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I know that collective bargaining is losing steam these 

days with pressure by governments to erode the 

influence of unions on workers. I know that the recount 

in Minnesota produced the same results with a 

governor determined to strip unions of their power. I 

know that Tim Hudak now wants to kill collective 

bargaining in Ontario. I know all that. Nevertheless, 

I’m determined to get into the fray. 

 

I want to start a new union, this time for millionaires.  

Millionaires have long been neglected socially, and it’s 

unfair to single them out as the cause of our economic worries. Ronald Reagan explained all this 

a long time ago with his brilliant “trickledown” theory. The trickledown theory is much like the 

theory of evolution. It’s so obvious that nobody feels compelled to argue about it. I might call the 

union Millionaires ‘R Us and our symbol might be a waterfall but in this case, the water would 

be replaced with dollar bills in memory of Ronald Reagan. 

 

I know what you are thinking. They don’t need any help. That’s simply untrue. Think about it 

this way: let’s say you purchase yet another lottery ticket, and whammo, your ship finally comes 

in. You are an instant millionaire, and without a union, you are at a complete loss as to what to 

do. With my millionaire manual, your solutions would be right there in black and white. 

 

For example, can you imagine how many phone calls you will get from needy people? And 

would you believe that you now have cousins in Bangladesh? You will be swamped unless you 

are in my union and turn to page three in the millionaire’s manual which has a paragraph devoted 

exclusively to phone use. It reads, “Change your phone number immediately to an unlisted 

number, and quickly sever all land lines. Two or three cell phones should take their place, 

otherwise your University, your barber and your best buddy in high school will all be constantly 

phoning to ask for small donations.” 

 

The manual will also suggest places in which to shop, not the usual ostentatious upscale stores 

where you will be bothered and hassled by paparazzi, but nice Walmart stores in respectable 

neighbourhoods. Remember, you want to associate with other millionaires and help them amass 

more millions of dollars. The Walton family will appreciate your business, and their greeter there 

will make you feel just like at home. 

 

Being a millionaire does not isolate one socially. In my manual, there’s a complete guide on how 

to associate with scads of other millionaires. It’s called the “Sport’s Section” and lists every 

professional league with all of their schedules so you can hang out with the likes of Sidney 

Crosby or Tiger Woods or Mario Lemieux or anyone else in tennis or football or baseball or 

whatever because you now have something in common with those folks and once again, as with 

the Walton’s, we want to help each other out, don’t we? 

 

Being a millionaire is not easy. Everyone and his brother will want to name a building after you 

in return for a modest donation. I can see it now: “The Mike and Miriam Public Washroom” at 

the Shaw Festival! If you are in my union, that pressure is removed. We will negotiate for you 

with people who own buildings and ensure that your money is not wasted on some old fart that 

needs to go potty after a play. We might even license bricks and such with names of our 

millionaires such that ordinary, common people, the kind you meet in Walmart, 

can purchase a brick with a millionaire’s name printed on it and use it as a paper 

weight or to pry open a door in their house. 

 



Of course, there will be annual dues and an annual meeting in some off-shore hangout where we 

will also locate our banks. Yes, another instance of Ronald Reagan’s famous trickledown theory. 

My parents once told me that you need money to make money. I understand now what they 

meant. 

 


