From the Press Office, Free Colombian Trade Federation Department of Information 





The Madness of King Lear 





King Lear of Merciavostok, so unkind rumour mongers inform us, recently celebrated his one hundred and twentieth birthday – and that because at his age he cannot remember that his one hundred and fortieth summer is long past and gone. King Lear, they insist, is the victim of ‘senile paresis’, the reward deprophylacticated youthful enterprise in the stables and cowshed. He has proved resistant to the standard treatment of injection of the blood of green monkeys infected with tertian malaria followed by ingestion of large quantities of arsenic (v. Strecker, Fundamentals of Psychiatry). Lear prides himself as an EU Citizen, but his daughter Rogan, Regent of Merciavostok, and a Chief Inspector in the Royal Mounted Anti-Terrorist Police, is not merely that but also an Italian Citizen, an honour secured through her patronage by Italian Proconsul, the Dux Vlad, known to local druids as Art or Arturus. 





Since this is presumably already well known in the Royaumes Unies, Miss Minerva Miniskirt MIMgt, Minister of Truth to the Free Colombian Trade Federation, need not apologise for the delay in communicating this information – at least, to the RU. It is embarrassing, however, that our Press Circulars have been impeded for the last four months. This arises from Mr Nikodemos ‘Uncle Boris’ Nikodenopoulos’s Bo-Tel Communications Corporation having been obliged, to keep in step with competitors, to concentrate on enhancement of advertising revenue. This is done through his search engine ‘Boggle’. If you search, say, for ‘The Laws of the Medes and Persians’ you will get a catalogue of suggested references each of which turn out to be some other alleged search engine whose owners have paid Uncle Boris thousands of Belsize Dollars to be given preference. So the first hundred entries will be, under various names, supposedly referring to Armenians and Iranians, Mr Clever Dick’s Sex and Gaming Emporium and moreover from then on that is permanently on your computer and you won’t be able to access anything else. Nicky ‘Pip Panpierre’ Nikodemopoulos, when not distracted by his business and football duties, has been working night and day to circumvent the blockage. It is necessary therefore before relating the Sassenach witch's acquisition of Italian Citizenship, to remind our friends abroad of the events already reported surrounding the Princess Goldenlay’s State Visit to Merciavostok,.. 





Ms. Gloria Goldenlay, grandmother of our Finance Minister, Ms. Gloria Goldenlay, is usually, to avoid confusion, known as the Princess Goldenlay, though, of course, Gloria Goldenlay is also Princess Goldenlay, as is her mother, Ms. Gloria Goldenlay, and her daughter Gloria Goldenlay, known as Vendredi, whose name is, of course, linked with that of the famous footballer Nicky ‘Pip Panpierre’ Nikodemopoulos, whose father is, of course, the eminent plutocrat Nikodemos ‘Uncle Boris’ Nikodemopoulos - and his mother is Mme Pandora ‘Mama Doc’ Nikodemopoulos. The Princess travelled, accompanied initially also by the Finance Minister and Ms Lila po Lune, to the Kingdom of Merciavostok in the Royaumes Unies to attend the official opening of a hole in the road by Captain Thomas Cook, Executive Mayor of Leicester. Ms Goldenlay, the Finance Minister and Ms Lila, however, returned to Belsize, or supposedly so, immediately after the ceremony, to deal with the international crisis that had blown up after our victory in the World Cup over Nigeria. 





However, it turns out that Ms Goldenlay, the Finance Minister, interrupted her journey to visit the encampment on Exmoor of the Federation’s International Task Force which is commanded by the eminent Etats Unies General Crazy Horse. The Federation declared war on the RU or, at any rate, Toriland, because President Toby poisoned our Tuna farms by releasing chemically treated sewage into international waters… and because President Toby slapped a prohibitive tax on imorts of Tuna because supposedly the Nandrolone used to fatten the fish was leading to RU athletes being disqualified in the Olympic games. At any rate, those were the original arguments.. or excuses. Toby was an evil man who had to be removed.. whatever the price. Our forces have captured the hated dictator President Toby Liar, known also as King Vercingetorix or Worsntoris of Toriland.. The person asserted by Chief Crazy Horse to be Toby Liar turned out to be treated as an honoured guest rather than as a prisoner and was recognised immediately by Ms Gloria as being not Toby Liar but Baskerville, King of the Vandals, a nation of estate agents who, indeed, when the hated dictator was still at large, was Toby’s accomplice. Toby Liar, however, does happen to be living in a hole in the ground, rented out to him by Baskerville as a luxury apartment, situated within the camp of the World Forces…a fact which General Crazy Horse, despite his displays of ignorance, can hardly have failed to notice. Baskerville has been granted immunity for prosecution in return for his providing evidence regarding Toby’s Buy to Let Scheme and other similar atrocities to ensure Toby’s conviction for genocide in his forthcoming trial in the International Court.





 At any rate, President Mussolini of the Maltesas, that is to say the Free Colombian Trade Federation, says that Toby is to be tried for genocide. President Mussolini, however, was educated at an RU Public School and at Balliol College Oxford. He is therefore by malicious people in the Federation regarded as not very bright and merely Uncle Boris’s puppet. In this respect the kind-hearted residents of the Federation inexplicably seem universally malicious. President Mussolini is not necessarily to be taken seriously.





President Mussolini’s witticisms regularly make headlines in the foreign press. Visitors to the Isle of Belsize, known as the Frying Pan of the Maltesas, may have discovered that clothes are regarded as an eccentricity or a symbol of religious fanaticism. The custom of a minority of tourists on the Isle de Belsize, unfamiliar with our culture, wearing rhubarb leaves over their groins was recently lambasted by the President as unfriendly and antisocial and proof that the tourists did not support the Federal Football Team. Uncle Boris’s Highbrow Daily Bufera Billiricaya dutifully produced a succession of appropriate headlines to distract readers from less important issues – ‘Gerremoffada Pommies!’, ‘Shovada Rubaba Uppadarse!’.. .. and 99 per cent of readers were reported as agreeing with the Presidential Sentiments. This puzzled readers who have been somewhat indifferent to the merits of rhubarb. It eventually turned out that the Fouchette Ripper had registered his vote on the Internet Site four hundred and ninety five million times. .. and that the Ripper was referring specifically to the celebrated journalist Arsela Undress who posed on the front page to illustrate the eccentric fashion, though she was in fact wearing an acanthus leaf, less effective in concealing features whereby she might be recognised than the despised rhubarb. The Ripper had purchased a voting machine from a well-known Etats Unies search engine promoter. The story retained some short-lived credibility through the President’s further claim that ninety nine per cent of the Federation’s inhabitants are native Incas. Rhubarb Leaves are not an Inca tradition and it could therefore appear reasonable that this ninety nine percent might object to this flouting of national custom which enabled potential terrorists to conceal their identities. The figure had also been consistent with the President’s declaration that there were now exactly five hundred million Federal inhabitants, including several thousand under-cover Nu Laeba terrorists. At precisely eight pm Belsize time last Thursday seventy Federal midwives, each on a different island, claimed to have assisted the birth of the five hundred millionth Maltesani while the Federal Illegal Immigrant Processing Centre nominated no less than 25, 317 candidates. We have been encouraging this expansion of our population because we know this boosts the economy, increasing the price of our limited resources, thereby escalating wealth, and establishing a workforce that will produce and consume increasing numbers of Pokemon Cards and Mobile Phones and ship their benefit payments back to the R.U, thereby boosting the world economy by increasing the price of potatoes. Our Federation is the world’s most consumptive nation and our Environmental Agency strives that everyone else will catch up. So the President tells us. Maltesanis of the President’s age and older – perhaps even ninety nine per cent - habitually claim to be native Incas but it turns out to be one of the mysterious consequences of our policy of population enhancement that ninety nine per cent of citizens under thirty are Inca neither by race nor tradition and our National Euthanasia Service is efficiently polishing off our surplus ageing burden. We will of course educate these foreign imports who keep on sneaking in via Simon Legree’s shipments into being as much Incas as President Benny is an Inca. Nevertheless in the Federation itself nobody takes anything the President says seriously. 





There have been riots in our island of Robespierre because the President confessed to ‘lying to win the election’. Everyone knows he did this. He promised to resign as soon as re-elected and to hand over the Presidency to Ms. Goldenlay. No such thing has happened. Similarly, despite the President’s promises, it is considered in the Federation very unlikely that an awkward precedent will be created through an International Court headed by our Attorney General, Ms Lydia Lodj, convicting President Toby of crimes against humanity. No doubt there will be some other satisfactory outcome. Ms Goldenlay, though going through the motions of offering Baskerville immunity in return for testifying against the hated RU dictator, appeared to be more interested in dissuading Baskerville from buying UK Coal plc and turning it into a housing estate.





 Ms Goldenlay is also Manager of the Belsize-Registered Poncho Bolero International Pharmaceuticals Corporation Pension Fund. Mr Nikodemopoulos is Chairman of Poncho Bolero. Uncle Boris and his relatives such as Ms Goldenlay and Ms po Lune are the intended pernsioners. To cater for contingencies the Fund has subsidiaries and there is such a subsidiary based in the RU – and Ms Goldenlay, in her capacity of Manager of that subsidiary, is irritated by the mass sell-off of RU companies over which President Toby has presided. Gloria’s interview of the Emperor of the Estate Agents coincided with the demise of the British Airports Authority – and soon Aviva and Stanley Leisure were under threat. Since then Viridian and Corus are joining the funeral pyre. There is not much left – and most of that is overpriced gunge such as Hedge Funds whose contribution to the economy is to buy and sell real or imaginary money or whatever, just for the sake of buying and selling, in order to fiddle profits for the Directors. The Directors of Krupp and Thames Water have also not ingratiated themselves by confiscating the pension fund’s shares in Temswasser and then selling them again for several times the price – which has also been happening again and again. If this had been done to the Drones themselves they would have been presented with a retrospective payment to adjust to the new price. Ms. Goldenlay spun a great scare story over UK Coal’s losses.. though the company now claims in recent months to have made a profit, which Ms. Goldenlay claims is not convincing. 





Ms.Lila po Lune shares with Ms Goldenlay the latter’s official residence at the Palais d’ Orleans on the Isle de Belsize (where Gloria is First Minister). Gloria and Lila were supposedly called back from the RU urgently to sort out the Football Crisis and avert war with Nigeria and were replaced in the RU by their charlady, fourteen year old Ms. Fatima Patel ..the official story being that Fatima wished to visit her Uncle Ram, who owns a shop on Leicester’s Melton Road and paid her fees at the University of Delmonte on Montmandie on Belsize until Fatima secured the patronage of Ms po Lune, who is Professor of Social History at the Institute of Pommie Studies.. But it turns out that Gloria managed to sort out the crisis without leaving the RU and Ms Lila’s departure proved to be equally non-urgent. Both Gloria and Lila also have villas on the Island of Knossos and political observers report that Ms Lila and the Princess Rogan, the Regent of Merciavostok were greatly impressed by each others personalities, intelligence and erogenous zones and that Lila was intent on hanging around Merciavostok until she had contrived to invite the Sassenach Witch for a weekend or numerous weekends to Knossos. Some say that Lila and Rogan have been previously acquainted and others claim that the mutual attraction was fostered entirely by photographs in OK Magazine. Informed observers recognised Ms. Fatima as an Uncle Boris kitchen cabinet financial whiz-kid and wondered whether perhaps Uncle Boris was planning on buying Nottingham Castle .. or Merciavostok. Whatever the secret diplomacy, it turns out that the Princess Goldenlay, that is the Finance Minister’s grandmother, accompanied by Ms Fatima, visited RBJ whom she supposed still to be owner of UK Coal, but who had been outsted by carpetbaggers, at Haworth Colliery, where she found in him in a hut sharing with Arthur Scargill reminiscences of the Good Old Days, and offered to persuade Mr Osama Bin Ladin, President of the Banco Belsize Cayman International, to fork out the money to buy the company back.





 The Princess Goldenlay (and Ms Fatima – and also Mr Robert Loxley and Ms Marion Pucelle, who however had retired to the privacy of a nearby oak tree) had spent the previous night as guest of King Lear of Merciavostok at Hardwick Hall – so called because it was formerly the residence of the brewer Everard. This was arranged by the Princess Rogan, who had dropped the hint to Mayor Cook that the Princess Goldenlay was ‘Head of State’ of Belsize. Possibly so. Belsize is actually owned by the International Joan of Arc Office, whose Chairman is Mr Gabriel Archangel B.A., J.P.. Maybe he is Head of State or maybe Ms Jeanne Pucelle is Head of State. However the Princesses Goldenlay were originally daughters of the Chiefs Ponchobolero of Belsize.. and there being no current Chief Ponchobolero.. or probably not… the oldest surviving Princess Goldenlay is presumably the Chief of the Incas. Anyway. Rogan dropped the hint.. and that protocol demanded that the Princess be offered hospitality by King Lear at Nottingham Castle. Rogan did not bother to tell King Lear .. whom she regards as an irresponsible and demented anachronism… but since Nottingham Castle was full of Italian tourists, the visiting party were entertained at Hardwick House, the preferred residence of King Lear, Queen Rowena and their daughters .. or, at any rate, Rowena’s daughters … Gonerilla, Rogan and Cordelia .. all celebrated Sassenach witches. 





The Princess Rogan, as well as being Regent of Merciavostok, is a Chief Superintendent in the Royal Mounted Anti-Terrorist Police. Merciavostok is within the Italian Empire as well as within the Royaumes Unies of which the deposed President Toby Liar of Toriland still claims to be ruler. What influence or responsibility Rogan has as regent depends largely on Italian patronage. Readers will recall that on the evening that the Princess Goldenlay was attending the official opening of the Hole in the Road adjacent to Leicester’s Clock Tower, the Princess Rogan had finished her duties for the day .. or at any rate, her attendance at Leicester’s Central Police HQ at Measham, one and a half miles from the Birmingham Road, and had her attention drawn by a letter from President Toby announcing new Postal Charges…which letter she perused during her voyage upwards in the lift. Her office had formerly been on top of the building ..the sixtieth storey..but suddenly Toby Liar’s builders had arrived and erected a further thirty storeys to house his Management Consultants. Maybe it was sixty storeys. At any rate, the journey in the lift to the roof was now a time-consuming affair and Rogan took with her, from her office, a three- legged milking stool, known as a tuffet, to sit upon during her journey. Rogan, as a witch, was required to have a pet in the building. Witches usually chose cats or monkeys or esoteric animals possessed only by witches, but Rogan had a pet tarantula who lived in the lift and sat down beside the tuffet drinking from a saucer of milk which Rogan had provided. Rogan read through the letter and was distracted by the other thoughts which have been related. However, when she had finished reading, she had not yet finished her journey and we, therefore, are obliged to report further thoughts.





 King Lear was a doddering idiot. The Princess Gonerilla knew it, the Princess Rogan knew it.. and, indeed, the Princess Cordelia knew it – though she was apt to be sentimental and describe him as a poor unfortunate doddering idiot. King Lear, when he had supped a little too much mead, was apt to boast that he was an EU Citizen, that he could live and/or work anywhere in the world. If it were not for the munificence of the Princess Rogan, Lear couldn’t live or work anywhere.! Everyone was an EU citizen. Even the proconsul Vlad was an EU citizen, despite his being a Visigoth who hailed from Siberia…outside the Italian Empire. As soon as he had nipped across the border, if there was a border, into Italian territory, he became an EU citizen. It wasn’t a case of being a citizen or not but a case of being wanted or not. The Visigoths had a way of making themselves wanted. The Princess Rogan was not merely an EU citizen but an Italian citizen.





 Gy Juliye Kaisar invented, or reinvented or rescued from disuse, Italian citizenship, so he claimed, in the name of Demokratzia. The friends of Gy Kaisar who were awarded this honour did not even have to be Italians. Gy Kaisar, despite his Greek name, wasn’t an Italian. The ancient statues of Gy Kaisar still hidden away in the basements of Nottingham Castle do not conceal that Gy was African. The son, presumably, of a Nubian milkmaid. The Italian aristocracy were required to have ten sons and ten daughters. The more educated nobs had attended the Public Schools in Toriland and some could count up to ten. If there were eleven sons, then one had to be a daughter. If there were not enough or none at all, the nob had to seek remedy in the stable or cowshed. If they couldn’t count up to ten they just had to keep shagging and hope. If it was the cowshed, they had to adopt a stable-boy ..or ten of them. There are those however who point out that Kaisar is an Italian word for ‘barber’ and claim that Mr. Julius, if there was a Mr. Julius, had adopted his hairdresser. Rogan could guess why he might have done that. Gy’s mates were all Sassenachs or children of milkmaids.





Italian power was built on the sciences of the Greeks and Egyptians.. all that sort of thing...It was Archimedes who built the first nuclear power station… and it was the children of the milkmaids who espoused those sciences. The homegrown Nobs in Gy’s day were a load of yobboes who surrounded themselves with private armies of Sassenachs…the Swiss Guards ..or it may have been Swish Guards. Every Capo Mafiosi .. and there were about six hundred of them.. was entitled to a seat in their Senate. Gy, imperator of the army, was the only Capo who went around without an armed escort. And look what good that did him! The Nobs got him only just in time! He was going to flood the Senate with illegal immigrants… and when that happened, he would have been surrounded with an armed guard. But the Nobs of that era were doomed anyway. The Nobs got rid of Gy, then the Sassenachs had got rid of the Nobs, then the cowboys fought it out with the Egyptians… 





Italian Citizenship confers the right to sit on committees. Or on every committee there is at least one Italian citizen or his wife, with the power of veto. Italian citizens naturally favour other Italian citizens. Otherwise there wouldn’t be much point in being an Italian citizen. So, to be licensed to practise as a witch, or a dux, or a praetor, or a stonemason or a checkout girl at Tescos … anything that attracts denarii… it is necessary to be an Italian Citizen. As it is always with the Italians, however, this is not a steadfast rule. Vlad is not a dux because he is an Italian Citizen but an Italian Citizen because he is a dux.





 According to Gy Kaisar Italian Citizenship was not his invention but had originally been introduced in the year 666 ab urbe condita … and he referred to it as 666 citizenship. The Italian bureaucrats however are a renowned mainly for their laziness. The King of Italy has less bureaucrats than President Toby Liar of the RU has Management Consultants in the Merciavostok Police HQ and despite the scarcity of bureaucrats and the size of the EU, the bureaucrats just sit around sunbathing in their deck chairs. They get everything wrong. Maybe it’s their computers. However, their errors are always in favour of the King of Italy collecting more taxes, not that in the whole EU they collect a fraction of the taxes accumulated by Toby Liar within the RU. So one day a bureaucrat glancing through some official document drawn to his attention by some ancestor of Ms Fatima Patel came across the number 666, supposed that was the price charged for Italian Citizenship .. 666 Italian Libra.. and so it has remained. It has to be Libra.. can’t be made up in denarii .. or any other currency.. except maybe Belsize Euros. One Belsize Euro would probably buy Italian Citizenship for everyone in Merciavostok.





 666 Italian Libra! How was Rogan going to get that! Rogan had never even set eyes upon or been in the vicinity of a Librum. She didn’t even know what a Librum was. Rumour had it that it was some sort of ingot invented by Archimedes… in fact, according to the rumour, an ingot was not one Librum but 666 Libra.. the price of citizenship … and had the number stamped upon it in Greek numerals. The Italians, being yobboes, don’t have numerals.. except for the Londinium CCXXXX1111 that appears on their milestones. But anyone who had a Librum, if there were such people, would be an Italian Citizen anyway. Nobody bought their Citizenships. There might be a clandestine donation to party funds, though not as much as a Librum.. however much that might be… but, essentially, Citizenship had to be wangled. Rogan had to get round the Proconsul. 





The Proconsul of Merciavostok is Fladimon Pontion Pilaton ..they all adopt Greekified names..the digamma in this case being an Italian ‘V’. ‘Pilatus’ means ‘hairy’. The Visigoths of Siberia live in a cold climate and resemble bears. Within the EU they are feared as werewolves and Vlad has gotten around a bit and having at one time been Proconsul of Transylvania has also got a reputation as a vampire. That is one story. Amongst the less flattering rumours is that Vlad suffers from a lisp. Really, they say, he was once a stableboy who got round the local dux, that he had practised his lisp and then forgot to grow out of it. When he arrived in the RU he had ambitions to be King of Italy ..the duces regularly do .. and introduced himself as ‘Vlad Impilator’.. meaning ‘Imperator’ ..the Italians’ name for the King of Italy. Vlad’s spin-doctors insist however that this Impilator title refers to his skill in Yacking the Pilum .. a large spear. Yacking the Pilum is an event in the Olympic Games. Or it may be that he sticks rows of these pila into the ground and hangs his washing on them. Forests of tunicae on top of pila can be seen in any castra. The Italians claim this is their way of generating electricity. 





Really, Rogan’s Italian Citizenship was a forgone conclusion. The King of Italy likes local Kings to be Italian citizens. Lear’s understanding of politics doesn’t extend beyond the stables and cowshed. Lear never applied for Citizenship. The thought never occurred to him. He was a King already. What was the point of his being a Citizen? But the Italians, in any case, would hardly have wanted Lear. It was not that Lear was dishonest, a person who flattered the Italians while lining his own pockets. That wouldn’t have worried the Italians. Far from it! But Lear was stupid. He couldn’t understand what was in his own interests. He even let Gonerilla persuade him to invest in a life assurance! ..though, despite the skills of modern psychiatry, this proved to be one of her less profitable investments. With Rogan at least the Italians knew where they stood. Whatever she did would be whatever was in the best interests of Rogan. The Italians knew that and she knew that the Italians knew.. and so nobody had to pretend.





 Nevertheless, it was necessary for Rogan to go through the traditional ceremony. It was Vlad’s wife Grim Hilda who gave her the chance. To adjust to Italian customs and the edicts of the Italian God, Vlad had divorced more wives than Gy Kaisar.. but not one after the other but all at once! The sole remaining wife, Grim Hilda, felt as a result that she was put upon, alone in a barbarian backwater. Everything in the RU – with its innumerable factions of different Sassenachs.. too numerous for anyone to count or name.. was politics. Back in Siberia there was no politics. Grim Hilda wanted Vlad to find an excuse for divorcing her too, so that she get back home to Siberia.





 So Grim Hilda knocked on the door of Leire Castle one day when Rogan’s flag ..and nobody elses’ …was flying on the turret.





 “I am Grim Hilda disguised as a Zigan. How would you like some lucky heather sprigs. I see a short hairy stranger…”





 “I wonder who that could be!”, exclaimed the Princess Rogan, “Do come in, Grim Hilda disguised as a Zigan! Perhaps you’ld like to see my new crystal ball .. recently imported from the Isle of Salome in the Gulag Archipelago ..I think I see a tall red-haired Sassenach witch disguised as a milkmaid…”





 “Yes”, replied Grim Hilda, “That’s what I see! Not a very convincing disguise.. but then it doesn’t have to be convincing, does it? – just convincing enough to play the game but not convincing enough to deceive…and I see a great crowd of.. legionaries.. and a big bonfire….”





 “That would be the annual Bacchanalian bonfire orgy on the fifth day of the ninth month..in honour of Gy Kaisar…”





 “We don’t have orgies and Bacchanalia any more! That went out with King Neron. We have Bank Holidays. Baccus was their god of berries… olives, rowans, grapes .. but they don’t bother about him any more in Italy. Just keep him in the provinces for the benefit of the druids. In Italy they now have the Italian God and thousands of Saints. I suppose the Saint for berries must be Saint Rowena.. or Earl Rohand of Warwick .. or Guy of Warwick..”





 “The Festival, then, of the Blessed Rowena. What we are looking for is a gate…”





 “I see a gate, concealed just behind the Bawdello Club… It’s open, but the lock has the combination.. I see a 1.. Yes, 1111, so as not to make it too difficult for Public School Boys, and behind the gate there is a sentry. He is asleep, but the password, if needed, is ‘Hi there!’ and he is supposed to say: ‘Hi, gorgeous! What will you do for me if I give you an ounce of tobacco?’ and you are supposed to say ‘Not tonight, Josephine!’ … Take a Tarot Card! What is it?”





 “It appears to be an invitation to a bonfire celebration of the Feast of Guy of Warwick signed by Tiberius Neron Kaisar, King of Italy, and by the Proconsul of Merciavostok….” 





The King of Italy was believed to be a Sassenach called Attilla .. an illegal immigrant from outside the EU, but the bureaucrats never bothered to change their rubber stamps. There was hardly much point in doing so since Kings of Italy rarely lasted as long as it took to change the headings on all the notepaper. So the King of Italy was always Tiberius Neron, even though the new Italian God was believed not too wholeheartedly to approve of the actual Tiberius Nerons that had been. The Italians imagined that their Kings were all descended from Gy Kaisar .. and so his name appeared too. Gy Tiberius Neron Kaisar. The Italians had learnt their notions on genetics from the Egyptians – or, at any rate, from Gy Kaisar’s fancy woman, the Gyppo Empress Kleopatra. Because he was married to Kleo, Gy was King of Egypt and descended from the previous Kings of Egypt and, therefore, his alleged successors, or those of his adoptive son Octavianus, were also descended from the Kings of Egypt.





 “Is that what it is? But only to be used as a last resort… Have you got a bag of sugar I could borrow?. I’ve got to get back before Vlad notices I’ve gone.. I mean, before my cart turns back into a pumpkin..”





 





As it happens, Rogan gatecrashed the party, no questions asked.. though presumably she was seen coming in on the CCTV. To make sure she would be seen, Rogan, disguised as a milkmaid from Rentamaid, went through the gate, checked that the sentry was asleep, went out again and climbed over. Then she pretended not to know who Vlad was and Vlad pretended not to know who she was. .’Excuse me, Kind Sir! You must be the Butler. Can you show me the way to the Cowshed?..’. She impressed on him how much she fancied hairy men. Hadn’t she better get on with milking the cows?… Oh, the cows had already been milked.. It was the wrong time of day.. There must have been some mixup… The cows did not need milking until the morning. She might as well stay until the cows were ready… and, by the way, on the matter of Italian Citizenship, the King of Italy might be inclined to approve…





 So the Citizenship had been arranged. This enabled Rogan to be appointed a Chief Superintendent in the Royal Mounted Anti-terrorist Police .. which would amply enable her to pay the council tax on the five castles.. though they weren’t really castles… not even Nottingham Castle. Nottingham Castle had been built to keep out the Danes. Nottingham was now part of Denmark. The Danes had moved in little by little buying up the City with denarii borrowed from Italian banks. Grim Hilda had gotten her divorce and was now abbess of a convent in Siberia, where she had been elected patron saint of salt mines.





 Lear had not been invited to Rogan’s forthcoming wedding to Proconsul Vlad, to be officiated by the Papa himself, to make it all waterproof. Lear had not even been told about it! Lear thought he was going to marry off his daughters to penniless kinglets.. There were dozens of them around… who imagined that the Sassenach Princesses would bring a dowry of a third of Merciavostok and of whatever other lands Lear might have owned before the days of Toby Liar and his taxes and the cascading devaluation of the Pommie Pfunt. Lear, Rogan told herself, didn’t have a clue. His own politically convenient marriage to Rowena had been arranged without his knowledge by Horsa (Rowena’s mother.. Queen Horsa of the Litus Saxonis) and the Prime Minister of Merciavostok. Although everyone else had known about the forthcoming Royal Wedding between Lear and Rowena, Lear had supposed that he had been invited to judge a Comely Milkmaid contest and that it was part of the fun and games that he went through a mock marriage with the winner!





 The lift eventually reached the roof.. Rogan waved goodbye to her spider, who returned to her box on the ceiling of the lift, took her tuffet and put it into a tent she had erected on the roof for that purpose. She stood and awaited the arrival of Mayor Cook’s Civic Taxi… a helicopter with ‘Mayor Cook’s Civic Taxi’ painted upon it in big letters. Mayor Cook liked to sponsor services that displayed his name and title in big letters. The roof of the Police HQ is too flimsy to support a helicopter and therefore, when the taxi arrived, it was necessary for Rogan to climb up a rope ladder.





 The ladder was one of the more controversial issues of Merciavostok politics and, for all the difference it made – there were regular free votes – that is, Rogan refrained to exert the whip upon the delegates – in the Witan. Rogan herself preferred a rope (as opposed to rope ladder). It was much more convenient and much safer.. but she had insisted on a ladder out of consideration for Vlad’s Amazonian Praetorian Guard, should they come visiting. On ceremonial occasions they still wore the old fashioned Baudix-stye leather microgirdles. On a rope they had to keep their legs together, wheras on a ladder the legs were apart, which was much more dignified. The Chief Druid insisted that the microskirt and ladder were native Coritanian tradition and that tights and rope were symbols of Sassenachs who failed to support the Merciavostok cricket team… though, admittedly, the Chief Druid’s tours of inspection had become scarcer since the Countess Godeva of Merciazapad had locked him up in her dungeon. His prejudices really had little to do with tradition. The Coritani were an ageing population and found it less easy to climb up or slide down ropes … The Cymrics had invited the Sassenachs as servants to boost the economy and now the Cymrics were on the way out …





 Nevertheless, Rogan, out of regard for the Amazonian Praetorian Guard, was prepared to adopt a supposedly traditional and unsassenach attitude.. 
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