing it means that things are ALREADY out of control! Why else would they do that, except in response to an emergency?


    And I will go farther than that, and say that because the Fed comes in with easy money and credit, that whatever doofus “emergency” you think they see is just a hint of worse things to come, because the history of governments coming to the rescue guarantees that things will get only worse. And since our problems all stem from supreme fiscal and monetary insanity, the cure of providing more fiscal and monetary insanity will only make the problems worse.


    Imputed Income: Gib Gnab


    The proof of this loudmouth assertion is history itself; more fiscal and monetary insanity is the same course that every other country always took! Always! And here we are, doing it again, right now! And that cowardly course of action never worked for any of them! Not one! Never! And we think that now, in 2003, that things are going to be different? Hahahaha! We don’t deserve to have any money, because it is against Nature itself, and completely contrary to The Way Things Work In The Real World, to think that juicy, dumb pigeons as retarded as we won’t get eaten by predators.


    And the only thing that will make the Congress or the Fed stop is when the pain of printing money to keep buying more and more debt, to keep interest rates artificially low, in the face of rapidly rising-price inflation and a declining dollar, gets too horrific to bear.


    I think the scientific term is the reverse of the “Big Bang.” Oh, everybody likes to talk about what happened AFTER the Big Bang, but nobody likes to talk about what happened leading up to it. I, however, easily tread where no man has gone before! I fearlessly travel the Dark Side of the Force!


    I am (pause for dramatic effect) Mogambo!


    In the usual meaning of the term Big Bang, it means that the universe has collapsed onto itself, and squeezed everything into one tiny, dimensionless dot, and then there was an explosion outward, with glowing bits of burning stuff being hurled willy-nilly into the cosmos, and the sound it makes is a really loud BANG! The primordial matter goes shooting out, cools, gets transformed into planets and people and factories and intangible assets, creating the universe.


    In the reverse, which I call the “Gnab Gib,” because it literally IS the reverse of Big Bang, prices of stuff, say, oh, over-valued assets, disappear FROM around the cosmos into a single point. I mean, what IS the net present value of a factory that is about to condense into the nothingness of singularity where the Gnab Gib and the Big Bang meet? And since the factory will emerge from the other side of singularity after the Big Bang as dispersed blobs of molten goo, sprayed out into the cosmos, and it will not cool for, let me check my calendar here, oh, say, about a million years, then the future value of the factory must be approaching zero.


    Except for those who “think long term.” Then it has a P/E of, oh, 34. You know, right around in there someplace.


    P.S. Mogambo Sez: Get away from stocks, and short them if you have the guts. Buy put options. Short futures. Buy gold. The Fabulous Mogambo Indicator has spoken.


    PILGRIM, PREPARE THYSELF


    AUGUST 18, 2003


    Last week in Zimbabwe, their currency, the Zimbabwe dollar, fell to 6,000 to the U.S. dollar. Back a few years ago, it was trading almost to a par with the U.S. dollar.


    I know that you think I am going to work myself into a fit of hysterical outrage about the situation in Zimbabwe, but I am not. It’s been going on for years already, and we have the pretty exact same thing happening right here in the USA, so what’s new, eh?


    Rather, what I am going to do is to use it as an object lesson in the power of gold. When the Z$ was selling at par with the US$, gold was, let’s say, three hundred bucks an ounce, give or take. Suppose you, being the genius Zimbabwean dude or dudette that you are, correctly foresaw the coming collapse of the Z$, and you cleverly converted all your Zimbabwe money into ounces of gold. You paid Z$300 per ounce. Of course, by being a “gold bug,” you had to endure the taunts and ridicule of your neighbors and family members.


    Fast forward to today. What is that ounce of gold worth?


    Zimbabwe Dollar: $1.8 Million per Ounce


    The answer is Z$1,800,000 per ounce. Now, to the ordinary man on the street, an investment that turns 300 currency units into 1,800,000 currency units is a home run! A hands- down winner of any investing competition you can name! Compounding that over twenty freaking years, it comes out to an annual return of 54.5%! Even compounding that over forty years, forty freaking years, it STILL comes out to 24.3% per year!


    Jeez, Louise! What more can you ASK from a damn investment?


    But, as you are aware, it is just another example of money illusion. A loaf of bread that used to cost one Z$ now costs, one must assume, somewhere around Z$6,000, and that is why most Zimbabweans are starving and grumpy. So in terms of sheer wealth, you, as a clear-thinking Zimbabwean of genius and foresight, are not really any richer when wealth is computed in loaves of bread. But gold sure kept you from being poorer! Unlike the persons who trusted the fiat currency known as the Zimbabwean dollar, who ARE poorer, and are now desperately and literally starving and on the verge of revolution, you circumvented the whole disaster. How special.


    Now, you spend your days thinking about how you suffered when everyone made fun of you as a ‘gold bug,’ and now you now get to ridicule them for being ‘fiat currency bugs,’ and you are dissatisfied how that just doesn’t seem to have the requisite biting acid sound that you were looking for, and it sounds kinda stupid, too.


    Where is the justice, eh?


    Leaving Zimbabwe, which is probably good advice, we traverse the cold Atlantic Ocean back to the good old USA, and we turn our attention to the U.S. dollar, and see how THAT currency unit is faring. It’s going down. And now we note how the price of gold is faring against the dollar. It’s going up.


    Zimbabwe Dollar: Double the Money


    Why? Here’s a pot-shot at the answer: Doug Noland, that brilliant dude who makes his living over at The Prudent Bear unearthing economic factoids that turn the blood of thinking humans into stone, has looked at the numbers and concluded, and I quote, “The money supply has now doubled since May 1995.”


    Just like that.


    In a little over eight years, the money supply has, let me check that quote again, doubled. So how does that famous Rule of 72 go? The one financial planners use to figure out how quickly their clients will go broke? Oh yeah, divide 8 into 72 to see what that figures out to as some annual percentage. Ok, grabbing the calculator and the instruction book we look up “How to divide one number by another” and, over the next half hour or so we manage to successfully divide 72 by 8 and get, let me check that number again, ummm, 9%.


    So the money supply, by the Rule of 72, has been increasing at 9% per year. Not content with that, we seek a second opinion, and use 2 as our future value, 1 as the present value, the period equal to 8, and solving for the exact compounding interest rate, it is also about 9%, maybe a little more.


    Or, in a different way, we nervously note that the class is almost over, and so I cleverly sum up by picking up a piece of chalk and writing numbers at random all over the blackboard, at the same time as I say, in a ridiculous clipped Austrian accent as my pathetic way of showing solidarity with Arnold Schwarzenegger, an Austrian who is running for the governor of California, “Zee money supply ist compounding at der 9%, und der GDP ist expanding by less dann 2%, ja? Und zo der prices, vitch vee will call ‘Der price X at time T sub-N,’ MUSSEN be rising at, over der geshlugginer long term, der price inflation at 7%, nicht wahr?”


    Zimbabwe Dollar: A Constant 7% Inflation


    Students later recalled that my face suddenly went ashen at the prospect of a few years of 7% price inflation. As they left the room, it seemed as if I had slipped into a catatonic state, and I stood there transfixed by the horror of what I had just written.


    The night janitor would later make the statement that he repeatedly saw me bent over my desk as he went about his janitorial duties in the otherwise-deserted building, working with a calculator through the night, the desk and the floor covered with a layer of coffee cups and cigarette butts and reams of discarded scraps of paper with scribbled numbers all over them, looking more and more haggard and depressed, endlessly calculating and re-calculating the price of Oreo cookies at the end of each period of retirement at a constant 7% inflation. To see me moaning and groaning at the results would have broken your heart.


    So, since incomes are not sufficient to live on anymore, and destined to get worse, I can only say “Pilgrim, prepare thyself.” Brace yourself for calls for a higher minimum wage, ‘living wages,’ more protectionist legislation, more tax rebates, more taxes and fees, more deficits, etc. It is that ‘etc.’ that is so scary, as it is an umbrella term for any and every way that the government can intervene in the workings of the economy. I shall assume that you are aware of the results of a government intervening in an economy, and I will wait for your hands to stop shaking in fear. Feeling better now? Actually, that’s the GOOD news.


    The bad news is that, after all these decades of the government getting bigger and bigger, the government IS the economy.


    CELSIUS 9/11


    JULY 19, 2004


    The Treasury cranked out $6.9 billion in actual, hot-off-the-presses cash last week, which is probably a record of some kind, and not the good kind of record – the kind where you get to shake your bootie and party down on the dance floor.


    In the same week, Foreign Holdings at the Fed leapt by another $10 billion, which is that magical place where all those central banks soak up and store their U.S. debt before it gets recycled back to the U.S. It represents an estimate of foreign holdings of U.S. dollars.


    Now, not only does the system have to manage this flood of ‘fiscal policy money’ and ‘trade deficit dollars’ that is being poured into the world’s economy by the Bush administration and the Congressional boneheads in the U.S.A., but also the other gigantic wad of money being created by the idiotic Europeans who are as intellectually corrupt as we are.


    I say this because European bureaucrats continue to ignore the fact that Germany, France and Italy – which together make up about 90% of the whole freaking Euroland economy - are running deficits that exceed 3% of GDP…or what is also known as ‘puke point’, the level that they all agreed was the farthest limits that rational, sane people, who had the benefits of a good education, could allow.


    And let’s not forget the Japanese, who are bogged down in a budget deficit equal to 7% of their GDP.


    Fractional Banking System: Placing Blame


    So now you know why Jean-Claude Trichet, a guy who is known for exactly this kind of stupidity, was put in charge of the EU central bank, and why we have Alan Greenspan, also well known for this kind of stupidity, in charge of the American central bank.


    Since the need to identify a scapegoat is arriving, it is time to start casting a little blame. Rising to the occasion, the Mogambo strides up to the microphone at Cannes and announces that his Mogambo Movie Company has started production of its new release: “Celsius 9/11.”


    This fabulous documentary explains that the banking system is the one to blame, just like it always is. Using newsreels, tapes, congressional testimony, candid photographs, gossip and rumors, vicious innuendo, bogus interviews, outright lies and fabricated evidence, it captures, wonderfully, how all throughout history, in every country, in every time and space, economic crises are always caused by bankers.


    There is simply no other agency that is able to perform such miraculous magical acts of alchemy, which, nowadays, we call ‘creating money out of thin air.’ Money, beautiful money!


    The process starts when somebody takes on a debt. It’s then accelerated through the fractional banking system, which magnifies and leverages the debt, ‘making’ more money available for more people to borrow, and helping them go even further into debt! It’s a self-reinforcing process…creation leads to borrowing which leads to more creation, and more borrowing that causes more money to be created. To be borrowed. Which causes more money to be, well, you get the idea.


    Fractional Banking System: The System Implodes


    Or as Bob Moriarty explains in an essay entitled “Battle of the Titans” on 321gold.com, “The cause is simple. In a fractional reserve system, even a gold fractional reserve system, all money is created by loaning money into existence. And the more loans you make, the more profit you can make. It is a perpetual motion machine. Just as long as you keep expanding the money supply (inflation) everything works. Or until people borrow far more money than they can afford to pay back. At that point the system implodes and deflation sets in as the money supply collapses.”


    Kenneth Gerbino is one of those guys who really has a handle on how these things work, and says “The United States at this time, since the 1930s, has made tremendous progress and advancements in all areas…science, technology, medicine, arts, etc., but the truth of the matter is that, in the field of economics, the opposite has occurred. An incredible regression has developed. Economic policies today are much, much worse than in 1929. The five economic evils are all alive and well in modern America: big wasteful government, high taxes, paper money, government debt and budget deficits. But the worst practice is the creation of money out of thin air, which always brings on inflation, higher interest rates and disrupts the normal free market economy.”


    All that money, all that glorious, fabulous money, turns into, first, debt to finance economic expansion, and then, only later, the decline and deflation. The eventual and inevitable decline is caused by prices going up, pushed up by all the money. And then people stop buying as much stuff, and economic decline sets in.


    And why don’t they buy as much stuff? I can’t speak for everybody else in the world, but for me and everybody I know, it is because of the double-whammy that the Germans might call der Dopplekopfwhackenmachen: a) my income is not rising enough to b) allow me to afford to buy things whose, c) prices are rising faster than my income.


    Fractional Banking System: The Austrian School of Economics


    And then comes, if you are at all adept at the Austrian school of economics, the inevitable bust, which is one of the ingredients when you play in the sandbox of the Boom-Bust Cycle.


    And if you are NOT familiar with the Austrian school of economics, then I suggest that you make reading the Mises.org website a part of your everyday online browsing, and after a year or so you will notice a large decrease in the number of times that you scratch your head in bewilderment, and a HUGE increase of the number of times that 1) you agree with me that Austrian economics is the only one that is logically correct, intuitively obvious, historically proven, and contains an intellectually compelling line of economic thought, 2) you agree with me that central bankers are the actual culprits who cause our miseries because they do NOT believe in the Austrian school of economics, and 3) you will stand shoulder to shoulder with me to declare that what this world needs is a good low-calorie, low-carb, low-fat chocolate cookie that you can eat by the bagful and never gain an ounce in weight.


    Or, as Mr. Moriarty so clearly explains, “Here’s something you have never read before. With the exception of wartime periods, between 1783 and 1913, inflation was zero. Essentially we had no inflation. But as soon as the Federal Reserve system came along, here comes inflation. Using the government’s own figures, we can soon see that to equal the purchasing power of $100 in 1913, we would need $1,840 today. All the product of the Federal Reserve system.”


    In case you were wondering, that works out to an annual inflation of only 3.25%. The knotheads we call American economists call this “benign inflation” and “low inflation.” It is not.


    As if to provide a nice coda to my remarks, the dollar has started back down, and it is falling faster now than it was when it was rising, which is in keeping with the general theory that things decline faster than they grow or are smashed quicker than they are built.


    THE ECONOMIC TRAIL OF TEARS


    SEPTEMBER 19, 2005


    I am reporting from deep inside The Secret Mogambo Ultimate Bunker Of Secrecy And Redundant Redundancy (TSMUBOSARR), so if you are having trouble receiving this message, just remember that it is almost certainly because the CIA, the FBI, or some other people (everybody) that want to hurt The Mogambo are jamming my transmissions; Or just making me crazy for sport. I don’t know which.


    For an example of “making me crazy for sport,” last week, the Federal Reserve Bank came slinking out from under whatever stinking rock it is that they hide and increased Fed credit for the zillionth time in a row, but only by $1.4 billion. So, I guess the good news is that the news could have been worse, and usually is.


    Staying in the putrid, stinking area known as “the banks,” they suddenly bought up, in the same short week, $28 billion in other securities, whatever the hell that means.


    The U.S. Treasury, of course, is another story, since they are an actual government agency, and the Federal Reserve is just a bunch of private businessmen, getting together in 1913, who convinced the Congress to give them to give them complete, absolute power over all the banks.


    Under a gold standard, that is no big deal, and could actually be very beneficial. But then to seal the deal that sealed our fate (which is a nice turn of phrase, if I say so myself), we became just another idiot country that started down the ugly trail of tears known as, according to the Mogambo Big Book Of Economics Stuff (MBBOES), “a period of time otherwise referred to as ‘Bankruptcy And Misery Every Freaking Where You Looked Because The Money Was Debased.”


    The Fall of the Dollar: Rampant Fiscal Insanity


    Anyway, we were talking about the U.S. Treasury, which spent the entire week printing up, literally, $6.1 billion in actual cash. Perhaps this has something to do with the fact that they have ballooned the national debt to $7.9 trillion, which is up $20 billion in just the last week alone. In the last week – one week!


    And when you add in the $62 billion in hastily passed New Orleans-related federal authorizations, suddenly you have a big freaking pot load of money pouring into the United States, because the banks will eagerly lend money now against a guaranteed flood of money in the near future.


    How much money is this compared to Louisiana? Well, $62 billion is more than the entire total of all the retail sales in the state of Louisiana, for the whole of last year. That’s how much money that is! The damned place is going to be deluged with money!


    The fact that the dollar did not collapse to utter worthless in the face of this rampant monetary and fiscal insanity, only proves that Americans are not the only people in the world who are complete idiots. Whew!


    With gold exploding to the upside, perhaps the eye-popping collapse of gold lease rates was merely the insiders pounding gold down so that they could take long positions at cheaper prices. The lease rates are what the central banks charge bullion banks and outright speculators to borrow gold and sell it in the open market, with the understanding that the borrowers would repay the gold in the future. It is a way for central banks to make a little money on their stored gold, which brings in no revenue at all. And it helps the government keep the price of gold down so that the yellow metal would not tip off the unwashed masses that we are in big, big, big freaking trouble.


    But maybe not… as Victor Hugo of Vega Asset Management reminds us, “Before gambling with the piggy bank and buying only gold shares, remember that there are powerful interests keen to protect the US$ and dump gold. Credibility for gold is the last thing they want.” But anybody who is even vaguely familiar with GATA, or has bought gold in the last couple of years, already knows that. It’s just one more fraud committed by our government and Federal Reserve.


    But all is not lost for us gold bugs, as Richard Russell, of the Dow Theory Letters, explains. “The trend among nations has for years been to collect dollars as reserves. But now there are questions about the U.S. finances, and as a result central banks are starting to diversify to other currencies. The key, the absolute KEY to U.S. prosperity is the continued willingness of other nations to accept dollars. The test of the dollar is the number of dollars it takes to buy a euro or a yen or an ounce of gold.


    “This is the great drama that lies ahead. How long will the rest of the world continue to accept a reserve currency, the dollar, a dollar that is backed by the world’s greatest debtor nation? It’s almost crazy that a nation that is running massive deficits should possess the world’s reserve currency. And I’m wondering how much longer this incredible situation will last. Remember, the euro was created to compete with the dollar. The Chinese yuan will be competing with the dollar. And gold, real money, always competes with the dollar.”


    The Fall of the Dollar: The Dollar Goes Down; Gold Goes Up


    So, the dollar will go down, and your gold, priced in dollars, but with real value determined by everybody else in the world, will go up. It’s all but guaranteed.


    Steve Saville, of The Speculative Investor, has mulled this over and said, “The main reason we don’t think gold’s recent advance is the start of the next major upward leg in its long-term bull market is that gold-related investments are rising in price alongside rises in the prices of almost all other assets.” In short, it is being treated as just another commodity, as all metals are up!


    Saville demonstrates this point when he says, “The gold/GYX ratio (the gold price divided by the Industrial Metals Index) is evidence of this lack of monetary premium in the current gold price and the generally low level of risk aversion prevailing today in the financial markets. Putting it another way, the low price of counter-cyclical gold relative to the average price of cyclical metals such as copper, nickel and zinc, tells us that most investors believe the economic growth to be real (not inflation-induced). The lack of a monetary premium means that the financial markets are presently not differentiating between gold and other metals.”


    Why can’t this be the start of a bull market in gold? Saville thinks, “Genuine gold bull markets are all about increasing risk aversion and declining confidence in central banks.” But he sees me clenching my fists, and afraid that I will come unglued. Saville adds, “The fact that gold is not receiving a significant monetary premium and is, therefore, incredibly cheap right now compared to almost everything else greatly enhances its longer-term upside potential.”


    So, you would think that The Mogambo would be standing up and declaring that this is the time to buy gold and you would be right! But as I am standing up to walk over to the microphone, I am stopped in my tracks by Saville saying, “However, one of the INITIAL effects of a sharp downturn in the stock market and/or the commodity market will most likely be a further decline in inflation expectations and a consequential rise in REAL interest rates, a negative development for gold. As a result, although gold and gold stocks should be eventual standout beneficiaries of downturns in pro-growth investments, they are likely to be initial casualties.”


    Well, I hope so! Wouldn’t that be nice: Another chance to buy gold cheaply? But methinks that somebody, and I am not naming any names, has forgotten that for gold to go down when priced in U.S. dollars, a lot of other things must happen. First, the dollar must not depreciate against other currencies where people buy gold. If foreign money gets stronger against the dollar, then this means that they can buy the gold from us cheap, even if the price of gold in dollars stays the same! And if they start to buy up American gold to take advantage of the cheap price, then all that added demand will drive the price of gold right back up.


    Secondly, I don’t think that inflation is going to cool down. I believe inflation is already raging right now, mostly because of the way my wife is screeching in that Penetrating Shrill Harangue (PSH), about how I don’t make enough money to pay the bills any more because prices have gone up so much. She is so persistent about it (“Wake up and get to work, you lazy bastard!”) that I assume it must be true.


    We now turn to Peter Spina and his Gold Forecaster newsletter, which reports that China is very interested in the future of oil. This is only natural, as befits a huge country containing a third of the people of the whole world. Anyway, these Chinese guys have looked around and decided that oil will rise to $90 per barrel by next March, and they, “expect global oil production to peak at 94-100 million barrels per day during the next five years.” Mr. Spina cautions us, “Please note the word ‘during,’ not ‘at the end of.’ “


    These Chinese dudes expect demand for crude oil to rise 9.7% this year. In 2004, they imported 120 million tons of oil, and are thus on track to use up 135 tons this year. Even at that prodigious rate, “China is facing oil shortages on the eastern coast.”


    I am getting ready to ask Mr. Spina what in the hell this Chinese oil thing has to do with gold. Anticipating my stupid question, he says that considering that the ratio of the price of a barrel of oil to gold is “nearly 7,” it’s possible to conclude that, “Gold is well undervalued by a minimum of 50 percent.”


    Fifty percent? Wow! Now you’re talking!


    A MOGAMBO, A MACHINEGUN AND A BOOM


    OCTOBER 10, 2005


    I am, as hard as that is to believe, getting freaked out more and more. The Federal Reserve didn’t increase total credit by much, but they did continue accelerating down the Road To Economic Hell (RTEH) by buying, outright, $2.4 billion of debt last week.


    In short, the government borrows by issuing debt, and the Federal Reserve creates the money to buy the debt! Bingo! This not only creates more money and credit, the thing that got us to this point, but funds the activities of the government! Gaaahhhh!


    The bigger news in this filthy area of the economic world, for me, is that foreign holdings of U.S. debt deposited at the Fed went up by a whopping $7.6 billion last week. Whew!


    Inflation Is a Killer: A Lot Higher Than Two Percent


    The biggest, scariest thing of all was that nominal incomes dropped. And when you adjust nominal incomes by the reduction in buying power from all the inflation around here, then it is no wonder that inflation-adjusted incomes dropped so much, too. But I wail like a wounded banshee (ooOOooOOoo!) when I realize that the government’s piddly little chain-weighted, hedonically adjusted statistical adjustment to incomes for inflation is around two percent. At that, I laugh this Big Booming Mogambo Laugh (BBML)! Hahahaha!


    I am here to tell you, with the courage found only in a guy fully clad in body armor and sporting a machinegun in one hand and a flamethrower in the other, inflation is a lot higher than two or three percent…horribly higher. It is like somewhere in the range of six to nine percent, at least. And so when you adjust incomes for the real rate of interest, then the drop in real, inflation-adjusted incomes is getting to be pretty significant!


    I am finally not screaming and angry and scared and hysterical over what is happening in the world of inflation, central banks and governments; namely getting bigger and meaner and more insane with every tick of the clock. This cannot, and will not, end well. Tick tock.


    Well, let me put it a non-clock oriented way: Booms have never worked out in all of history, except at the beginning, where it has worked every time. You always get a boom when you stimulate, stimulate, stimulate the economy, year after year. The endings never worked out well, because inflation in prices always results from inflation in money and credit. And here we are again, standing up to our ears in debt at another ending of a period in which monetary and fiscal sins were indulged in, the boom happened, and now we are again standing by the side of the road on the way out of town with the company payroll under arm, one step ahead of auditors and creditors, inflation rising up to devour everything. My only consolation is that at least I got out with a few bucks, and my kids are old enough to beg, so they will be fine.


    But it is inflation that is the killer. For example, in my little hometown Leftist rag of a newspaper, the St. Petersburg Times, we have been getting stories of how the rise in gasoline prices is squeezing people, and how they are coping…mostly by cutting back.


    Inflation Is a Killer: The Price of Inflation


    And what do I mean by “cutting back”? Well, consider alert reader Charlie R, who writes, “Yesterday I was at a local Ford dealership. Sales were very, very slow. Across the street is a Chevy dealer. Six months ago they had 16 salesmen, today only eight, and are about to let more go. A muffler and tire shop laid off half of its employees. A furniture store is about to close the doors.”


    Here, listening (well, reading) this, is exact place where The Mogambo weeps, and the Mighty Heart Of The Mogambo (MHOTM) breaks, because this is the price of inflation. Driving the car, at work, in your sleep, wondering, wondering, wondering how in the hell you are going to pay all of this money, when you ain’t got no money, and you ain’t a-gonna get no mo’ money, neither!


    Somebody, I forget who, noted that the latest University of Michigan consumer sentiment also produced a stock market crash signal, in that it had a one-month fall that was the biggest drop in fifteen years or something.


    What does one do? Well, The Mogambo starts borrowing money like crazy. And when that (predictably) doesn’t work anymore, I work double shifts at the stop light, wearing my sign that says, “Homeless. Crazy. Pleaze help! Help me! Give me money or I will take down your license plate number, track you down, and you will be sorry!” And I don’t want to hear from any of you about how this is extortion and the poor woman hasn’t had a good night’s sleep ever since she looked in her rear view mirror and saw me writing her tag number down, because this is not about who is extorting who, or who threatened who, or who did what to somebody’s ugly yard ornaments.


    No, this is about inflation in prices that comes after you have inflation in the supply of money and credit because the Federal Reserve acted like halfwits and morons. Without an increase in wages, people can’t afford to buy as much stuff!


    Mogambo Sez: President Bush has opened the Strategic Petroleum Reserve in response to high gasoline prices, and thus temporarily driven down the price of oil. But nothing has fundamentally changed, except to get worse. So, Mogambo Tip O’ The Day (MTOTD) is to buy oil and oil stocks, as not only is demand still outpacing supply, but Bush has to refill the SPR pretty soon, adding to demand. Ergo, oil prices will shoot back up.


    And the gold lease rates on gold have started back down, which usually means that the people that manipulate the price of gold are trying to manufacture a lower gold price. In practice, this means that you can soon buy gold on the cheap. Do so, or suffer the consequences of having your spouse and family laugh at you and say hurtful things like, “Hell, even an idiot like The Mogambo knew to buy gold!”


    FED REFUSES TO TRADE SECRETS


    JANUARY 6, 2009


    Jim Willie of the Hat Trick Letter notes that Bloomberg has filed a lawsuit against the Federal Reserve to force the Fed to give some details about where in the hell $700 billion went after disbursement from the TARP funds, a request and a lawsuit that the Fed is steadfastly fighting, tooth and nail.


    Bloomberg.com reports it as “The Federal Reserve refused a request by Bloomberg News to disclose the recipients of more than $2 trillion of emergency loans from U.S. taxpayers and the assets the central bank is accepting as collateral”, which they think they are entitled to “under the U.S. Freedom of Information Act.”


    The reason the Fed gives is that trade secrets are in there somehow! Mr. Willie says, “The USFed will continue to withhold internal memos as well as information about trade secrets and commercial information. Are you kidding me? TRADE SECRETS BY AN AGENCY HIRED TO MANAGE THE DOLLAR AND TREASURYS???”


    It was with a degree of shock and alarm that I noted that the punctuation was 3 punctuation marks, which immediately puts me on High Alert Status (HAS) and identifies it as something more than simple puzzlement, like when people casually ask my wife, “Why in the hell don’t you kill your husband and make it look like an accident, or divorce him, or at least just get away from him and maybe have a chance at a happy life?”


    But I am too busy right now to think about that, or even come up with some snotty answer that includes telling them all to “Kiss my butt!” because I am on my way to work. Believe it or not!


    Normally, I would not be caught dead around here in the late afternoon like this, having neglected to come back to work after lunch, but a memo from my boss keeps preying on my mind as it is telling me to prepare a presentation to explain why my people lost so much money this year, why all my employees hate me, why all my customers are suing me, and to clear up certain “accounting irregularities” where it looks like I was charging greens fees to the employee pension fund.


    Now, I find that I have a bulletproof defense, and I can’t wait to get back to the office to work on it; I don’t have to tell them anything! In fact, I laugh at them all, “Hahahaha!” because what they want to know are my personal Mogambo Management Trade Secrets (MMTS), and so I don’t have to tell them!


    Unfortunately, while I am exactly like the Federal Reserve in that we are both total, complete failures at our jobs, mostly through sheer stupidity, the repercussions are quite different.


    So why do Bernanke and the Fed get away with stonewalling, while I have to barricade my office door with office furniture to keep some foul-tempered security guards (Carl and Bullet Head) from getting inside?


    Mr. Willie says, “The USFed is scared and on the defensive”, which describes my situation exactly, but the Fed seems to be predicating its actions on the notion, according to the law firm Levine Sullivan Koch & Schulz quoted by Mr. Willie, that “This is uncharted territory. The Freedom of Information Act was not built to anticipate this situation. That is evident from the way the Fed tried to shoehorn their argument into the trade secrets exemption.” Wow!


    Another difference between the Fed’s situation and mine is that around here, the building is being evacuated and there are policemen with bullhorns telling me to come out with my hands up, and go with the nice men in the white coats who want to take me out for tacos and beer, while, Mr. Willie goes on, over at the Fed, “This case is worth watching, but strangely receives very little attention.”


    “Strangely” is right! But a lot of strange things have happened recently, like how interest rates have recently been, literally, zero! And the 30-year US Treasury bond is yielding less than 3%, which implies mental illness, stupidity or corruption, or some of all three! This is insane!


    And if history proves one thing, it is that insanity in things economic means buy gold, stupidity in things economic means buy gold, and corruption in things economic means buy gold.


    Hey! This investing stuff is easy! Whee!


    AN EDIFICE OF PURE ECONOMIC CRAPOLA


    FEBRUARY 16, 2009


    Benn Steil, who is on the Council of Foreign Relations and an editor of an economics journal, is writing in the Financial Times, see, and his essay has the catchy headline “Keynes and the Triumph of Hope over Economics”, which is so terrifically profound and funny at the same time that I laughed out loud, which was unfortunate, as I had just taken a big bite of a yummy chilidog and it sprayed all over the place as a result of my mighty guffaw.


    This messy kind of accident has happened to me before, and which is why I now cleverly use somebody else’s desk and computer whenever I eat something while “working” or downloading porn on the computer.


    Anyway, I instantly liked the guy! He seems to be, like I always am, bewailing the fact that we economists are getting a really bad rap because of all the idiots in the world who also call themselves “economists”, with the important distinction between us and them that that they have taken over the schools, the governments and the media to spread their stinking, lunatic, neo-Keynesian econometric bastard offspring “theory of economics”, full of one ridiculous assumption after another, upon which they built an enormous, glittering edifice of Pure Economic Crapola (PEC).


    Like what? Well, like “the consumption function” which is at the root of the whole theory, which is that when you get a dollar of income, you spend some and you save some.


    I know what you are thinking; you are thinking, “These guys get paid for knowing THAT? Hahaha!”


    Well, there is more, as the mysterious, necromantic arts of economics comes in to determine, as a constant – with an astonishing precision out to three decimal places! – exactly HOW much you spend and how much you save of each dollar! Hahaha!


    And then they say, “That’s not complicated enough! Let’s adjust it for, ummm, the ‘wealth effect’, which is the phenomenon that when you make a lot of money or you have a lot of money, you spend a little more and save a little less!”


    If it stopped there, it would be mildly interesting and make for good fodder for a barroom argument with other drunken sots, but these moronic Modern Economist Establishment weenies thought that they had finally found a computer program, full of equations and countless variables, that could reliably guide monetary policy to maintain the value of the dollar and prevent the business cycle while creating excess money and credit to maintain a boom of governmental deficit-spending and rampant indebtedness! Hahahaha! Morons!


    And yet, trust me when I tell you that it will get you nowhere to stand outside the Federal Reserve Building in Washington, D.C. and helpfully yell out, “Hey! In case you ain’t heard, you Fed guys and all your stupid incestuous friends are morons if you think that your stupid econometric equations can possibly, possibly, possibly work, which can be easily proved if you just get up off of your fat, worthless butts and look at the ruinous, Depression-like conditions you produced! The purchasing power of the dollar is now crapola, while the top two industries in America are government spending and trading financial securities back forth between ourselves!”


    If you have any time left before the security guards arrive and make you go away, try telling them, “Now the sheer suffocating size and expense of the federal, state and local governments in America are truly gargantuan, thanks to your stupid incompetence and sheer stupidity in actually believing such a ridiculous theory of benign consequences from such enormous expansion of money and credit!!!”


    The three exclamation points are an indication that your voice should be at maximum volume at this point for optimal impact, as I can hear police sirens approaching.


    Mr. Steil is not amused at our antics, and continues, “on the other hand, we call for trillion dollar stimulus plan on the basis of little more than citing John Maynard Keynes” which “gives us special license to talk economics without knowing any.” Hahaha! Exactly right! Well put!


    And like the guy who wears a T-shirt that proudly proclaims “I am not a gynecologist, but I’ll take a look” the results of having economic poseurs and idiots at the Federal Reserve inflict their idiotic econometric theories upon us have been Disastrously, Ruinously Bad (DARB).


    Which brings up, as you knew it would, a Powerful Mogambo Suggestion (PMS) to buy gold, silver and oil to protect yourself from insane monetary policies of the Federal Reserve and the insane fiscal policies of Congress, and maybe make a pile of devalued dollars in the process, too!


    Whee! This investing stuff is easy!


    NO DEBT LEFT BEHIND


    APRIL 3, 2009


    Over at Whiskey & Gunpowder, an essay by Don Stott of coloradogold.com reveals that we are more alike than we thought, in that he, too, is “astonished at the credulity and unabashed total economic illiteracy of the American and even the world’s public. We’re headed for hyperinflation, with prices of everything going through the roof, and America is buying stocks rather than gold and silver?”


    Since Mr. Stott and I are both in agreement that not buying gold and silver is the wrong thing to do, I naturally I assume that he agrees with me, returning the favor, when I say that the stupid federal government is deficit-spending trillions of dollars a year and the satanic Federal Reserve is creating the money and credit necessary to buy all of that new Treasury debt means such huge expansions in the money supply and crushing debt load that consumer price inflation will destroy us all.


    Since I assume that we are still in agreement, this can only mean that he further agrees with me in that this can only mean that it is time for the nation to rise as one, take over Congress and the Federal Reserve in a blitzkrieg of mindless stupidity and install me, Emperor Mogambo, as omnipotent supreme dictator, giving rest to the restless and ruth to the ruthless!


    This is usually where somebody’s sharp-eyed lawyer sees my comparison and demands an immediate retraction of my public acknowledgment that Mr. Stott and I are nothing alike, we have nothing in common, I never met Mr. Stott, he is not advocating rebellion, he is not going to buy me a pizza, no matter how many times I call him and bother him blah blah blah Restraining Order blah blah blah.


    But we both have reason to have this incredulity in common, which I now legally admit I was mistaken to have thought that I have anything in common with Mr. Stott, whom I have never met, and who I officially admit probably had nothing to do with the fact that my garbage can was fine, but the top of my garbage can mysteriously ended up two houses away, and I had to walk down there and get it, and I could feel the eyes of my neighbors burning into me every step of the way.


    But they are probably angry because they are, as Mark Steyn at nationalreview.com implies with the title of his essay “The Brokest Generation”, completely broke and their grown children are still living with them, or whose grown children are wanting to move back home to live with them, along with their husbands and wives and kids, which explains all the cars parked all over the place, and the sense of gloom that permeates the air as they realize that believing that anyone could retire by investing in stocks, bonds, houses and a benevolent government over the long-term is an idiot, and now they get to spend a lot of time, all cooped up in one house, thinking about how they wish they had bought gold instead of buying all that other crap, like the house, the car, the marriage, the kids, the pets, the endless rounds of golf and endless rounds of drinks while sitting in bars just so that they could get away from their family’s constant yammering and crying, always whining, “Please just come home and love us, daddy!” and how they think that “I need to go to the emergency room because it won’t stop bleeding” is some kind of competent medical advice so that I have to shell out money to a lot of medical quacks.


    The good news, he says tongue in cheek, is that “Our kids are the ultimate credit market, and the rest of us are all pre-approved!” which is pretty humorous, and which he says means, “Isn’t it terrific to be able to stick it to the young? I mean, imagine how bad all this economic-type stuff would be if our kids and grandkids hadn’t offered to pick up the tab.”


    He goes on by quoting Bernard Shaw, a witty Irishman who said a lot of famous, witty things but who never, perhaps for undiscovered reasons hidden in his surviving papers and mysteriously overlooked, ever said, “We’re freaking doomed if you let the damned government create and spend as much fiat money as it wants, even if it turns over the ‘create the money’ part to the total failure known as the Federal Reserve, and if you are not buying gold, silver and oil against the confiscatory, ruinous, catastrophic inflation in consumer prices that such humongous continuing inflation in the money supply will cause, which is a suffering and misery that is 100%, iron clad, in the bag, take it to the bank, never-fail, ain’t nothin’ you can do about it and you ain’t seen nothin’ yet, completely guaranteed, then there is something Seriously, Seriously Wrong (SSW) with you, you morons!”


    Mr. Steyn pretends he has never heard this quote of mine, and says that Mr. Shaw more famously noted, “Youth is wasted on the young”, which Mr. Steyn observes has now presented little obstacle, “So the geezers appropriated it. We love the youthful sense of living in the moment, without a care, without the burdens of responsibility”, which describes me to a T, but made ridiculous by adding that some boneheads wanted “the idealism of youth: We want to help the sick and heal the planet by voting for massive unsustainable government programs.”


    This reminds me of a CaseyResearch.com witticism, from where I got an “it’s-funny-because-it’s-true” bit of perspective that “The world will become increasingly polarized between two groups: those who consider government intervention a great idea, and the rest of us who happen to be sane.” Hahaha! Good one!


    I figure that Mr. Steyn agrees with me and says that this is what you would expect, as “Like the young, we’re still finding ourselves, but when we find ourselves stuck with a medical bill or a foreclosure notice it’s great to be able to call home and say, ‘Whoops, I got into a bit of a hole this month. Do you think you could advance me a couple of trillion just to tide me over?’ And if there’s no one at home but a couple of second-graders, who cares? In supporting the political class in its present behavior, America has gone to the bank and given its kids a massive breach-of-trust fund.” Hahaha! Exactly! Good one!


    And if you think that sounds funny now, wait until that hysterical moment when it starts happening to these low-IQ mutant children when they grow up, especially when they are old enough to get a driver’s license so that they can drive past our houses and shoot at us and call us names in their humorous way.


    That is when and you will see their comical reaction to not being able to afford food to feed themselves or their children, much less be able to afford housing, energy, or anything else, when inflation in prices from all of this monstrous inflation in the money supply starts stomping them into financial mush, much less weather the inflationary impact of all of the additional MORE trillions in new money and government deficit-spending from now until then! Hahaha! We’re doomed!


    And then, if you think this is funny so far, then you are going to love it when these desperate people see that the government, their trusted government that they think actually exists to heal the sick and support the poor by merely paying for whatever they need or want, can’t do much to help them, except by making inflation in prices worse for everyone in general and for them in particular in a too-little-too-late way, and their eyes are opened that they have been lied to and stolen from.


    And they are going to want it back, and they will want to just take it. Perhaps that is when the sheer safety, portability and anonymity of gold makes gold finally hit a price that far exceeds my most greedy, gluttonous dreams! Whee! This investing stuff is easy!


    INFLATION: IGNORING DOESN'T MAKE IT GO AWAY


    FEBRUARY 8, 2010


    Being absolutely Frightened Out Of My Mind (FOOMM) about inflation, I am always looking at how much things cost and seeing if there is any inflation, so that the next time somebody tells me that inflation is “tame, benign, absent, nothing to worry about”, I can shake my proof in their stupid little faces and say, “Oh, yeah? Then what do you call this, ya moron?”


    I bring this up because I recently got a “time to re-subscribe” notice from The Wall Street Journal, which has been, over the years, consistently denying that there is any inflation in anything, and thus suggesting that – with such a benign economic milieu, which keeps interest rates down – you should run out and buy stocks and bonds right away, using, one presumes, the WSJ to keep up with the news.


    The interesting thing about the supposed competence of the WSJ in seeing inflation is that a subscription to the paper now costs $385 per year, whereas as early as the middle of 2004 it cost $338 for a TWO-year subscription. So The Wall Street Journal, as oblivious and clueless as ever, has seen its own prices more than double in 5 years, which comes out to a compounding of 14.87% increase per year, but yet they can’t see inflation in prices? Hahahaha!


    And you would think that the official estimate of price inflation, 2.7%, as reported in their own Barron’s magazine, would ring a few bells at someplace other than at the Mogambo Bunker Of Extreme Paranoid Hostility (MBOEPH), where I have alarms going off all the time, signaling huge increases in prices, which is important because it makes the plight of the poor more desperate, a situation made more “up close and personal” when you realize to your horror that there a LOT of poor people all over the place – millions of them! – and you could not possibly afford enough ammunition to defend yourself against them all. Yikes!


    And not only that, but your supply logistics are compounded not only by the fact that all of these poor people getting poorer and more desperate because prices are always rising, but also because there are a lot of people who were NOT previously poor who are NOW poor, or soon will be, thanks to rising prices, which means that you should be constructing a fortified bunker of your own from which to pour awesome firepower to repel these starving morons who are getting what they so richly deserve for voting for the idiotic, deficit-spending politicians that they so greedily, and so stupidly, elected, year after year, decade after decade, until my throat is sore from screaming in outrage.


    When it comes to actual proof of a coming inflation that is going to destroy the world, instead of just me loudly running my mouth about it, where the only good news is that The Mogambo (me!) can rise from the ashes to assume full dictatorial powers and a huge salary-and-benefit package to re-establish the gold standard and real prosperity to America, one need only look at the last two pages of The Economist magazine, where we find, among the 40 biggest economies in the world, that all of them have inflation in consumer prices! Well, all of them except Singapore (where inflation is zero), Taiwan (negative 0.2%) and Japan, where prices are supposedly falling at 1.9% a year.


    This is such an important thing that I get interviewed about it a lot, and the inexperienced interviewer usually steps into my trap when I ask, all smiles and sweetness, “Would you like to know where inflation comes from?”


    If the reporter says, “You ended that sentence with a preposition.”, then I will spare them my explanation about the origins of inflation, as it shows that they are pretty smart and will soon figure it out for themselves, and in the meantime we can change the topic of conversation to the important subject of how some little squirt comes in here and insults me, right to my face, about some stupid fine point of grammar, and how I maybe ought to take my stapler and tack a piece of paper that says “Don’t insult The Mogambo!” to their damned foreheads as a way of remembering not to do that ever again.


    Also, some of the time, they ask, “Is there anywhere I can sit where I don’t have to smell your breath or your feet that are gagging me out?” but most of the time they merely want to know from where inflation comes, and then I am ready!


    I leap to my feet with a theatrical flourish and thunder, “It comes from an increase in the money supply, you moron! How in the hell did you think that it is possible for the prices of all things to go up without more money to pay for it all? Velocity of money? Hahaha! Don’t make me laugh, you miserable little halfwit!”


    When they sit there, stunned at the vicious attack, then I am ready to hit them with the big one! With a theatrical turn to the last page of The Economist magazine, I show that of the 40 biggest countries in the world, 39 of them are running a negative “Budget balance as a % of GDP”! Huge deficits! Up to an enormous 4% of GDP in Britain, and now 11% (a monstrous $1.6 trillion) in the USA.


    Only Norway is running a budget surplus, which means that those 39 moron governments are going to spend more than they get, and to keep from having to raise taxes to get the money (boo!) or borrow that money from taxpayers/consumers (boo!), their idiotic, corrupt central banks (boo!) are going to let the banks create the money (boo!) necessary to buy those bonds! Hahaha! What a scam!


    In summary, to make sure they know how important this is by how close my face is to theirs and how I am so close that our noses are almost touching and they can feel drops of spittle hitting their scared little faces as I shout, “We’re freaking doomed by the creation of too much money! Do you understand that, you whimpering little moron? Doomed!”


    It is usually about this time that reporters and interviewers recover find that they want to leave because they have “enough” material, which they do, but they don’t even realize it. Morons.


    ECONOMIC WARNINGS FROM AN ELDERLY 3RD GRADER


    FEBRUARY 10, 2010


    I was leisurely looking out of the periscope of the Mogambo Bunker Of Paranoid Fear (MBOPF), using it not as an aiming device with which to direct a devastating firepower at enemies both real and/or imagined, but to look in pity at the faces of all the people passing by, and muttering disrespectful things to myself about each one, like, “Enjoy that new car, fatso! You are doomed because of the inflation in prices that will follow the Fed’s irresponsible creation of excess money and credit, and soon food will be so expensive that you will grow thin enough to look good driving such a nice car, assuming that you can still afford to drive a car!” and, “With that hat on, you look as stupid as you act, which is pretty stupid when you look at the morons you stupidly elect to Congress, but I can tell by looking at you that you are not buying gold, silver and oil when your own government is acting so desperately bizarre and allowing the Federal Reserve to create so much money and credit, because if you were, you would have a hunched-over, paranoid look haunting your face as you feverishly stumble along, shadow to shadow, under the weight of the guns you are carrying under your coat and in your purse!”


    I soon run out of scornful things to say about perfect strangers because all of them are deserving of contempt for being so stupid that they are not buying gold, silver and oil to protect themselves from the ruinous inflation in prices that the ruinous inflation in the money supply is going to cause.


    In fact, ruinous, terrifying inflation is, as I term it in my latest bid to have a Mogambo Created Word Or Phrase (MCWOP) enter the popular lexicon, “One Hundred Percent Guaranteed (OHPG)” to happen, which I fearlessly predict not because I am the All-Powerful Mogambo (APM), although I am, or that OHPG rolls off the tongue to become instantly memorable, because it does not, but because that’s the way it has always, always, always happened in history when some stupid country decided, “Hey! With a fiat currency, infinite expansion via zero bank reserves to pay for increased government deficit-spending, let’s party, dudes!”


    I bring this up because I recently helped my nephew write an essay about “What I did over my Christmas/Hanukkah/ Kwanzaa/Festivus holiday.” I actually ended up writing most of it because he kept wanting to write about some stupid pony that he helped nurse back to health, eventually transfusing his own blood into the pony, and then the grateful pony later saved his life, or something just as stupid and boring.


    Anyway, after helping him, the essay ended up as, “My uncle and I spent a lot of time in a nice, wholesome bar out near the railroad tracks that is perfect for having kids spend quality time, and every day we drank interesting new things and ate nutritious peanuts out of a bowl while we watched the business channel on TV to see the end of the economic world rolling around, and my terrific uncle, whom I love so much because he is so nice and so handsome and so smart, showed me the weird things that all the people are doing as the monetary party, which is pronounced ‘par-tay’, is winding down since, as I understand it, it got started in 1971 when Nixon severed the dollar/gold link, and especially since 1987 when Alan Greenspan took over the Federal Reserve, and doubly-especially since 1997 when this same moron named Alan Greenspan lost his freaking mind and really started creating excess credit in the banks, and triply especially since 2008 when that raving lunatic bastard, Ben Bernanke, took over at the damned Federal Reserve and really, really, really started to create money by the trillions of dollars, using some of it to actually buy up worthless, dog-crap assets and the rest to buy government bonds so that the commie rats in the White House and Congress could continue to deficit-spend us into bankruptcy, a budget deficit which now approaches 12% of GDP, but which they had to do since they could not stop partying once they got started, or the whole rotten financial structure, made out of cards, erected on a bed of sand, on borrowed money, at huge degrees of leverage, collapses, the currency collapses, finally ending up with bread going up in price so much that nobody can afford to eat, and everybody tragically starves to death in a huge, horrible inflation in prices caused by the incredible inflation in the money supply, except the people who have gold, silver and oil. The end.”


    Well, he did not get an “A” on his essay, and I called his teacher to ask why. I figured she was probably just another government goon, maybe getting her twisted jollies by harassing the nephew of The Great Mogambo (TGM), or maybe she is some kind of mutant idiot, or both, as is, I figure, usually the case.


    Well, she was pretty feisty, and she was pretty insistent that it was obvious to her that a 3rd-grade kid did not write it, and, to go on, it was equally as obvious to her that I was the one who actually wrote it, and that I am an obnoxious, rude man who calls her on the phone because he is too much of a gutless coward to come down there and face her, whereupon I said to myself, “Wow! She’s good!”


    I immediately figured that if she was so smart, she had bought a lot of gold, silver and oil to protect herself against the horrifying certainty of ruinous consumer price inflation as a result of the Federal Reserve creating too, too, too much money and credit so that a runaway spendthrift Congress can deficit-spend upwards of 2% of GDP. But when I asked her, she said, “No.”


    Soon she will learn, to her horror, that she should have given the essay an “A” and heeded its advice, but because she did not, I will have my revenge! Whee! This investing stuff is easy!
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    Anyway, how to make money on the inevitable? Jeez! I get so tired of this question that I am currently soliciting bids on some tattoo work, so I can have, permanently written on my forehead, the words “Buy gold, you freaking moron!” and then I would not have to say anything at all, which would be a big productivity-booster. I could write this Mogambo drivel with one hand, and with the other hand, at the same time, point to my own forehead in answer to that perennial question, “So tell me, you egghead doofus; how can I make some money by investing?”


    ~ Anti-Leverage: A Theoretical Masterpiece 6/23/03.


    To which I will add, circa today, in my own little foreword, “And the inflation in twenty-first century America was begun to pay off a huge pile of debts, too, debts so big that those wimpy French bastards would have choked on their baguettes and hopped around comically saying “Sacré Bleu and oui oui oui, I am – how do you American swine say? – choking! Oui oui oui!” if they had faced debts even HALF as big as we have right freaking now, even a QUARTER as big, so don’t get me started on how the freaking French had it so bad, boo hoo hoo.


    ~ Euphuistic Claptrap 6/30/03.


    This is the kind of scary stuff I have been thinking about, and so I decided that I needed to get my mind on something else, and overcoming my paralyzing paranoia with a superhuman effort and handfuls of psychotropic medications of every hue, I decided to try to finish up another home- security perimeter-control project, in this case wiring a flame-thrower into the doorbell circuit on the front door.


    So I’m trying to figure out what in the hell this green wire is for, see, and out of the corner of my eye I see, coming up the walk, the know-nothing busy-bodies who work in the city’s code-enforcement department, who seem to know zilch about even the basics of the theory and practice of self-defense, and I just know that they are going to get into another snit about this flame thrower thing. So I quickly just tie the mysterious green wire into the first circuit that is handy, namely the nearest hot circuit where the electrical tape is coming unwound and I can easily see exposed bare wires, and then I hang a sign on the doorbell that says, “If you are from the City Building Code Enforcement Department, or are a Swiss monetary official, ring the bell.”


    ~ Government Economic Malfeasance 8/4/03.


    Now, all of this petulance may be caused by the results of my own gluttonous indulgences, as I went to a party over the weekend where there was this gigantic taco bar, see, and of course I made a big embarrassment of myself in front of my wife who was doing her wifely duties by reminding me, by slapping me on the back of my head, that stuffing tacos into my mouth with both hands was one thing, but making horrible slobbering and grunting noises while doing it was quite another, and so I was finally reduced to constantly fending her and all the other guests off with one hand and stuffing innumerable delicious tacos into my mouth with the other. And now I am reminded, days later, that mature men cannot act like starving, ravenous beasts, and that the penalty of ridiculous, massive overindulgence is lethargy and indigestion, replete with moaning and groaning.


    ~ Gluttonous Indulgences 8/25/03.


    Then, and I hope you are sitting down for this and have an IV inserted into your arm that is dripping some kind of powerful tranquilizer into your veins by the quart, the long-awaited PPI came out, and the guy who delivered it to me must have glanced at the page and noticed that it said that prices were up strongly. It doesn’t take a genius to realize how that kind of news is going to affect me, so he just tied it to a rock and heaved toward the Bunker du Mogambo. It hit the door with a thud and lay there on the ground. I fired off a few bursts from the Mogambo Machinegun System (MMS) to suppress any incipient hostile activity, and I quickly opened the door to the Mogambo Fortress of Solitude and snatched the report up off the ground and ran back inside. Quickly slamming the door shut, throwing all the locks and activating the Mogambo Monitoring and Surveillance System (MM&SS) into Full-On mode, I gobbled down a few nitroglycerin pills as a wise precaution, and then leisurely read that prices were up for the month, and by 0.6%. In March, the Philly Fed’s prices paid component surged 9.7 points to 53.4. The ‘prices received’ subindex climbed 3.7 points to 22.6. Both are at the highest levels in nine years.


    My immediate reaction was an involuntary tightening of my trigger finger as I staggered about clutching my heart, and then, according to expert testimony, was enveloped in a confluence of outrage, fear, and panic in doses that were, according to sensitive instruments developed specifically for the purpose, off the charts!


    ~ Crazy-Making Cognitive Dissonance 3/29/04.


    Now everyone is looking at me and quietly arming themselves with baseball bats and those damned Tazer zappers because they can tell that I am getting pretty wound up here, and those little tattletale machines I am hooked up to are all going “beep beep beep!” With a mighty effort, a Mighty Mogambo Effort (MME), I calm myself down, my brawny chest and broad shoulders heaving mightily, and I take a deep breath, flip the selector to full-auto and shoot off a clip of expensive bullets into a bush that is acting strangely.


    ~ The Gold Bug In All Of Us 11/29/04.


    People often ask, “Mogambo, how come you never amounted to anything and are, according to recent data, actually a big failure in everything?” Well, to be fair, they usually only asked me that question one time, and then forever after they carry bad memories and/or actual scars to remind them not to ask me THAT damn question again!


    ~ Pretty Rocks as Money 1/24/05.


    The Congress that we have now is more stupid, arrogant and corrupt than any other in the history of Congress, the Leftist morons on the Supreme Court have destroyed the Constitution by letting them do it, and a brain-damaged Federal Reserve has provided every dime of financing for the whole enchilada and destroyed the dollar for their efforts. Since nothing has changed, except to get worse, I am sure that taxes are going to be increased. Again. And again. And again. Ugh.


    ~ Stocks Bite the Big One 2/7/05.


    So, as my charitable contribution this week, as part of the philanthropic Mogambo Charity (MC) which distributes, free of charge, slaps to the faces of people who are acting really, really, really stupid, and by really, really, really stupid you know that I mean the Federal Reserve, as I would never forgive myself if I accidentally passed up an opportunity to heap a big ol’ stinking pile of Mogambo Sneering Contempt (MSC) on the Federal Reserve, there are two main reasons why some people are homeless. 1) They can’t afford to pay rent, or 2) they don’t want to own a house. As for Reason Number Two on our Hit Parade of Reasons For Homelessness, to tell you the truth, I own a house, and I have learned the hard way that don’t want to own a house because it is a responsibility, by which I mean that it is a big, time-consuming hassle, and an expensive one, too! And when it comes time to disappear in the middle of the night, beating it out of town one step ahead of the police after getting the maximum cash advance form each of my wife’s credit cards, what are ya gonna do with a house THEN? Take it with you? Hahahahaha!


    ~ The Mutant Debt that Ate the World 2/15/05


    From another perspective, namely the Up Close And Personal view, Social Security is like when I tell my kid to get a paper route and start making some money mowing lawns and babysitting somebody’s brats. And I will, as the benevolent father who loves her and wants to protect her, will take – poink! – a sixth of everything she makes, off the top. She starts yelling and screaming, “Mom! Daddy took a sixth of my money, and he won’t give it back!” and so my wife yells up the stairs for me to give the money back, and so I go out into the hall and patiently and calmly explain my terrific new plan to Save Our Daughter’s Future, which I cleverly call The Mogambo Plan To Save Our Daughter’s Future (MPTSODF), by yelling back, “Shut yer hole, ya crazy old bag, before I come down there and shut it for you!” Which was apparently the wrong thing to say, because the next thing I know, I hear shells being loaded into a pump 12-gauge shotgun and she is yelling, “You stay right there, mister! I have had all of the Mogambo crap I am going to take!” Deciding to test whether the window is a good emergency fire exit, I quickly found myself outside, and so I went to the bar and had a few rounds, and then everything started looking better. I wrote an IOU on a bar napkin, which I thought was really poetic in its own way, but I probably won’t get any credit for THAT, either!


    ~ Bumbling Baby Boomers 4/18/05.


    As I am slamming the door shut and arming the Mogambo Intruder Intercept System (MIIS), I am thinking to myself that I am not sure what in the hell that Fed is up to, but it is getting really, really weird. As a guy who is weird, I certainly know what I am talking about when it comes to weird, although I will probably be the only one in the police lineup, standing there with all the rest of the creepy (and smelly) scum of the Earth (“Hi, Mogambo!” “Hi, Bob! Yo, Willie!”), when the cops soothingly say to the witness behind the two-way mirror, “Do you recognize the weird, lying little pervert, ma’am?” I will start yelling, “Weird? You want weird? Then get that weird old bat up here with me, because the Federal Reserve is destroying her money and yet, she is down here complaining about me screaming at her to wake up and prepare to die a horrible economic death because of it! Now that’s weird!”


    ~ Bond Market Bozos 4/17/06.


    Instead, the point I was painfully belaboring is that since all of the money and assets in America are now debt (“putting equity to work!”), and since interest rates are still hovering around the lowest in history and thus destined to rise significantly, that this lack of increase in Total Fed Credit is frightening, sort of like when I came down to breakfast and my wife was standing there wearing a hockey mask and holding a chainsaw. As she yanks the handle, cranking it to roaring life, she lunged at me with it, screaming, “You’re going down, you sick jerk!” And my daughter was yelling encouragement: “Get him, mom!”


    ~ The Bread War 6/26/06.


    Yes, it is true that The Mogambo had another heart attack (the third) and is now the proud owner of 5 cardiac stents. What caused this? The health care system did this to me, as I cannot find a physician who has an actual, real license to practice medicine who will prescribe a regimen of smoking cigarettes, drinking too much coffee, eating yummy foods laden with fat and/or sugar, and saving my strength by getting no exercise except for pounding out voluminous, rabid hate mail to the Congress, the Supreme Court, the United Nations and various others, all of whom I absolutely despise for one reason or another.


    ~ Heart Attacks And Tax Codes 4/17/08.


    I think that this is an odd juxtaposition of items, as I never heard it even mentioned that “big investors” were doing their “big investing” inside of retirement plans, but it sounds like an interesting idea if you never want to take money out of the individual retirement plan to spend it on, for example, a wonderful holiday weekend away from the wife and kids, maybe playing some golf, eating stuff like tasty chunks of meat fried in lard and scratching my butt whenever I want without somebody saying, “Stop eating that damned fried meat!” and “Stop scratching your damned nasty butt!” and “Stop scratching your damned nasty butt with fried meat!”


    ~ Silver Saves Investors Big and Small 6/16/08.


    The bartender bent down real close to my face so that I could not miss him, and since that is never a good sign, I decided that I would let him get a good whiff of my breath to show him the folly of his ways.


    So I brightly said, “Hi!”


    He immediately backed up a couple of feet and said to me, “This is the last time I am going to tell you about keeping your voice down, and to stop insulting the customers and Democrats by calling them idiots. The idiots who are not customers or Democrats are complaining about being insulted by the association.”


	~ Interest Rates Have “One Too Many” 1/8/09.


    In case you were wondering, I figure that the worst economic theory in history was the one where economists got a chicken drunk and watched to see if it fell first on its right side or onto its left side, one side meaning one thing and the other side meaning, I assume, the opposite, although I am not sure of the details since I just made it up and now I am sorry I did because it seems so stupid now that I see it in print.


    ~ Keynesian Economics: A Halfwit’s Guide to Monetary Inflation 2/12/10.


    I got an email from Junior Mogambo Ranger (JMR) Steve, who writes about “a quickie from the show Pawn Stars”, which startled me into Instant Mogambo Alert (IMA) because I thought he said, “a quickie from the show Porn Stars”.


    ~ Monetary Inflation and the 32-Cent Gallon of Gas 2/17/10.


    And don’t get me started on the hassles of having a few defensive fortifications in the backyard to further protect yourself against the massive social unrest that inflation causes. Neighbors are always whining about something, like maybe a couple of accidental shots, probably less than a hundred rounds all told, allegedly emanating from the Mogambo Bunker Of Trembling Terror (MBOTT), that didn’t even hit anybody, and the only real damage was Carl’s stupid barbeque grill, which was old, rusty and ugly to start with, and I didn’t think he would even mind, and there was some collateral damage to his stupid water heater, too, which was ditto on the old, rusty and ugly.


    ~ Money Supply Flood to Drown US Economy 2/18/10.


    People hear my clear, clarion call for them to buy gold, silver and oil as their protection from the monetary and fiscal stupidities which abound – abound! – all around us, and they have questions, such as the one that is burned into my brain from an altercation this morning outside of the hardware store, where I was telling some idiot to buy gold, silver and oil, and which elicited the response, “Why are you yelling at us in such a deafening manner? Can’t you see that we are standing right here, you moron?” which is, if you count, actually TWO questions!


    And it gets worse when another popular response is “What about the stock market? Will it go up or down?” and my answer is, being as polite as I can be, always the same: “What is it with you greedy people always asking two questions at once, which only confuses me and makes me angry? Get out of my sight, you silly rude persons, or I will, as was said in ‘Monty Python and the Holy Grail’ and from which I am obviously ripping off this stilted style of dialog because I have no creativity or talent of my own to come up with anything better, taunt you again!”


    ~ Stock Market Rallies: Nothing Lasts Forever 2/23/10.


    As indicated by the sound effect in the “Gaaaaaahhhhh!”, one can only manage a scream of Loud Mogambo Outrage (LMO) at the sheer, staggering, socialist stupidity of declaring prices, a sound not unlike the Freaking Sound Of Doom (FSOD) already ringing in your ears or you wouldn’t be reading this, which is a clarion call, if ever there was one, to hie thyself, to make ready, the Mogambo Bunker Of I-Told-You-So (MBOITYS), because, brother, one of these days very soon you are going to be glad you did.


    ~ Persistent Debts Despite the Printing Press 2/25/10.


    “Dear Mogambo Stupid Head (MSH), You say that inflation is raging because of all the money that the Federal Reserve is creating, so how do you explain Bloomberg reporting ‘Excluding energy and food, the so-called core index unexpectedly fell 0.1 percent, reflecting a drop in new-car prices, clothing and shelter’? You can’t explain it because you are stupid and you are wrong and everybody hates you! Sincerely, Anonymous Reader.”


    Well, as nice as it is to hear from my sister like that, it is doubly enjoyable this time because she is so wrong that I rate her as one who “has her own head up her own nasty butt” and I can hardly wait until Thanksgiving when everybody will be around the table and I can remind her of that ugly fact, getting back at her for what she said about me last year, by reminding her that she is so stupid (audience shouts out, “How stupid, Marvelous Manly Mogambo (MMM)?”) that she forgot to read farther into the article to learn that costs are being held down because “Even with higher production and material costs, US companies are reluctant to pass on the expenses to consumers”, which includes Wal-Mart, “the world’s largest retailer”, which “reported fourth-quarter sales that trailed its projection after cutting grocery and electronic prices” which, in a nutshell, explains why I am now screaming, “Inflation is here, you morons!


    ~ Inflation: The Economic Factor that Never Stops 3/2/10.


    The pills that I thought were tranquilizers turned out to be vitamins, and although I am on the verge of some kind of mental breakdown because of the mix-up, I feel great!


    Turning to the old tried and true, I soon learned that I had started too late, and I was not nearly drunk enough to have properly anesthetized my nerves when I chanced to read Agora Financial’s 5- Minute Forecast report that “The CBO’s latest numbers reveal that President Obama’s proposed fiscal 2011 budget would add $9.7 trillion to the national debt over the next 10 years.”


    My hands shook and my guts churned at the horrific prospect of adding $9.7 trillion to the money supply, which means (I gulp in horror at the prospect) inflation in pieces like you never saw! Yikes!


    ~ CBO Budget Projections and the Horrors of Inflation 3/10/10.


    Pretty soon, as I trudge to the street, I realize that such fiscal and monetary insanity means it is all going to come down to an “it’s them or me” showdown, an inflection point in life where I finally get to say, “Now who’s the idiot for buying armaments to protect his gold, silver and oil, you moron? Huh? Who’s the moron now? Maybe another burst of good ol’ doctor .50-caliber here to ‘take out’ what’s left of your lawnmower, while desperate, starving looters are ransacking your house, will sharpen your thinking!” Rat-a-tat-a-tat! Hahaha!


    ~ Laughing in the Face of Financial Destruction 4/7/10.


    It reminds me of how that little snot Arnold, from the accounting department, keeps showing my boss his stupid charts and stupid printouts that prove, so he says, that I am the worst employee the company has ever had, and my stupid boss wants to know if I can explain any of that, and I say, “Of course I can explain it! Arnold hates me, and he is a lying piece of crap that likes to hang around playgrounds and talk to cute little boys about joining the Nazi Party!” and of course Arnold, all flustered and upset, says, “That’s not true! None of it!”


    ~ The Strong Hand of Silver 4/26/10.


    As you may have guessed, my trigger finger spasmed in terror at the monetary and fiscal insanity, but the Uzi I was clutching with a death-grip did not fire, as I had cleverly remembered to put the safety “on” so that I would not have a sudden explosion of accidental gunfire like, you know, those other unfortunate incidents that nobody likes to talk about, except my idiot neighbors, who perpetually taunt me and call me “gun nut,” and “homicidal maniac,” and “creepy weirdo old man who ought to be locked up” ever since.


    Naturally, I object to the label “gun nut” because I am NOT a “gun nut,” although I firmly believe that adult citizens should be allowed and encouraged to carry as much awesome lethal firepower as they are able to lift off of the ground and somehow holster under their bulging, ludicrously-oversized overcoats.


    And as for “homicidal maniac” I would say, “No. Not yet, at least. Thought about it, though.”


    ~ Price Inflation to Pay the Debt 1/4/11.


    I have to admit that I get awfully tired of people writing to me and asking, “Are you as stupid as you look and sound?” mostly because I have truthfully answered “Yes” to this question so, so many times that I thought it was, you know, common knowledge by this time.


    I mean, people usually refer to me as “stupid” all the time, as in, “Shut up, stupid!” and, “Get out of my way, stupid!” which is not to mention all the times I overheard my wife telling one of the kids, “Tell your stupid father that dinner is ready.”


    I liked it better when my parents used to look at me and shake their heads in disapproval over something I did, and they would exasperatedly ask, “For the thousandth time, what in the hell is wrong with you, boy?” and I would reply, “The same thing that was wrong with me the other 999 times you asked me that question, I assume! What in the hell is wrong with you that you ask me the same question a thousand times, when it’s obvious I don’t know the answer?”


    ~ Verbosity is the Soul of Financial Fury 1/5/11.


    Being a paranoid, conspiracy-nut, lunatic whacko like I am, I contribute to the genre by declaring that Franklin Delano Roosevelt was a cripple who was confined to a wheelchair, and who was so angry about his infirmity that he said, “I may be crippled and in this wheelchair, but I can still give an instant 3.9% Big Screw Job (BSJ) to an entire country by forcing the citizens to accept a lousy $20 bill for $20.80 in gold! Up yours, Americans, walking around and laughing at cripples like me! Hahaha!”


    ~ The Government-Gold Screw Job of 1933 2/4/11.


    Well, to be completely honest, I personally have no idea why you are wasting your life, although I can tell you, in case you are interested, that if you are NOT buying gold, silver and oil stocks in response to the Federal Reserve constantly creating so unbelievably much money that it will cause inflationary catastrophe for the economy, then you will soon not HAVE any life worth living when inflation in prices destroys you and everything you love, and you will be forced down, down, down to nasty subsistence living, checking the garbage cans and dumpsters behind restaurants for food during the day, and sleeping in them after closing time to keep out the rats.


    ~ The Well-Traveled Funds of Fed Money Creation 02/25/11.
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    Before anyone even heard of the Mayans, the Mogambo proclaimed “We’re Freaking Doomed!” ~ Ty Keough


    U.S. bills are 2.61 inches wide, 6.14 inches long, and are .0043 inches thick and weigh 1 gram. Mogambo trades them for bullion as soon as he receives them.


    Other than the San Francisco Cable cars, Mogambo Guru is the only mobile National Monument,


    According to Mogambo Guru, Congress is the least dense substance in the world, at 0.06218g/cc, a full 0.02+g/cc lower than hydrogen.


    Mogambomania refers to an insatiable craving for the Mogambo Guru.


    Mogambo has a special curse word for the Federal Reserve that uses every letter of the English alphabet.


    King Midas called Mogambo Guru from beyond the grave, he wanted his gold back.


    Fiat dollars are kryptonite to Mogambo Guru.


    Grapes explode when placed in a microwave oven, Mogambo Guru explodes when confronted with idiocy.


    Mogambo’s heart is bigger than his brain, and is entirely golden.


    Other than the elephant, Mogambo Guru is the only mammal that can’t jump. He’s too weighed down with gold and silver.


    The volume of earth’s moon is close to the volume of Mogambo’s silver holdings.


    Gold was discovered 57 years after Mogambo Guru started collecting it.


    It takes 492 seconds for sunlight to reach earth but only 14 nanoseconds for the Mogambo Fist Of Rage to meet your chin.


    There are more ounces of gold in Mogambo’s bunker than there are citizens in Florida.


    When Mogambo goes missing his wife tracks him down by releasing their dog which has been trained to track gold dust.


    Atlantis sunk after Mogambo transferred his gold and silver to the local bank for safe keeping.


    Mogambo Guru’s storage bunker for bullion is larger than the country of Lichtenstein.


    Even though there are 293 ways to make change for a dollar, Mogambo doesn’t give change.


    111,111,111 x 111,111,111 = 12,345,678,987,654,321, so says Mogambo.


    Mogambo Guru was once arrested for robbery of vending machines, stealing all the packages of yummy pork products. He posted bail entirely in quarters.


    There are over 20,000 brands of beer, Mogambo has sampled them all.


    Mogambo discovered earth after fleeing his home planet which was totally destroyed by the ruling government. All life on the moon is now gone.


    No matter its size or thickness, no piece of paper can be folded more than seven times by anybody but Mogambo Guru.


    Diamonds were the hardest substance known to man until Mogambo Guru demonstrated smashing diamonds with his fist.


    Alfred Nobel invented dynamite in 1866 to speed gold production for Mogambo Guru.


    In the Mogambo Bunker of Doom the speaker of the house is not allowed to speak.


    If a statue in the park of a person on a horse has both front legs in the air, the person died from the Big Fist Of The Mogambo (BFOTM); if the horse has one front leg in the air, the person died as a result of the Mogambo Laugh Of Scorn (MLOS); if the horse has all four legs on the ground, the person died of starvation due to the horrific inflation in food prices.


    Chrometophobia is the fear of money, Mogambophobia is just good sense.


    The fastest speed a falling raindrop can hit you is 18 mph, the fastest speed a Mogambo punch can hit you is closer to 72 mph.


    Mogambo Guru, on average, consumes one acre of frozen pizza each year.


    The World’s Most Interesting Man tried to capture a photo of the Mogambo in his natural habitat. ~ Ty Keough


    Mogambo Guru is Victoria’s Secret.


    Mogambo once spent a summer golfing in Minnesota. It resulted in approximately 11,842 lakes being created after his golf balls returned to earth.


    Christopher Nolan created Batman’s costume by casting a mold of Mogambo’s chest.


    Mogambo Guru taught Charlie Daniels how to fiddle.


    The Sahara Desert came into existence after Mogambo, while on a speaking tour in Northern Africa, tried to explain Austrian Business Cycle theory to Alan Greenspan.


    Shooting stars are actually gold and silver deliveries to Mogambo from the next sector. He’s been forced to order from aliens as humans cannot keep production up with his demand.


    Mogambo Guru always scores 19 on an 18 hole golf outing. Shot number 19 is his shot of whiskey in the clubhouse, bought by the loser.


    Goldfinger is not a James Bond movie, it’s a gesture Mogambo makes with his middle finger whenever he sees the Federal Reserve Chairman on the television.


    What makes Mogambo’s tacos so yummy is the napalm he uses for his sauce.


    Mogambo Guru continues to fail to make the record books for the most number of birdies in a single round of golf because all his shots result in a hole-in-one.


    Mogambo doesn’t mow his grass, he just calls up the US Army to drop some agent orange. That’s why his tan is just a bit off color.


    When von Mises and Hayek want advice they dial Mogambo’s home phone number. When Mogambo wants advice he dials his cell phone number.


    Round Table Pizza wanted to change their name to Mogambo’s Pizza Bunker but Mogambo turned down their dollar based royalties.


    Moore’s Law: The number of transistors on a chip doubles every 18 months. Mogambo’s Law: The number of morons on the government dole doubles every 18 months.


    When the Department of Homeland Security (DHS) purchased 450 million rounds of 40 caliber hollow point ammunition they went shopping at the Mogambo Bunker Of Ultimate Defense Posture (MBOUDP) to take immediate delivery.


    Asteroid 2012 DA 14, hurtling toward earth, has been found to have a magnetic attraction to Mogambo’s gold and silver cache. The Dallas Cowboys Cheerleaders have been found to have a magnetic attraction to Mogambo Guru.


    The intensity of Mogambo’s rage can be calculated as the square of the loathsome Obama administration’s monthly deficit spending multiplied by the inverse of the foul federal reserve’s artificially low interest rate, which, under the current zero interest rate policy, causes the intensity to approach infinity.


    In an attempt to hide from Mogambo, Ben Bernanke plans to shave his beard after the whole world blows up from his massive printing of trillions of dollars.


    The Federal Reserve has been furiously buying up treasury debt after the congress added a third directive of matching the feds balance sheet liabilities with Mogambo’s assets.


    Seneca guns, those booming noises accompanied by shaking ground and low rumbling sounds, has been traced back to the fleets of armored vehicles rolling through East coast towns delivering Mogambo’s gold and silver purchases.


    When Domino’s ran out of pizza, rather than shutter operations, they went to Mogambo to purchase his pizza hoard.


    The US military’s Massive Ordinance Penetrator (MOP) bomb, placed into service June 2012, has been found to be ineffective against the Mogambo Bunker of Extreme Paranoia (MBOEP) and has caused such consternation that the pentagon has set up the Mogambo Office Of Observation (MOOO). The cows roaming coastal Florida are strangely out of place.


    When children of Delta Force members want to scare their parents they talk about the Awesome Powers of the Mogambo (APOTM).


    After the failure of the Japanese Army to save Tokyo, Mogambo Guru was called into action. Before he could unleash the Mogambo Arsenal Of Sheer Firepower (MAOSF) Godzilla retreated into the ocean in Pure Mogambo Panic Mode (PMPM).


    Mogambo doesn’t own a putter, every ball he hits creates a hole when it lands.


    Mogambo Guru orders so much silver and gold that the US Postal Service has issued him personal zip codes of 47 and 79.


    Even at Mach 5, the Army’s Advanced Hypersonic Weapon (AHW) failed to keep pace with Mogambo’s golf ball when tested November 2011 over the Marshall Islands.


    The last time rain fell on Mogambo’s head was during a summer storm in August 1987, shortly before Alan Greenspan became the fed chief. Since then Mogambo’s head has been so hot the rain evaporates before it can strike him.


    The crocodile population in southern Florida has increased nearly 10-fold since the 1970’s. That is exactly when Mogambo started telling the crocodiles about all the morons in his neighborhood.


    The earth tilted on its axis after Mogambo Guru took physical possession of his gold and silver holdings.


    The Staffordshire Hoard, found 5 July 2009, is the largest hoard of Anglo Saxon gold and silver metalwork found to date. Apparently nobody has found Mogambo’s bunker yet.


    The acronym for MENSA, the intellectual group formed by Mogambo stands for Mogambo Enlightened Neoclassical School of Aurum (AU).


    The myth that American streets are paved with gold emanated from the leaked photograph of Mogambo’s compound.


    Mogambo Guru taught Rumplestiltskin how to spin straw into gold.


    Mogambo Guru invented digital photography after repeated requests from Kodak to sell some of his silver.


    When silver is on backorder, Mogambo runs through central Florida decked out as a werewolf and collects the silver bullets fired at him.


    Every time you hear a bell ring Mogambo Guru has just purchased another ounce of silver.


    JP Morgan isn’t really leveraged 100:1 on their silver contracts at COMEX, they’ve been illegally shorting against Mogambo’s holdings.


    Stevie Wonder went blind after Mogambo reluctantly granted his request to view his gold and silver hoard.


    Mogambo Guru doesn’t mean ‘Love Guru’ in Africa, it means ‘get off your ass and buy gold, silver and oil ya moron’, the whole world over.


    The Tampa Triangle, bounded by St. Petersburg, Tampa and Clearwater, is more feared than the Bermuda Triangle as gold, silver and oil have been disappearing at an alarming rate.


    Global warming has been found to originate from a bunker in a coastal town in central Florida. It can be reversed if the federal reserve would quit pissing off Mogambo.


    The Mogambo Guru routinely beat Jack Nicklaus in the masters tournaments. Since Mogambo refused to sell some gold to pay his entrance fees, they denied all of his 23 first place titles.


    There is no Greek god of economics because Mogambo Guru declined the offer. His Mogambo Laugh of Scorn (MLOS) so embarrassed Zeus that he never offered the position to anyone else.


    When Delta Force soldiers want to tell their children scary stories they talk about Mogambo Guru.


    NASA’s Mars Rover’s first major find was not life on Mars or even water but an ammo can containing gold, silver and hermetically sealed oil stock certificates. The can was stamped Property of the Mogambo (POTM).


    The four earthquakes of April 11, 2012 were caused when the Big Fist of the Mogambo (BFOTM) pounded the Florida ground after the loathsome Obama administration and the foul Federal Reserve pissed him off.


    Mogambo’s personal bench press record is a massive 2,025 pounds. Since his insurance company won’t insure that amount of gold his record cannot be independently verified by the Guiness observers.


    The real mission of the Apollo program was to retrieve Mogambo’s errant golf ball. The Kennedy administration concocted the “race to the moon” to get public financial support because the price of Mogambo’s gold was being suppressed by the government.


    “Going Mogambo” is the newest entry in the Psychologist’s Big Book of Psychology Terms, it describes the state of rage at the exact moment the brain explodes.


    When Mogambo took delivery on his silver contracts COMEX sent his shipment via airmail. Unfortunately, the plane went down and the resulting crash caused the Mississippi River to flow backwards.


    A chicken with red earlobes will produce brown eggs and a chicken with white earlobes will produce white eggs, Mogambo devours both.


    There are approximately 2,700 species of mosquitoes (mostly living in Minnesota) but only one Mogambo Guru (living in a bunker in Florida).


    The Mogambo Guru was the architect NORAD consulted when building Cheyenne Mountain Operations Center.


    The fabled Lost City of Atlantis sank beneath the waves because one dumb radio host failed to call Mogambo to initiate a scheduled interview. His subsequent rage caused a mighty storm that literally disfigured the earth itself. ~ Anonymous


    The Grand Canyon was formed when Mogambo’s car broke down and he was forced to drag his cache of gold and silver across Arizona.


    Mogambo Guru is the only individual to ever successfully drop Gunnery Sergeant R. Lee Ermey for pushups.


    If you’re a moron, you don’t know it but Mogambo does. If you’re not a moron, you know it but Mogambo disagrees with you.


    The pot holes in the Greater Tampa area are where the Mogambo Guru accidentally dropped his bags of silver.


    The Economist’s Big Book of Economic Stuff has one page: Mogambo’s phone number.


    The Mogambo Guru is an omnivore; he hates plants and animals equally.


    The Mogambo Guru is on the other end of a certain superstar golfer’s cell phone, not Heidi Fleiss.


    IBM’s Deep Blue is much like R2D2 except inside is the Mogambo Guru.


    The Mogambo Guru doesn’t sleep, if his eyes are closed he’s praying.


    Jack Rebney, aka Winnebago Man, left the Mogambo School of Rage in tears.


    A Mogambo ghetto blaster is an uzi and a boombox is a booby trapped pizza container.


    When the US Air Force tested their MOAB (Mother of all Bombs) in Florida they dropped it on the Mogambo Bunker of Doom; MOAB failed miserably.

  


  

  
    Appendix C


    ACRONYMS

  


  
    
      
        
          	
            2

          
        


        
          	
            2M

          

          	
            Mogambo Millstone

          
        


        
          	
            A

          
        


        
          	
            AAA

          

          	
            Always Always Always

          
        


        
          	
            AAH

          

          	
            Angry As Hell

          
        


        
          	
            ABCT

          

          	
            Austrian Business Cycle Theory

          
        


        
          	
            ACWOMM

          

          	
            A Complete Waste Of My Money

          
        


        
          	
            AFD

          

          	
            A Freaking Dime

          
        


        
          	
            AFIAA

          

          	
            Any Freaking Inflation At All

          
        


        
          	
            AFMMOA

          

          	
            Almost Fatal Mogambo Mistake Of Analogy

          
        


        
          	
            AFR

          

          	
            Absolutely Freaking Right

          
        


        
          	
            AFS

          

          	
            A Freaking Stroke

          
        


        
          	
            AHOALMA

          

          	
            A Hell Of A Lot More Angry

          
        


        
          	
            AMC

          

          	
            Adorable Mogambo Cherub

          
        


        
          	
            AMD

          

          	
            Adorable Mogambo Darling

          
        


        
          	
            AMH

          

          	
            Anti-Mogambo Hostilities

          
        


        
          	
            AMI

          

          	
            Arrogant Mogambo Idiot

          
        


        
          	
            AMIA

          

          	
            Awesome Mogambo Investment Advice

          
        


        
          	
            AMIF

          

          	
            Angry Man In Florida

          
        


        
          	
            AMPA

          

          	
            Amazing Mogambo Paranormal Abilities

          
        


        
          	
            AMR

          

          	
            Amazing Mogambo Reflexes

          
        


        
          	
            AMR

          

          	
            Appropriate Mogambo Response

          
        


        
          	
            AMS

          

          	
            Astute Mogambo Scholar

          
        


        
          	
            AMS

          

          	
            Awesome Mogambo Sincerity

          
        


        
          	
            AMSF

          

          	
            Angry Mogambo Screaming Fit

          
        


        
          	
            AMSV

          

          	
            Amazing Mogambo Super Vision

          
        


        
          	
            AMT

          

          	
            Angry Mogambo Tirade

          
        


        
          	
            APM

          

          	
            All Powerful Mogambo

          
        


        
          	
            APW

          

          	
            A Perfect World

          
        


        
          	
            ARP

          

          	
            Almost Rich People

          
        


        
          	
            ASWINTM

          

          	
            Angry Stranger Who Is Not The Mogambo

          
        


        
          	
            ATFG

          

          	
            Around The Freaking Globe

          
        


        
          	
            ATFT

          

          	
            All The Freaking Time

          
        


        
          	
            ATFW

          

          	
            Around The Freaking World

          
        


        
          	
            ATWT

          

          	
            A Truly Wonderful Thing

          
        


        
          	
            ATWTFH

          

          	
            All The Way Through Freaking History

          
        


        
          	
            AUEE

          

          	
            Always Unpleasant Ending Effect

          
        


        
          	
            AVML

          

          	
            Another Valuable Mogambo Lesson

          
        


        
          	
            AWLOY

          

          	
            A Whole Lot Of Yuan

          
        


        
          	
            B

          
        


        
          	
            BAWM

          

          	
            Brave And Wonderful Mogambo

          
        


        
          	
            BB

          

          	
            Big Bags

          
        


        
          	
            BBB

          

          	
            Big Bad Bite

          
        


        
          	
            BBB

          

          	
            Big Bankrupting Boom

          
        


        
          	
            BBB

          

          	
            Big, BIG Bags

          
        


        
          	
            BBBBBB

          

          	
            Big Big Bad Bad Bankrupting Bust

          
        


        
          	
            BBBFO

          

          	
            Big Big BIG Freaking Opportunity

          
        


        
          	
            BBBP

          

          	
            Big Big BIG Profit

          
        


        
          	
            BBM

          

          	
            Big Big Mistake

          
        


        
          	
            BBMB

          

          	
            Big Beautiful Mogambo Bunker

          
        


        
          	
            BBMB

          

          	
            Big Blooming Mogambo Bunker

          
        


        
          	
            BBMB

          

          	
            Big Blowhard Mogambo Bastard

          
        


        
          	
            BBME

          

          	
            Big Blue Mogambo Eyes

          
        


        
          	
            BBN

          

          	
            Bad Bad News

          
        


        
          	
            BBP

          

          	
            Bad Bad Performance

          
        


        
          	
            BBR

          

          	
            Big Big Reason

          
        


        
          	
            BBRP

          

          	
            Big Beautiful Real Profits

          
        


        
          	
            BBT

          

          	
            Bad Bad Thing

          
        


        
          	
            BBT

          

          	
            Bad Bad Things

          
        


        
          	
            BBT

          

          	
            Bad Bad Times

          
        


        
          	
            BBW

          

          	
            Bad Bad Way

          
        


        
          	
            BCEM

          

          	
            Big Chief Editor Mogambo

          
        


        
          	
            BC-LIIYEH

          

          	
            Best Can’t-Lose Invesment Idea You Ever Heard

          
        


        
          	
            BCM

          

          	
            Big Crybaby Mogambo

          
        


        
          	
            BDLM

          

          	
            Bunker De La Mogambo

          
        


        
          	
            BDM

          

          	
            Big Doofus Mogambo

          
        


        
          	
            BFB

          

          	
            Big Fat Butt

          
        


        
          	
            BFB

          

          	
            Big Freaking Bust

          
        


        
          	
            BFC

          

          	
            Beyond Freaking Crazy

          
        


        
          	
            BFD

          

          	
            Big Freaking Deal

          
        


        
          	
            BFF

          

          	
            Big Freaking Fiasco

          
        


        
          	
            BFG

          

          	
            Big Freaking Genius

          
        


        
          	
            BFH

          

          	
            Both Freaking Hands

          
        


        
          	
            BFIT

          

          	
            Big Freaking Inflationary Trouble

          
        


        
          	
            BFL

          

          	
            Big Fat Lie

          
        


        
          	
            BFL

          

          	
            Big Fat Loser

          
        


        
          	
            BFL

          

          	
            Big Freaking Lie

          
        


        
          	
            BFL

          

          	
            Big Freaking Loss

          
        


        
          	
            BFM

          

          	
            Big Fat Moron

          
        


        
          	
            BFM

          

          	
            Big Freaking Mistake

          
        


        
          	
            BFMAC

          

          	
            Big Freaking Money And Credit

          
        


        
          	
            BFMB

          

          	
            Big Fat Mogambo Butt

          
        


        
          	
            BFMQ

          

          	
            Big Freaking Mogambo Question

          
        


        
          	
            BFN

          

          	
            Big Freaking News

          
        


        
          	
            BFOTM

          

          	
            Bony Finger Of The Mogambo

          
        


        
          	
            BFQ

          

          	
            Big Freaking Question

          
        


        
          	
            BFR

          

          	
            Big Freaking Reason

          
        


        
          	
            BFSM

          

          	
            Big Fat Stupid Mouth

          
        


        
          	
            BFSOT

          

          	
            Big Freaking Scheme Of Things

          
        


        
          	
            BIMEN

          

          	
            Big Important Mogambo Economic Note

          
        


        
          	
            BIS

          

          	
            Big Important Stuff

          
        


        
          	
            BLOLC

          

          	
            Big Load Of Lying Crap

          
        


        
          	
            BLOS

          

          	
            Bitter Laugh Of Scorn

          
        


        
          	
            BMBIBB

          

          	
            Big Mogambo Big Is Better Bunker

          
        


        
          	
            BMBOES

          

          	
            Big Mogambo Book Of Economic Stuff

          
        


        
          	
            BMD

          

          	
            Big Mogambo Dog

          
        


        
          	
            BME

          

          	
            Bloodshot Mogambo Eyes

          
        


        
          	
            BME

          

          	
            Bright Mogambo Eyes

          
        


        
          	
            BME

          

          	
            Brilliant Mogambo Example

          
        


        
          	
            BMF

          

          	
            Big Mogambo Funk

          
        


        
          	
            BMF

          

          	
            Big Money Fast

          
        


        
          	
            BMH

          

          	
            Brave Mogambo Heart

          
        


        
          	
            BMH

          

          	
            Breaking Mogambo Heart

          
        


        
          	
            BMI

          

          	
            Big Mogambo Idiot

          
        


        
          	
            BMI

          

          	
            Brilliant Mogambo Idea

          
        


        
          	
            BMJ

          

          	
            Big Mogambo Jerk

          
        


        
          	
            BMK

          

          	
            Bony Mogambo Knuckles

          
        


        
          	
            BML

          

          	
            Big Mogambo Lesson

          
        


        
          	
            BMM

          

          	
            Big Mogambo Mistake

          
        


        
          	
            BMM

          

          	
            Brilliant Mogambo Maven

          
        


        
          	
            BMMA

          

          	
            Brawny, Manly Mogambo Arm

          
        


        
          	
            BMN

          

          	
            Big Mogambo News

          
        


        
          	
            BMP

          

          	
            Big Mogambo Plan

          
        


        
          	
            BMP

          

          	
            Big Mogambo Plans

          
        


        
          	
            BMP

          

          	
            Brilliant Mogambo Prose

          
        


        
          	
            BMS

          

          	
            Big Mogambo Sissy

          
        


        
          	
            BMSTW

          

          	
            Big Mogambo Secret To Wealth

          
        


        
          	
            BMTWB

          

          	
            Brilliant Mogambo Tax Windfall Bonanza

          
        


        
          	
            BMWTTT

          

          	
            Big Moment When The Tides Turn

          
        


        
          	
            BNA

          

          	
            Bad News Aplenty

          
        


        
          	
            BNIS

          

          	
            Bad News In Spades

          
        


        
          	
            BNOTEF

          

          	
            Bad News On The Earnings Front

          
        


        
          	
            BOM

          

          	
            Buying Outright Mode

          
        


        
          	
            BOME

          

          	
            Big Old Mogambo Emphasis

          
        


        
          	
            BOTMC

          

          	
            Buy Of The Mogambo Century

          
        


        
          	
            BPFOTM

          

          	
            Bony Pointing Finger Of The Mogambo

          
        


        
          	
            BPITB

          

          	
            Big Pain In The Butt

          
        


        
          	
            BPOC

          

          	
            Big Piece Of Crap

          
        


        
          	
            BPOMEC

          

          	
            Broken Piece Of Mogambo Enterprises Crud

          
        


        
          	
            BQ

          

          	
            Big Question

          
        


        
          	
            BQOEL

          

          	
            Big Question On Everyone’s Lips

          
        


        
          	
            BQTWPTF

          

          	
            Burning Question That Will Plague The Future

          
        


        
          	
            BSB

          

          	
            Big Silver Buff

          
        


        
          	
            BSH

          

          	
            Big Stinking Heap

          
        


        
          	
            BSJ

          

          	
            Big Screw Job

          
        


        
          	
            BSJ

          

          	
            Big Screw Jobs

          
        


        
          	
            BSL

          

          	
            Big Stinking Load

          
        


        
          	
            BSLOC

          

          	
            Big Stinking Load Of Crap

          
        


        
          	
            BSLOH

          

          	
            Big Stinking Load Of Hooey

          
        


        
          	
            BSM

          

          	
            Big Stupid Mogambo

          
        


        
          	
            BSOT

          

          	
            Big Scheme Of Things

          
        


        
          	
            BTBO

          

          	
            Bite The Big One

          
        


        
          	
            BTFT

          

          	
            By The Freaking Ton

          
        


        
          	
            BTOPILAB

          

          	
            Bernanke Theory Of Permanent Inflation Lifting All Boats

          
        


        
          	
            BUI

          

          	
            Big Ugly Inevitable

          
        


        
          	
            BUM

          

          	
            Big Ugly Mess

          
        


        
          	
            BWOAOTM

          

          	
            Bottomless Well Of Anger Of The Mogambo

          
        


        
          	
            BWP

          

          	
            Big Windfall Payday

          
        


        
          	
            C

          
        


        
          	
            CAAC

          

          	
            Completely And Absolutely Certain

          
        


        
          	
            CBD

          

          	
            Can’t Be Done

          
        


        
          	
            CCQ

          

          	
            Copious Copious Quantities

          
        


        
          	
            CFI

          

          	
            Complete Freaking Idiot

          
        


        
          	
            CHF

          

          	
            Cold Hard Fact

          
        


        
          	
            CIF

          

          	
            Crucially Important Fact

          
        


        
          	
            CIK

          

          	
            Crucial Investing Knowledge

          
        


        
          	
            CLLMT

          

          	
            Creepy Little Loudmouth Mogambo Twerp

          
        


        
          	
            CLM

          

          	
            Charismatic Leader Mogambo

          
        


        
          	
            CLMOTM

          

          	
            Computer-Like Mind Of The Mogambo

          
        


        
          	
            CLSW

          

          	
            Cheating Little Scumbag Whore

          
        


        
          	
            CMB

          

          	
            Cheap Mogambo Bastard

          
        


        
          	
            CMB

          

          	
            Crazy Mogambo Ballistic

          
        


        
          	
            CMBM

          

          	
            Clever Mogambo Bon Mot

          
        


        
          	
            CMCP

          

          	
            Clever Mogambo Contingency Plan

          
        


        
          	
            CMD

          

          	
            Caustic Mogambo Derision

          
        


        
          	
            CMD

          

          	
            Contemptuous Mogambo Derision

          
        


        
          	
            CMD

          

          	
            Cuddly Mogambo Darlings

          
        


        
          	
            CME

          

          	
            Classic Mogambo Equanimity

          
        


        
          	
            CMLS

          

          	
            Correct Mogamgo Literary Style

          
        


        
          	
            CMS

          

          	
            Classic Mogambo Sign

          
        


        
          	
            CMW

          

          	
            Charming Mogambo Way

          
        


        
          	
            CMW

          

          	
            Clever Mogambo Way

          
        


        
          	
            COTFW

          

          	
            Center Of The Freaking World

          
        


        
          	
            COTW

          

          	
            Colossus Of The World

          
        


        
          	
            CYP

          

          	
            Cost You Plenty

          
        


        
          	
            D

          
        


        
          	
            DDITDD-

            OTHOTM

          

          	
            Deep Down In The Dark Dismal Depths Of The Heart Of The Mogambo

          
        


        
          	
            DES

          

          	
            Doubly Especially So

          
        


        
          	
            DGA

          

          	
            Damned Good Advice

          
        


        
          	
            DGR

          

          	
            Damned Good Reason

          
        


        
          	
            DLM

          

          	
            Damned Loudmouth Mogambo

          
        


        
          	
            DMBN

          

          	
            Daily Mogambo Business Network

          
        


        
          	
            DMC

          

          	
            Darling Mogambo Cherub

          
        


        
          	
            DMD

          

          	
            Demanding Mogambo Demand

          
        


        
          	
            DMES

          

          	
            Doubly Mogambo Especially So

          
        


        
          	
            DMG

          

          	
            Darling Mogambo Grasshoppers

          
        


        
          	
            DMJ

          

          	
            Deadbeat Mogambo Jerk

          
        


        
          	
            DML

          

          	
            Disdainful Mogambo Laughter

          
        


        
          	
            DMPB

          

          	
            Disgusting Mogambo Puke Bag

          
        


        
          	
            DMS

          

          	
            Disgusting Mogambo Spittle

          
        


        
          	
            DMUKRS

          

          	
            Daily Mogambo U.K. Radio Show

          
        


        
          	
            DRB

          

          	
            Disastrously Ruinously Bad

          
        


        
          	
            DSGF

          

          	
            Daddy’s Secret Getaway Fund

          
        


        
          	
            D-SMEL

          

          	
            Double-Secret Mogambo Enemies List

          
        


        
          	
            DXMW

          

          	
            Disrespectful Xenophobic Mogambo Way

          
        


        
          	
            E

          
        


        
          	
            EBN

          

          	
            Especially Bad News

          
        


        
          	
            EFCAFAICT

          

          	
            Every Freaking Case As Far As I Can Tell

          
        


        
          	
            EFD

          

          	
            Every Freaking Day

          
        


        
          	
            EFDOOL

          

          	
            Every Freaking Day Of Our Lives

          
        


        
          	
            EFEHOTW

          

          	
            Entire Freaking Economic History Of The World

          
        


        
          	
            EFGS

          

          	
            Entire Freaking Global Supply

          
        


        
          	
            EFO

          

          	
            Every Freaking One

          
        


        
          	
            EFO

          

          	
            Exact Freaking Opposite

          
        


        
          	
            EFP

          

          	
            Even Freaking Possible

          
        


        
          	
            EFR

          

          	
            Entire Freaking Record

          
        


        
          	
            EFT

          

          	
            Every Freaking Thing

          
        


        
          	
            EFT

          

          	
            Every Freaking Time

          
        


        
          	
            EFT

          

          	
            Every Freaking Turn

          
        


        
          	
            EFZ

          

          	
            Exactly Freaking Zero

          
        


        
          	
            EGTH

          

          	
            Everything Goes To Hell

          
        


        
          	
            EGTSR

          

          	
            Employees Get Their Stupid Repayment

          
        


        
          	
            EJMRW

          

          	
            Expensive Junior Mogambo Ranger Watch

          
        


        
          	
            EKM

          

          	
            Emperor King Mogambo

          
        


        
          	
            EM

          

          	
            Emperor Mogambo

          
        


        
          	
            EME

          

          	
            Embarrassing Mogambo Episodes

          
        


        
          	
            EMM

          

          	
            Exalted Mogambo Master

          
        


        
          	
            EMP

          

          	
            Exalted Mogambo Personage

          
        


        
          	
            EMP

          

          	
            Extra-ordinary Mogambo Powers

          
        


        
          	
            EMP

          

          	
            Extreme Mogambo Paranoia

          
        


        
          	
            EMR

          

          	
            Extreme Mogambo Retribution

          
        


        
          	
            EMTAG

          

          	
            Eternal Mogambo Truth About Gold

          
        


        
          	
            EOOS

          

          	
            Every Ounce Of Strength

          
        


        
          	
            ESOTM

          

          	
            Existential Side Of The Mogambo

          
        


        
          	
            ESPFH

          

          	
            Economic Stimulus Package From Hell

          
        


        
          	
            EST

          

          	
            Exact Same Time

          
        


        
          	
            ESTFT-

            WOTAES

          

          	
            Economic Stupidity Task Force To Wipe Out The Aforementioned Economic Stupidity

          
        


        
          	
            EWTTD

          

          	
            Exact Wrong Thing To Do

          
        


        
          	
            EWWH

          

          	
            Exactly What Would Happen

          
        


        
          	
            F

          
        


        
          	
            FAMR

          

          	
            Full-Alert Mogambo Response

          
        


        
          	
            FAWM

          

          	
            Fabulous And Wonderful Mogambo

          
        


        
          	
            FC&E

          

          	
            Full Comprhension and Enlightenment

          
        


        
          	
            FCS

          

          	
            First Class Stink

          
        


        
          	
            FFN

          

          	
            Frazzled Freaking Nerves

          
        


        
          	
            FFT

          

          	
            First Freaking Thing

          
        


        
          	
            FFTL

          

          	
            Far Far Too Late

          
        


        
          	
            FFY

          

          	
            Five Freaking Years

          
        


        
          	
            FFY

          

          	
            Forty Freaking Years

          
        


        
          	
            FGOEWT-

            SFTMOTM

          

          	
            Fabulous Gem Of Economic Wisdom That Spews From The Mouth Of The Mogambo

          
        


        
          	
            FLI

          

          	
            Freaking Lose It

          
        


        
          	
            FLOES

          

          	
            Free Lunch On Easy Street

          
        


        
          	
            FMA

          

          	
            Fabulous Mogambo Advice

          
        


        
          	
            FMAGR

          

          	
            Fabulous Mogambo All-Girl Review

          
        


        
          	
            FMASB

          

          	
            Fabulous Mogambo All-Star Band

          
        


        
          	
            FMB

          

          	
            Fabulous Mogambo Bunker

          
        


        
          	
            FMB

          

          	
            Famous Mogambo Bunker

          
        


        
          	
            FMDOL

          

          	
            Forbidden Mogambo Dance Of Love

          
        


        
          	
            FME

          

          	
            Fabulous Mogambo Essay

          
        


        
          	
            FMF

          

          	
            Fearless Mogambo Forecast

          
        


        
          	
            FMF

          

          	
            Freaking Mogambo Fact

          
        


        
          	
            FMI

          

          	
            Fabulous Mogambo Idea

          
        


        
          	
            FMI

          

          	
            Fabulous Mogambo Indicator

          
        


        
          	
            FMIALLAS

          

          	
            Fabulous Mogambo Investment And Love Life Advisory Service

          
        


        
          	
            FMLOCAS

          

          	
            Famous Mogambo Laugh Of Contempt And Scorn

          
        


        
          	
            FMM

          

          	
            Fledgling Mogambo Mind

          
        


        
          	
            FMM

          

          	
            Freaking Mogambo Mind

          
        


        
          	
            FMM

          

          	
            Freaking Much Money

          
        


        
          	
            FMMA

          

          	
            Fabulous Mogambo Magical Amulet

          
        


        
          	
            FMMI

          

          	
            Famous Mogambo Market Indicators

          
        


        
          	
            FMMTT

          

          	
            Fabulous Mogambo Market-Timing Tip

          
        


        
          	
            FMP

          

          	
            Fabulous Mogambo Plan

          
        


        
          	
            FMP

          

          	
            Fabulous Mogambo Prize

          
        


        
          	
            FMP

          

          	
            Fabulous Mogambo Portfolio

          
        


        
          	
            FMPOSFI

          

          	
            Fabulous Mogambo Portfolio Of Sure-Fire Investments

          
        


        
          	
            FMS

          

          	
            Fabulous Mogambo Seer

          
        


        
          	
            FMS

          

          	
            Famous Mogambo Saying

          
        


        
          	
            FMS

          

          	
            Freaking Mogambo Skin

          
        


        
          	
            FMS

          

          	
            Freaking Mogambo Sure

          
        


        
          	
            FOMR

          

          	
            Fists Of Mogambo Rage

          
        


        
          	
            FOOMM

          

          	
            Frightened Out Of My Mind

          
        


        
          	
            FPM

          

          	
            Full Panic Mode

          
        


        
          	
            FPT

          

          	
            Final Price Tag

          
        


        
          	
            FRA

          

          	
            Federal Reserve Alarm

          
        


        
          	
            FSC

          

          	
            Filthy Stinking Crook

          
        


        
          	
            FSIF

          

          	
            Family Silver Investment Fund

          
        


        
          	
            FSN

          

          	
            Freaking Super-Nova

          
        


        
          	
            FSOD

          

          	
            Freaking Sound Of Doom

          
        


        
          	
            FSR

          

          	
            Filthy Stinking Rich
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            Very Rich People

          
        


        
          	
            VSW

          

          	
            Very Short While

          
        


        
          	
            VTP

          

          	
            Very Telling Point

          
        


        
          	
            VVBI

          

          	
            Very Very Bad Idea

          
        


        
          	
            VVBT

          

          	
            Very Very Bad Thing

          
        


        
          	
            VVC

          

          	
            Very Very Close

          
        


        
          	
            VVD

          

          	
            Very Very Difficult

          
        


        
          	
            VVF

          

          	
            Very Very Frightening

          
        


        
          	
            VVG

          

          	
            Very Very Good

          
        


        
          	
            VVGI

          

          	
            Very Very Good Idea

          
        


        
          	
            VVH

          

          	
            Very Very Handy

          
        


        
          	
            VVHP

          

          	
            Very Very Happy Prospect

          
        


        
          	
            VVL

          

          	
            Very Very Low

          
        


        
          	
            VVS

          

          	
            Very Very Serious

          
        


        
          	
            VVT

          

          	
            Very Very Tough

          
        


        
          	
            VVU

          

          	
            Very Very Ugly

          
        


        
          	
            VVU

          

          	
            Very Very Upset

          
        


        
          	
            VVW

          

          	
            Very Very Wrong

          
        


        
          	
            W

          
        


        
          	
            WAIL

          

          	
            Wonderful And Immortal Lesson

          
        


        
          	
            WAWM

          

          	
            Wise And Wonderful Mogambo

          
        


        
          	
            WDM

          

          	
            Weeping Doofus Mogambo

          
        


        
          	
            WEM

          

          	
            Wonderful Emperor Mogambo

          
        


        
          	
            WFC

          

          	
            Whole Freaking Country

          
        


        
          	
            WFD

          

          	
            We’re Freaking Doomed

          
        


        
          	
            WFE

          

          	
            Whole Freaking Economy

          
        


        
          	
            WFF

          

          	
            Without Freaking Fail

          
        


        
          	
            WFG

          

          	
            Whole Freaking Globe

          
        


        
          	
            WFHOTW

          

          	
            Whole Freaking History Of The World

          
        


        
          	
            WFL

          

          	
            Whole Freaking Life

          
        


        
          	
            WFP

          

          	
            Whole Freaking Page

          
        


        
          	
            WFT

          

          	
            Whole Freaking Thing

          
        


        
          	
            WFU

          

          	
            Whole Freaking Universe

          
        


        
          	
            WFW

          

          	
            Whole Freaking World

          
        


        
          	
            WFY

          

          	
            Whole Freaking Year

          
        


        
          	
            WIM

          

          	
            Wildly Irrepressible Mogambo

          
        


        
          	
            WIW

          

          	
            Way It Works

          
        


        
          	
            WMC

          

          	
            Worthless Mogambo Crap

          
        


        
          	
            WME

          

          	
            Whole Mogambo Experience

          
        


        
          	
            WMF

          

          	
            Wonderful Mogambo Fellow

          
        


        
          	
            WMG

          

          	
            Wonderful Mogambo Genius

          
        


        
          	
            WMM

          

          	
            Wonderful Marvelous Mogambo

          
        


        
          	
            WMM

          

          	
            Wonderful Mogambo Master

          
        


        
          	
            WMM

          

          	
            Worthless Mogambo Moron

          
        


        
          	
            WMO

          

          	
            Wild Mogambo Outrage

          
        


        
          	
            WMTM

          

          	
            Wonderous Mogambo The Magnificent

          
        


        
          	
            WMW

          

          	
            Witty Mogambo Way

          
        


        
          	
            WOEE

          

          	
            Week Of Extraordinary Excess

          
        


        
          	
            WOEMN

          

          	
            Wrath Of Economic Mother Nature

          
        


        
          	
            WOTWT

          

          	
            Worst Of The Worst Things

          
        


        
          	
            WPOMC

          

          	
            Worthless Piece Of Mogambo Crap

          
        


        
          	
            WSM

          

          	
            Whole Stinking Mess

          
        


        
          	
            WTA

          

          	
            Where Things Are

          
        


        
          	
            WTD

          

          	
            What To Do

          
        


        
          	
            WTTCH

          

          	
            Worst Thing That Can Happen

          
        


        
          	
            WWC

          

          	
            Weird Weird Crap

          
        


        
          	
            WWH

          

          	
            What Will Happen

          
        


        
          	
            WWMD

          

          	
            What Would Mogambo Do

          
        


        
          	
            Y

          
        


        
          	
            YIAR

          

          	
            Years In A Row

          
        


        
          	
            YML

          

          	
            Young Mogambo Larvae

          
        

      
    

  


  

  
    APPENDIX D


    RECOMMENDED WEBSITES

  


  
    The Dan Cofall Show dancofall.com (Tune in every Tuesday at 4:20 pm Central Time to hear Mogambo Guru live with Dan Cofall)


    Chuck Butler’s Daily Pfennig www.dailypfennig.com


    John Rubino’s DollarCollapse.com www.dollarcollapse.com


    George Ure’s Urban Survival www.urbansurvival.com and PeopleNomics www.peoplenomics.com


    Lew Rockwell’s Mises Institute www.mises.org


    Eric King’s King World News www.kingworldnews.com


    Paul Craig Roberts’ Institute for Political Economy www.paulcraigroberts.org


    Jim Sinclair www.jsmineset.com


    Gerald Celente www.trendsjournal.com


    The Daily Reckoning www.trendsjournal.com


    GoldSeek.com www.trendsjournal.com


    GoldSilver.com www.trendsjournal.com


    Kitco.com www.kitco.com


    Simon Black’s Sovereign Man www.sovereignman.com


    Prudent Bear www.prudentbear.com


    Investment Rarities www.investmentrarities.com


    Seeking Alpha www.seekingalpha.com


    Mineweb www.mineweb.com


    The Sovereign Society www.sovereignsociety.com


    Agora Financial www.agorafinancial.com


    EverBank www.everbank.com


    Bloomberg www.bloomberg.com


    Trading Economics www.tradingeconomics.com


    5 Minute Forecast 5minforecast.agorafinancial.com
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    THE MOGAMBO GURU

  


  
    Richard Daughty (Mogambo Guru) is general partner and COO for Smith Consultant Group, serving the financial and medical communities, and the writer/publisher of the Mogambo Guru Economic Newsletter, an avocational exercise to better heap disrespect on those who desperately deserve it. The Mogambo Guru is quoted frequently in Barron’s, The Daily Reckoning, GoldSilver.com, other fine publications and is a regular guest on The Wall Street Shuffle radio show and GoldSeek radio. For articles featuring the Mogambo Guru, visit www.mogamboguru.com.
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No man has ever made economics as hilarious as the Mogambo. Only
the Magnificent Mogambo is awesome enough to laugh in the face of
doom! We're freaking doomed!

~ Junior JMR Emma Kohnke, age 13

I owe The Mogambo Guru a debt of gratitude! Without his incredibly
funny yet deeply disturbing articles I wouldn’t have done the things I
needed to to prepare for the future. I wrote him many times to thank
him for making the real economic picture clear and easy to digest. I had
very little understanding of economics before finding that first hilarious
article. Its rare that someone can deliver terrible news in such a way
that has you laughing so hard you cry. I just love him!

~ Angela Meredith

Funny, smart, weird, old silver bug guy makes this investing stuff easy!
Whee! Thank you, Mogambo Guru, for helping me save my financial
bacon. Love you, Richard! Kiss kiss!

~ Donna Wilson, MD

In 2004 I spent every penny I earned on silver, and amidst all that
shiny metal thanked the Mogambo Guru for delivering such very harsh
truths so outrageously hilariously via the daily reckoning. (Because I
am a moron I fixated on that, and ended up having to sell it all. For a
profit but.. yeah.. )

~ Scott Collingwood
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