From Ms Minerva Miniskirt, MIMgt, Minister of Truth to the Free Colombian Trade Federation.





The Royal Family At Home -Exclusive





Ms Minerva Miniskirt, Minister of Truth of the Free Colombian Trade Federation, apologises for the continued delays within the Press Office which has found it necessary to direct its resources towards our internal affairs.  The present much-delayed release fills in one the gaps –the final gap, we believe, in the reporting of the Princess Goldenlay’s State Visit to Merciavostok, in the Royaumes Unies.





Our ace reporter, William Shakespear, takes the lid off the private life of  the Merciavostok Royal family at the stately house of Hardwick, former residence of the brewer Everard, in the Thanedom of Derby and reveals how the Princess Cordelia came to bake four and twenty blackbirds in a pie.   We meet the ageing Cymric King Lear, henpecked by his Sassenach wife, Rowena, daughter of King Genghis and Queen Horsa of the Litus Saxonis, and their three Sassenach witch daughters bred within the milksheds and stables, which, amongst the aristocracy, are the chief source of entertainment … but not so for Rowena who now prefers the comfort of her lounge, defying self-styled President Toby Liar as she sups on the bread and honey smuggled in by Princess Cinderella.  Lear ruminates, within his counting house, over his reduced circumstances, his wealth consumed by Toby Liar’s taxation and inflation, vanquished by the paresis that is the reward for youthful frolics in the stables, king only in name, the regency having passed to the cruel Princess Rogan,  who is making her position unassailable through her forthcoming marriage to the Proconsul Vlad.  The equally spiteful Princess Gonerilla is detested by the Cymric natives to whom she is known just as The Sassenach Witch.  The Pommie Aboriginals attribute the infertility that is bringing  extinction upon their race to being ‘Bewitched by the Gonerilla’.  The Abos have also given the name Gonerilla to the large monkeys found in the forests which some druids claim to be the ancestors of the humans. The irresponsible libertine slag Princess Cordelia tries to please everyone other than her mother and the succession of doctors roped in by her mother in the hope of remedying Cordelia’s progressive chronic Asberger’s Attention Deficit Autism Syndrome – and, in particular, Cordelia tries to please the Little Lord Fonteroy. 





Rowena, Sassenach Queen of Merciavostok, was resting in her drawing room at Hardwick House, devouring Honey Sandwiches.  Only this morning another letter had arrived from President Toby Liar of  Toriland, as if it was any business of his,  informing her that she must control her Calorie intake.  The President had enclosed a diet sheet.  Only four slices of bread a week, half a jar of honey, no cream, no butter and indeed no lipids whatsoever.  President Toby could lump it!  If King Lear insisted on keeping a retinue of milkmaids and stable boys .. well, in these impoverished times, one milkmaid and one stable boy, both on work experience and selected by Mayor Cook from his overcrowded prisons .. even though King Lear had long ago forgotten what milkmaids and stable boys were for…she could exact retribution for his lecherous ways by insisting that he also keep a Jersey Cow and a horse  ..and an apiary.  She would live in the manner in which she was accustomed.





It is true that in Merciavostok they had foxes instead of wild boars and Jerseys instead of Friesians and that Lear never took her on a marauding holiday in his boat  ..  Lear was a let-down.. When she had been girl she had had looked onto her father, King Genghis’s. hundreds of boats and thousands of horses and hectare upon hectare of cows…and thousands of beehives.. giant German bees that terrified the Pommies.   The Rhine was thirteen miles across.. not a little brook like the Trent or the Sewer.  She supposed King Lear must have horses and boats stashed away somewhere.  He was, after all, the omnipotent King of Merciavostok, the streets of whose cities are paved with gold,.and Holy Roman Emperor of the E.U..  But she had never seen these boats and horses... not until recently, when Mayor Cook had started mining for Gold under the pavements, Lear City had been inundated with water shortage and the boats had started floating down the streets.  But they were the Mayor’s boats and not the King’s.





Toby Liar?  The Italians called him Vortigern..  Toby Liar’s placards had been hoisted in dole offices all over the Free World.  “There’s a welcome in the sunny E.U. The NHS needs you!”  Rowena’s advice to her erstwhile compatriots.  “Stay where you are!”  Funny that Toby should choose to be called ‘Liar’.  A Toby is a Mopps, a fancy Frankish lap-dog.. but ‘Liar’ was just the Toriland version of ‘Lear’.  The Royaumes Unies with its innumerable Kings.. even ..several within the same Royaume… It was more Rois Unis!  Back in the Free World her mother had been Queen Hors… actually she had not called herself  Queen.  That was just adopted to impress the Public School boys because the family sold illegal immigrants to Toby Liar.  Horsa to the Italians… Hors means ‘fat buttocks’ but it is also the Pommie Druids’ mispronounciation of Ross.. a large donkey.  In the Free World it would have been considered pretentious to refer to yourself as King or Queen or President or whatever.  Not even Etzl.. an Etzl, with the e pronounced ‘a’ as in ‘ate’ or ‘eigh’ as in ‘eight’ is an ordinary-sized donkey ..called himself King.  The Italians called him Attilla.. and the name had caught on even in the Free World.. the Italians probably considering it polite and diplomatic to refer to him as a little bear…Even in Merciavostok there was King Lear and her daughter, called, like herself Ro’an but yclept by the Italians Rogana or Morgana.. who was the Regent…and there was Mayor Cook and the Proconsul Vlad, who was called also King Arturo  .. To make matters worse, children would alter Lear’s name in the Public Graffiti  to ‘Bear’ – which is the Sassenach equivalent of the Cymric ‘Art’, the name given by the druids to the Proconsul Vlad because he is a hirsute Siberian – just as the Italians call him Pilatus, or the hairy man – and, of course, ‘Bear’ could be a reference to the libertine Princess Cordelia or to the King of Italy, if Etzl is in fact King of Italy and not so some other person called Nero, Arturo, Tiberius, Constantinos or whatever.  Then there was Ro’an’s buddy the Queen Gudeva .. who was also a Countess in Merciavostok.. and there was Robin Hood, General Crazy Horse, Baudix, her father Genghis and mother Horsa, who now had a palace in Clacton, the Princess Camilla and the Queen Victoria..…There were more kings and queens in Toriland than anywhere else.. and each of them had dozens of  alternative names.  Unless you were one of them yourself, you couldn’t tell them apart. ‘Twas akin to the Calcutta Cat Restaurant outside the Castra..  more Chefs than Indians… They claimed in the fast food industry that too many cooks spoil the curry, but it didn’t seem to make any difference to anything however many there were …





Queen Rowena opened another jar of bees embalmed in honey.  The bees at home had been ten times as big… Wasps in the Rhineland were as large as a Pommie sheep.  The boy who used to entertain her in the Irish haystacks during the marauding expeditions, she recalled, was called Hornet.. a Prince he was, from the Palatinates…with a penis as big as the bell-clapper in the Italian God’s dome in Koln. .She had ended up with the boring King Lear.  The Pommies were all boring..  They lacked..seriousness.  They would make innane comments and then start laughing like hyaenas.  They were lazy, devoid of self-discipline, no sense of order or routine, no respect for authority… and their homes were guarded by tiny little dogs that couldn’t intimidate a flea. .except. maybe, one of those minute fleas that crawled over the tiny little Pommie tigers that just sat around purring, too timid to fend for themselves, expecting forever to be fed on a platter with pre-cooked mouse out of a tin.  Pommie women were either la-di-da little floozie-girls who couldn’t raise a poker without straining themselves or chairbound flabby fat harridans, living on Toby  Liar starvation diets, with varicose veins.. She took another loaf of bread freshly baked by the Princess Cordelia, cut two thick slices ..spread them thickly and rapidly devoured the sandwich. 





 Cordelia wasn’t her daughter.. but the Milkmaid had been of good Saxon Blood.  Nor were the two other girls her daughters.   She had given up having babies .. had done her duty.. by the time she married Lear.  She had abandoned them all in the fields and they had grown up to be powerful warriors.  None of the three girls had been tainted with Pommie degeneracy.  She complimented herself on her choice of milkmaids.  Gonerilla’s mother was said to be a Witch but, if so, a very powerful witch.  The Pommies were backward.. cursed by ignorance and superstition… prejudiced against Witches.





The Red Hotline Phone rang for the umpteenth time.  Queen Rowena pressed the button.  “You have one urgent message..from Executive Mayor Captain Thomas Cook.  “Phone me back immediately!”, commanded Thomas Cook.  The Queen supposed he just wanted more council tax or was offering to sell her free holiday vouchers..but, absent mindedly she returned the call.





“Hello there!”, began the Mayor.





“No! I don’t  want a free holiday!  Don’t bother me again!” the Queen snapped automatically.





“No, of course you don’t!  I sold that business to your father long ago!  I’m now into marketing confiscated counterfeit Hot Panties  .. in partnership with Nicky ‘Pip Panpierre’ Nikodemopoulos of Knossos….”





“I don’t see why you should count her feet, whoever she is.  I don’t know who this Nickersoffalott person is.  If he chooses to prance around in panties during the Pommie winter, I hope they are wool and not flimsy lace.  I do not see how he can be wearing enough panties for their sale to be a viable business and I don’t know how you come to be selling this other person’s panties.”





“As a matter of fact, if he wore only one pair of panties, their sale would be big business.  He is also a famous footballer.  But the panties belong to his company rather than him.. ..I suppose it is really his father’s company.  His father.. same name..but known as Dada Boris, owns about ten per cent of the world’s dollars.. only his are Belsize Euros .. which are worth at least ten thousand times as much apiece than any other sort of dollar. ….”





“And you count this football players’ feet?  How many feet has he got?”





“Vertically, about five and half, but he walks on only two of them!  He’s a footballer.  They are not allowed any more…”





“How do did you get involved with him?”





“He sells fake panties on Leicester Market..”





“They are not real?”





“They are Hot Panties..They have  St. George Michael’s name on them.  ..”





“That matters?”





“Not to people buying them at Leicester Market.. They just want the cheapest panties available.  They don’t suppose St. George Michael ever wore them and don’t care.  But if they had a compulsion that they had to buy  expensive panties they would buy them at Rackham’s .. and George St Michael sells his own panties to Rackhams.. It doesn’t matter to St George Michael, since he wouldn’t sell any of his costly panties on Leicester Market anyway.  The fake panties are sold to the skinflints and the skinflints are not potential customers of  George’s.… ”





“This George or Michael or whatever he is called.. he goes round in chainmail tights murdering harmless herbivorous dragons.  But these on the market are not the real thing.. not St. George Michael’s panties?”





“Yes, they are, of course, identical to St. George’s panties.  Nicky buys his panties off the cheapest source.  That happens to be the chap in China who manufactures the panties for George St Michael..  We’ve pointed out to this Chinaman that George is fiddling him.  So now, to get his own back,  he goes: “One for George! One for Me! One for George! One for Me!……”   and the One for Me’s he sells to Nicky.. It costs us twice as much for a ream of knickers as it does George.. but that doesn’t matter because it amounts to nothing anyway.. It’s my job to confiscate the counterfeit panties.  Or your daughter Rogan confiscates them on my behalf.  To make it a viable business.. so that everyone is satisfied and nobody has cause for complaint… what actually happens is that Nicky sells them and I take a cut…”





“Why does Rogan have to confiscate panties?  I thought she was chief of the Antiterrorist Squad….”





“It’s one of Toby’s Laws.  If you bought a  Combine Harvester out of a catalogue.. then you wouldn’t know from the picture what exactly you were getting.. but if  it is labelled Chevrolet you know what it is.. You are prepared to pay more for a harvester you know is a harvester than for one that might turn out to be a useless updated plastic model with an inbuilt camera and CD player…So you pay extra for the name.  George charges for use of his name…”





“So these panties are beng sold out of a catalogue and George is being done out of his money.  How much does he pay you to put that right?”





“George isn’t being swindled by anyone!  The people who go to Rackhams, want to pay more and want George St Michael’s underpants and don’t shop at Leicester Market.  The more the pay, the more chuffed they feel!  The punters on the market just want a cheap pair of knickers and couldn’t care less whether or not they have been worn by some Italian demigod.  George doesn’t pay me anything.  I do it for myself!  I confiscate Nicky’s panties ..or Rogan confiscates them…send a few to Toby Liar ..so that he gets his cut..and then go with Nicky into partnership.  Rogan gets her cut. Nicky’s Hot Panties pay your Council Tax..”





“It so happen”, the Mayor continued, “that my business partner’s mother-in-law or floozie’s mum or whatever – is Gloria Goldenlay, Finance Minister in the Maltesas.  The Minister’s grandmother is Gloria Goldenlay too but known as the Princess Goldenlay… and she is Head of State of the Island of  Belsize..”





 “I have never heard of any of these people or any of these places.  I suppose these are tiny islands and these are the only folk who live there…”





“That’s about the size of it.  But there are a lot of  folk from the Maltesas living in Leicester.. I mean, Leire.. or we think so.. and lots of people from Leire living in the Maltesas.. or we think so. .. and this Princess Goldenlay is a sort of female Prester John figure. ..and international celebrity…”





“Is that the Gloria Goldenlay who’s Olympic Rodeo Champion?  I thought she was Rhinelander....”





“She’s what they call a Native Colombian.  I suppose she lived in Germania when she was younger. Most princesses do.  As you say, she’s also Olympic Rodeo Champion.. which, I suppose, would make her a Rhinestone Cowgirl.  She’s here on a State Visit – which is worth lots of votes from the Illegal Immigrants. …that’s the new name for a Sassenach…”





“I thought we were E.U. Citizens…”





“Whatever!  Because she’s got shiny brown skin, weighs thirty five stones and dances around in a grass skirt she’s everybody’s hero – and we’ve got to lay out the red carpets.  Literally so!  – and during the water shortage that poses some technical difficulties.  I’m afraid you’ll have to put them up for the night at Nottingham Castle.  I suggest you get stocked up with bananas and melons  ..and coconuts, tunafish and fried vampire bat!”





“I am afraid that that could impose intractable difficulties in logistics…”





“Yes!  Yes! You can deduct your expenses from the Council Tax!”











“Have you ever heard of a Princess Goldenlay?”, Queen Rowena asked King Lear, who was reading through the pages of the newly arrived Muck Spreader and Bulk Handler.  King Lear looked up.





“What did you say?”





“Have you ever heard of a Princess Goldenlay?”





“Why, yes! Of course!  Whatever makes you mention her after so many years!  She must be.. at least.. What would it be?  .. one hundred and sixteen years old.  . .. I suppose they must have been Gypsies or something.. nobody really knew who they were… There was this woman.. she was very well known in Merciavostok… Moonlight Lil, I think they called her … used to write the sex scenes for Geoffrey Archer’s novels.  He knew nothing about that sort of thing and had to consult experts.  He could get the rest out of newspapers.  She was supposed to have some Russian name… Lila Fannievka Ivanovka or some such thing.  This Gloria Goldenlay was her younger sister, or older sister, or cousin or friend or whatever. .. a big girl, but not as tall as her sister, and covered with tattoos..yellow hair...  Then it went round that they had a rich uncle in Greece or Russia or somewhere who owned a lot of ships and a lot of newspapers.  Then this Gloria turned up one day at Nottingham Castle, plus the sister or whatever, plus a baby called Gloria plus a mother called Gloria.  The mother was a Princess and they said they were all living in a place called Belsize, which is somewhere between Cuba and Colombia, and that they had always been living there.. and the uncle owned a nearby island called Knossos and…”





“And this Princess Goldenlay turned out to be the Queen of this Belsize place?”





“Yes.. You could call her that.  If we had to deal with anywhere round there ..there’s thousands of these islands…it would always be with this Princess Goldenlay…”





“That fits in with what Tom Cook told me.  She isn’t anyone… but a lot of people might think she is ..and her uncle could buy up Merciavostok without it denting his bank balance..”





“He has probably already done so!”





“We’ve got to put her up at Nottingham Castle!”





“We can’t do that!”, snapped the Princess Gonerilla, who had walked in and heard the latter part of the conversation.  “I’m making arrangements to put her up here!”





“You knew she was coming?  Mayor Cook said…”





“Never mind about that! You two never anticipate anything before it has happened.  You leave Tom Cook to me! I suggest that you lay off the bread and honey!  How do you expect me to manage five castles on the income of a couple of unemployed openers of garden parties in a kingdom ravaged by hyperinflation and the Bellum contra Terram?  From now on, you will have to keep within your allowance of ten pence a day.. like everyone else in this kingdom.. no parties for your mates from the Rotary Club ..even if you are the only king and queen in Merciavostok.. and not that for long, if I have my way.. The lads and lasses on Community Service will do only what I tell them to do and you keep out of the way unless I tell you otherwise!”





The Princess Gonerilla stalked off in a huff.





The Princess Rogan, Regent of Merciavostok, who was a Chief Inspector in the Royal Mounted Anti-terrorist Police had returned home after a satisfying afternoon interrogating suspects  Rogan now walked into the Queen’s parlour and delivered a speech very similar to her sister’s.  The King and Queen were to be evicted to the cowshed.  Hardwick Hall was to be converted, with the aid of a loan from the Alliance and Leicester, to a complex of flats for Illegal Immigrants.





“There’s gratitude for you!”, wailed King Lear.





“You reap what you sow!”, snapped Queen Rowena.  “You shouldn’t have gone round shagging cowboys and stablemaids!”





“Oh, I don’t know about that!”, remarked the Princess Cordelia, who was sneaking in some more loaves of bread and jars of honey. “I bet you were shagging the milkmaids too!  That’s how it was in your day!  Italians, French, Germans, Pommies.. all forever at war with one another.. Everybody out for themselves!.. The axe and halbert the only law of morality.! It was the permissive society.. If you could get away with it, you did it…and for kings and queens it had been the permissive society for yoinks. You, after all, chose the milkmaids, mother!  It wouldn’t have been motivated entirely by conjugal duty!  They would have known who was the boss – and let’s face it, Lear wouldn’t even have known the Saxon word for ‘shag’.  Milkmaids or no milkmaids, Lear didn’t have any children until he was an old man.. and don’t say that the pair of you and the Prime Minister weren’t together in this plot with the milkmaids and the stableboys.”





“That’s got nothing to do with it!”, snapped Queen Rowena.





“It’s got everything to do with it!  When you are eighty years old you can’t expect the world to be to your liking.  There is no sense in looking back and blaming each other for it.  If  Rogana and Gonerilla say you are and always have been a couple of  useless bastards, they are right!  But they are a couple of useless bastards as well… well, bastards, anyway …but useless in the respect of not having told you any of this before!  Licking your boots and, then, when they have the upper hand, kicking you in the teeth.. They didn’t learn that from any milkmaid!  They havn’t been brought up by milkmaids…”.





“Woe is me!”, wailed King Lear





“Fiddlesticks!”, answered the Pricess Cordelia, “Here’s a nice plate of porridge..No!  Don’t eat it like that!.. Let me spoon it into your mouth!  Do you want some sleeping tabs.. or an aspirin maybe?   Tomorrow I’ll get you a nice wheel-chair and take you for a walk.”





It was a relief to King Lear that at least one of his daughters did not consider him to be a doddery old idiot.  After his nap he climbed the stairs of the dungeon up to his counting house and, as he was totting up his cash he could see the arrival below of the Princess Goldenlay and the accompanying party.





In the olden days the King of Italy had sent gold ingots by the cartload every other day.  Now Lear had to send gold ingots to Mayor Cook and to President Toby Liar and even to the King of Italy.  There was a time when the King in the Counting House was a day’s work or even a week or month’s work, when he had had to employ embezzling accountants to do the counting on his behalf.  But it was clear enough to King Lear, even though he not got a GCSE in Mathematics, that he possessed only five gold ingots.





It had very nearly only been three gold ingots…a burglar having temporally dispossessed him of two.  They were modern updated gold ingots… yellow-painted plastic and hollow inside..  But nevertheless, they were gold ingots and heavy.. or, heavy, at any rate, for a malnourished emaciated sixteen year old burglar subsisting on an intermittent diet of  McDonald’s hamburgers.  The burglar had dragged two ingots across the fallow field in the dark, laden down by the weight, or weighed down by the lade, and tripped into the pond.  Drenched with water-shortage, however, he had retrieved himself and the ingots and had staggered another three hundred yards and then collapsed, exhausted.  Or it may have been withdrawal symptoms.  As he lay helpless on the ground a goat had appeared and devoured his burglar’s licence.. for which one of his victims had paid Mayor Cook a hefty fee.  On recovery – though he had not really recovered – the burglar went straight to a lawyer.  Or, more accurately, it had been a very enterprising lawyer that had found him in the field – a Samarian lawyer.  The burglar, as result of this untoward experience, now had an incurable phobia of goats – which clearly, his being a plunderer of country houses surrounded by goats, drastically curtailed his livelihood.  King Lear was faced with the payment of two ingots of gold in compensation and five ingots in legal costs.  It was clear to King Lear that however often he repeated the calculation, five plus two was always two more than five!





King Lear needed a job!  Mayor Cook had been lecturing everyone that on account of the hyperinflation it was now necessary for everyone to work at least up to age of  ninety.  King Lear was not yet quite ninety.  At least he thought he wasn’t ninety yet.  His memory these days, he regretted, was not always too reliable.  Maybe it was the sin of the milkmaids.  Shag a milkmaid in your teens, they had told him, and you get dotty in your old age.  But then his parents’ generation had all shagged milkmaids in their teens and they were all dotty in their old age.  There wasn’t a control group.  Everyone had always shagged milkmaids and everyone had always been dotty.  If you were dotty – and everyone was dotty – it was assumed that you had been shagging milkmaids.  You were Found Out.  But if there was any person who was not dotty.. was he or she any less likely to have been shagging milkmaids?  More likely it was stress.that was getting at Lear’s memory... and every year there were more years to remember!  Despite what Mayor Cook was saying, there didn’t turn out to be any jobs for a septagenarian king, ..or was it an octagenarian king…. or nonagenarian king, .not even for a King persecuted by three daughters.. or two of them anyway..  Cordelia was a good type but she had always been a bit scatty.. took after her mother…





The Princess Rogan had entered the Counting House.





“What are you doing here, you stupid old man?!  Don’t you know that gold ingots are not legal tender?”





“They are not??  Well, now that you mention it.. We’ve got some coins… “





The King lifted up a floor board and produced a collection of gold guineas and sovereigns.





“They are not legal tender either.”





The king lifted up another floor board and unearthed a great pot full of  ten pence and two shilling pieces and fifty pence pieces and five pound notes and fifty pound notes.. everything,in fact.





“None of it is legal tender!”





“Then what is legal tender?”





“Nothing is legal tender!  Only negative money!  Loans!  The banks give you credit, as it is called …”





“Well, if you don’t need any money.. that makes it easier.  How do you get this negative money?”





“Off the Alliance and Leicester Building Society.  You have to convert your house into flats for illegal immigrants and bobs your uncle.  You can get any number of gold ingots – but in the required negative manner.  That’s what I’ve been trying to tell you!  You have to move with the times!”





These were strange times, thought King Lear as he saw the Princess Goldenlay, arriving below, being greeted by the Princess Gonerilla.. Gonerilla’s mother.. the witch.. she had really been something!  But Lear was then a married man.. for all the difference it made!  A king, surely, had no need for celibacy and no need for a wife.  But the Prime Minister, as he was then called, informed King Lear that it was the law that not merely did a King have to marry but he had to marry a Queen.  Lear got away with it for another twelve years.. Was it twelve years?.. Twelve years during which he had the choice of milkmaids and stableboys and didn’t have to be bothered by any Queen. Or not that sort of Queen.  In part this was because he was not yet King.. not at first, anyway.. but mainly because there was a shortage of that sort of  Queen.  He was not allowed to marry a French Queen, not that there was one available anyway, nor a Jewish Queen, nor a Queen who was already married to a King …and you were supposed to get ‘betrothed’ to the Queen when she was sixteen years old or before and marry her when she was eighteen.  Queens were thin on the ground and there were none that fitted the requirements.  But then the Prime Minister had discovered that Germany was full of Queens.  Queens were Germany’s main export commodity.  Queens everywhere had been grown in Germany.  This Queen Rowena in every respect fitted the bill.  She was women’s world pole vaulting champion.  Although he would have had to put up with whatever was available, she wasn’t, in her own way, that bad looking either.  The Prime Minister set up a deal in which he bought her off King Genghis for so many cows and so many ships and so many hectares of land.. a great deal of land, in fact .. some of his best land.. 





Princess Goldenlay appeared miraculously to have retained her youth.  The tropical climate had tanned her skin and reddened her previously blonde hair… She didn’t look a day over eighty!  Perhaps he should have waited for another twenty five years and married the Princess Goldenlay.  She could have been passed off as a Queen.  Nobody thought in those days that there might be Queens available in those distant islands ..  But what was now her distinctly sunburnt coloration and her thick lips didn’t prevent her from being Jewish…and if she was Jewish, that was against the Law.   Married to someone of  the Princess Goldenlay’s proportions, there was no need for a milkmaid, perhaps not even for a stable-boy.  But then nobody had known that Gloria’s Mother was a Queen.  She called herself Princess .. but so did half the stableboys in Nottingham.  And she had also been thirty years his senior.  More than thirty years, surely?  How came it that now she looked so young?  She looked not merely no older than eighty but even no older than fifty.  Belsize was reputed to be the hottest place on earth.. if hottest referred only to the incipient solar radiation.  Was it the Belsize climate that conferred youth? .. or was it the witchcraft of those parts?  He had heard they had witches.. where was it?  On the Gulagapos  Archipelago .. Was that in the Maltesas.. ? ..or was it off the coast of  Scotland or off the coast of  Terra del Fuego?





King Lear decided that he would have a word with the Princess Goldenlay before she left next morning…which, he assumed, she would.  Guests never stayed at Hardwick Hall.. not at Nottingham Castle, for that matter.. for more than a night.  He was eager to discover the secret of perpetual youth.  But he would bide his time.  In the meanwhile he would enjoy his privacy.  A man liked to be alone in a house full of women.  There was also now that Lady Agatha woman.. whoever she was.. some friend of Gonerilla’s.





Gonerilla was forced into some rapid replanning because she had not anticipated that the Princess would be accompanied by eighty of  Mayor Cook’s Mounted Anti-Terrorist Police.  Rogan had not bothered to tell her..  Rooms, beds and mosquito nets had to be made available.. though of course they would not each need a room.  A couple of Mounties would sleep under the Princess’s bed ..and a couple could be shoved under Miss Fatima’s bed..if these people of Asian persuasion used beds.  Perhaps Miss Fatima needed a special bed covered with upright nails...  The Mounties, of course, would have to sleep in pairs.. one keeping watch while the other slept.  A couple of beds for Mounties could be put in the corridor outside the Princess’s door.  Or mattresses.  It shouldn’t be too difficult to rustle up thirty mattresses. Especially as Miss Fatima’s uncle owned a shop …  and Mayor Cook had plenty beds and mattresses   ..though she expected to find enough in the house.  She could also find an excuse for dumping a few Mounties in the tree house together with Robin and Marion  ..though she herself felt inclined to join Robin and Marion when the festivities were over.   Cordelia, of course, would have to cook for ninety and not just a dozen as originally anticipated.. unless they got takeaways sent down from Derby.. and, if so, Mayor Cook would very definitely have to cough up for the payment in advance… But it all, when she thought about it, amounted to a very minor problem and it just had to be organised.





The reorganisation however did effect an immediate delay to proceedings.  The Princess, Ms Fatima Patel and Dame Agatha Christie had retired to the library  ..which was occupied also by Miss Jones.. who played the part of the body lying on the carpet.  The ensuing discussion, in which Miss Jones took no part, resulted in changes in the plot of the murder game which Dame Agatha had devised and the writing out of cards for the eighty unanticipated players ..or whatever the number was.  And, as Dame Agatha explained, if seventy uninvited guests arrive it as well to be prepared for a further seventy.





Because of the delays and because it getting late, Gonerilla decided that the murder game and a standing buffet meal would commence immediately and simultaneously.  Guests unfortunately were supposing that the buffet was part of the murder game and that Miss Jones had been poisoned, whereas, of course, she had been bitten and then swallowed in one piece, in the manner of Little Red Riding Hood’s grandmother, by a vampire.  As the evening went on, Lady Agatha coached selected guests to enact scenes in the drama – such as the vampire taking her evil liberties with the corpse.  Miss Fatima played the vampiress.  Miss Fatima is fourteen years old and Miss Jones not much older.  It wouldn’t have done for a giant Mountie to be molesting Miss Jones and, in any case, Miss Fatima knew the plot in advance whereas the Mounties didn’t and, being policemen, might be expected to be ponderous in its discovery.  Mr. Loxley, who had returned with Miss Marion from the treehouse to join the party, played the evil pathologist, the actual murderer, the vampiress having merely been attempting resuscitation when she discovered the corpse. ..





The Princess Cordelia had always been a little absent minded.  This had shown itself particularly in her regularly not remembering a word her mother had uttered.  “Do not wear your slacks at school!  Nice girls wear a gymslip.”,  Rowena had repeatedly admonished.  Yet every morning Cordelia would forget her mother’s advice and put on the slacks, even while her mother was delivering a lengthy admonition.   It was the same with the computer.  “Do not stare at the screen for more than ten minutes at a time. It’s bad for your eyes!..  And keep off the porn sites!”.  Computers induced infertility, blindness and insanity.  Then it was the same at Lord Fonteroy’s birthday party. “Do not forget your bra!”.  At times when her mother was speaking Rowena would appear to be staring into space or absorbed in some distant thought…or might even be overcome by an uncontrollable outburst of Tourette’s Syndome.  Cordelia was clearly suffering from some serious mental illness.  Rowena had read all the pamphlets from the British Medical Association.  Some said that Cordelia had been Bewitched.  Others said it was Congenital Degeneracy.  Some said it was Schizophrenia.  Some said it was autism.  Some said it was it was drug addiction. Or Fasselberger’s Syndrome.   Some said it was Attention Deficit Syndrome.  It depended on which year the pamphlets were written.  But they all agreed that Cordelia’s sickness was caused by too much reading, too much thinking and too much masturbation and that she had probably been subjected to infantile intellectual over-stimulation – that is, reading and writing before the age of twelve.  They all agreed that this was a very serious disease that would result in sterility, mental deficiency, epilepsy and chronic hallucinosis and that it was essential that she be referred to a druid, that she would undoubtedly require tranquillisers for the rest of her life and that these things would happen anyway and that it was very important not to blame the parent, whose fault it all was.  The parent should expiate through tirelessness  in vigilance and supervision and administration of the patent remedy.  It would be a very great strain.  Asberger’s Syndrome was genetic.  The guilty mother should not be blamed as she was by those who insinuated some other origin.  The guilty parent should transfer the patient to an institution.  The disease was severely progressive.





Lear was irresponsible!  “Leave her alone!”, he would mutter as Rowena poured out her anxieties, “My parents were a pain in the neck too!”.  Lear even joined Cordelia in gloating over the internet porn sites.  Perhaps Lear was Cordelia’s father after all.. It was his fault.   Cordelia was not a true Sassenach… But, that, surely, couldn’t be…Rowena arranged for Cordelia to visit a druid.  Cordelia duly set out for the druid’s surgery but so advanced now was the disease that on the way she forgot all about the appointment and was found three days later to have travelled in a fugue – She had no explanation to offer - into Lord Fonteroy’s bedroom under the impression, presumably, that Lord Fonteroy was the doctor and his bedroom the asylum.. But despite intensive interrogation Cordelia did not recover her memory.  When Cordelia was eventually dragged before a druid, the druid turned out to be entirely incompetent, telling Rowena not to worry and forgetting to prescribe any medication.  Cordelia, he said, would improve on a diet of jelly babies …and jelly babies, he said,  were cheaper bought over the counter than purchased plus a prescription charge on the NHS.  Cordelia was then discovered absent-mindedly feeding the jelly babies to the horse.  Rowena, to date, had gone through twenty six incompetent druids who ignored not only Cordelia’s schizophrenia, inherited, no doubt, from the milkmaid, but Rowena’s own irritable bowel syndrome.  But Rowena was not giving up and would eventually find a competent druid and the rest would then be struck off the register as they richly deserved…when it turned out how devastatingly diseased Cordelia actually was and always had been..  These Greek doctors whom the Italians brought over, with their physiology, biochemistry and the rest, were worse than the druids!





Because of the incompetence of the druids,  Cordelia was left to prepare the meal entirely without medication.   Gonerilla, being a witch, was, of course, a Goth and had written out the menu that Cordelia was to prepare in her Gothic Script.   “Do exactly as I say!”, ordered Gonerilla.  Cordelia phoned up Gonerilla on her mobile.  There was interference on the line.  “You mean ninety four blackberry pies,  don’t you?”, Cordelia had queried, “You don’t mean four and twenty blackbirds, do you?”. “Of course I do!  Follow my instructions to the letter!  “But..!”, “Don’t argue !”, Gonerilla had yelled, “Follow my instructions to the letter!”.  There were plenty blackberries in the grounds and also plenty blackbirds.  It was a bit of bother having to go round with a catapult aiming stones at them and Cordelia felt sorry for the blackbirds but that was what Gonerilla wanted.  Gonerilla was a bit scatty.  It must be inherited from her mother.  She got these ideas and couldn’t be talked out of them.  Gonerilla had written ‘blackbirds’ and that meant whole blackbirds.  So it was four and twenty blackbirds baked in one pie.  But the Princess Goldenlay, it turned out, was not put out by blackbird pie.  Vampire Bat Pie was commonplace in the Maltesas and Blackbird Pie is a just a posh variation for the tourists.  A pie containing one blackbird, let alone twenty four blackbirds, would cost a goodly sum at the Non-Executive Hotel on Knossos.  When King Lear arrived he supposed that a blackbird was not too different from a grouse and just plucked off a few feathers and carved off a piece of meat and put it on his plate together with a piece of pastry and added some parsley sauce and pepper.  So, since he was King, everyone politely did likewise.





“Er, um, munch?”, the King asked the Princess  Goldenlay, “Delicious bird!  Out of season, of course!  But nobody’s going to find out, hey what!  We can say we thought they were blackberries.  When was it we met last?.. It would have been nineteen whatever at Nottingham Castle. How old were you then?  The way you look now you couldn’t have been more than one year old!  Less than one year old!  But it was your granddaughter who was one year old!”





“There is no mystery about it!  That would be the year Gloria was born.. that is my granddaughter Gloria, the First Minister.  To that degree you would be correct.  I think she’s thirty two now.. but one forgets!  Young people take life so seriously!  Her rushing around with this international crisis and that.. Now it’s the football palaver and the Earthquakers on Fouchette.  ..preparing all the budgets and the committees and state visits.. She’s really President, you know. .. Benny ..our President Mussolini ..is a noodle.. worse than your Toby Liar!  But Nick… that’s Uncle Boris.. he insists on Benny being President.  Thinks Gloria is too clever to be President.  But Finance Minister and the rest – just titles!  There is no need for her to do all this work.  I can do it for her.  Or, when she was on the spot, my daughter Gloria, she could helped out.. though she also was too young to take life seriously.  I suppose my mother and my grandmother were the same.. dedicated to unnecessary duties when they were young and should have been enjoying themselves.  Even when I took over they were always meddling, always making a nuisance of themselves.  Older people never know when to retire…





“Gloria’s mother.would have been about sixteen when you knew her.  More than knew her, I suspect!  Or were you only into stableboys?  I was the mother of the girl you knew.. but the one you met, whom you supposed was her mother.. that was someone else.  I knew you but you wouldn’t remember me.. I was First Minister of Belsize!  Belsize is a long way from Merciavostok!  Let’s say I was thirty two at the time.  That would make my mother, let’s say, forty eight and my grandmother sixty four.. though at her present time of life she probably wouldn’t disclaim a few extra years.  The one you knew.. did she call herself Princess Goldenlay? That would be the source of the confusion.  That would be my grandmother.”





“You are saying that the Princess Goldenlay wasn’t Gloria’s mother.. but her.. what would it be.. her Great Grandmother?”





“My gramdmother… My daughter Gloria’s great grandmother… and mother of  the present Finance Minister’s great grandmother…When I see her, I’ll  tell her you remember her!”





“And she’s a hundred and twenty years old…”





“Some say so!  But it’s unlikely  ..not yet a hundred, I’d say.”





“And she’s in Belsize?”





“As a matter of fact not!  She’s our ambassador in Australia. When my granddaughter became First Minister.of Belsize … Lila’s idea and her Uncle Boris.. They packed us off all over the place.  Thought we might interfere.  My mother’s ambassador in China and my daughter is ambassador in  Indonesia.”





C Minerva Miniskirt 2.11.06
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