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Dear Losers,
 

Well, it's been an interesting year. I just wanted to take some time out from flogging some of you in order to let you know how much I appreciate your efforts this year. 
 

Quite Frankly, I don't.
 

You have all let me down. I know I may well have done my number, but don't for one minute think that you are going to get any of the credit for that, OH NO! I have already allocated those who will be able to claim responsibility for the limited success you have delivered and your not on the bloody list. Only those who have learnt to laugh at all my jokes and frown when I am being sincere, those who know to walk just behind me and never appear to be taller than I am, those who know that when I order someone killed, I don't want them re appearing with a new face and name in Bolivia, I want them DEAD! Those are the people who will be allowed a few fleeting seconds to bask in the glaring light of glory I shine from my magnanimous being. Oh Yes! 
 

Then, I shall have them disappear into the night where they will continue to do my bidding for another year, albeit in a non managerial role. They will once again be my eyes and ears, watching and listening for any sign of dissention, disruption or disease. They will have my authority to do whatever it takes to get the job done, and done it will be, mark my words.
 

Next year we will face additional headcount challenges, with this in mind I shall be reintroducing Bubonic Plague into the London Office after a successful trial four hundred years ago, and moving a number of you to be based there. This achieves three things; firstly it stops you sponging filth from claiming travel into London - Ha!. Secondly my scientists tell me that I can expect at least 50% of you to perish before the fiscal half year and finally, I can use your horrible and painful deaths as a warning to others who may consider my methods...unorthodox.
 

Furthermore; and as my unique management style last year has so obviously been vindicated, despite a number of you whining to HR about the inhumanity of it all, I shall once again sign you all up to a major hike in targets. Now that some other directorates are jumping on the bandwagon and stealing some of my clothes, I shall move the goalposts again. We will cease to recognise earned revenue and indeed you will be targeted entirely on the number of Human Souls you can capture and enslave in my name.
 

I have been criticised over the past year by some now deceased colleagues for being secretive and not supporting team building. Well, I don’t want that, do I? So, I  came upon an idea whilst I lay in the in the old sarcoughougus at Newt Manor. Those whom I deem to be weak and worthless (by adhering to the Performance Planning guidelines set down by our lovely HR dept. of course) will be given a second chance to show their loyalty and worth. Every quarter I shall stage regional Gladiatorial Matches, the highlight being those once destined for the chop, who instead will now fight wild Lions and Rhinoceros for my pleasure. You worthless minions will also be allowed to watch. Those left standing will be finished off by my crack squad of loyal Palace Guards.
 

So next year should prove hard work but fun; hard work for you, fun for me. I hope you are looking forward to it as much as I am.
 

Now, back to work, SCUM!
 

Chris Newt
Lord Of Darkness
