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Our friends in the RU have inundated us with queries as to how come that the Chief Druid of  Merciavostok, the Very Rev Tom Pepys, has been imprisoned by the Queen Gudeva in Brimingham Castle with the outcome that he is unable to inspect the young ladies climbing up the rope ladders.  Miss Miniskirt is no expert on the affairs of the Royaumes Unies.  Why not ask Queen Gudeva?  Ms Lila po Lune, who is well acquainted with Godeva, however, in recent emails, assures us that it is only the Very Rev’s poor eyesight that is an impediment to his carrying out his duties.  Miss Miniskirt was able to phone up the Countess Gudeva, as she calls herself, on her private number, and Godeva confirmed much the same story.





‘King’ is a Sassenach word.  King Lear, who is a native Coritanian Cymric, describes himself – or used to – as the Thane of  Lear.  ‘Countess’ is an Italian word used, perhaps inappropriately, by the E.U. bureaucracy for a Thane.  Gudeva, though a Sassenach,  is popular with the natives and better known as Thane or Countess than Queen.  The Proconsul Vlad – Art or Arturus to the druids -  is known by the Italians as a Dux, which in their terminology is more than a Countess and he is also sometimes known as a King.  Godeva is also by some described as Thane of  Leicester, but this has led to no argument between her and Lear and Rogan, who also claim this title.  At any rate, Gudeva is Thane of somewhere.. and Thanes are traditionally also known as Queens.  In Belsize we usually refer to Godeva as a ‘Princess’.   In Merciavostok our Princess Goldenlay is regularly described as a ‘Queen’.  Thanes in the RU also regularly describe themselves or are described in their own territories as ‘King’ of the entire RU, just as local proconsuls all over the EU are regularly described as King of Italy.  Merciavostok’s druids also regularly refer to Vlad, the Italian proconsul in Merciavostok, as ‘King’ of the RU.  It may be that they have some manner of Presidency which rotates or that some Thane may be regarded as overall chief in some context at some time whereas not in other contexts or at other times.  They do in the EU have innumerable Kings and especially so in the RU – and cynics suggest that the Royaumes Unies are so called because everyone there is a King.  Currently, or until the victorious World Forces apprehended him, Toby Liar has claimed to be the RU’s President.





Toby Liar is King only of  Toriland.  He may not even be that.  It is open to doubt where Toriland actually is.  Some cartographers claim that any Thanedom whose name ends in ‘Sex’ is Toriland – or that any territory South of  the Mercias and West of the Litus Saxonis is Toriland.  The Sassenach Queen Victoria, who confines herself with her various Sassenach retainers to her farm at Osborne on the Isle of Wight is Queen of Toriland – and that title has also been applied to the Princess Camilla.  Some Pommologists suggest that Mayor Dr David Livingstone of  Londinium has not forgotten the fanatical outbursts from Toby that preceded the Mayor’s re-election.  “For the Old Laeba bastard to get elected, to even earn one vote, would be the greatest imaginable disaster for Londinium, for the RU, the entire Universe and Nu Laeba. The Party’s former unelectability was entirely due to ****s like Livingstone.”  Toby was told this by Uncle Boris, who had some argument with Old Laeba, and anyone who falls out with Uncle Boris might well be unelectable.   When Toby makes such comments, his wisdom is invariably proved by the large majorities sustained by those he derides.  The unelectable have proved in the RU to be exceptionally good at winning elections.  Their Thanes beg Toby to shower them with abuse!





Despite Toby Liar having done him this good turn,  the venerable doctor appears to have shown his gratitude by refusing Toby a buspass and upping the council tax on his castles in Londinium.  It would not be good politics for Toby to live too obviously on the Council Taxes of  his own alleged subjects in Toriland, which, wherever it is, has regularly been regarded as the RU’s centre of power and population.  When Toby still dared show his face he solved his financial problems by travelling around other kingdoms with his retainers in their Bottlebus, living off their hosts’ hospitality and council taxes of the natives.  However, whenever Toby wrote to the Princess Rogan, or the Princess Godeva – or, for that matter, the Queen Horsa, the Queen Baudix or even the Queen Victoria, his letters were mysteriously lost in the post.  Even the special messengers were mysteriously lost in the post.  When Toby and his Bottlebus arrived outside a Castle he would be told not only that his letter had not arrived but that the Queen Baudix had gone off to visit the Queen Victoria or that the Queen Rowena had gone off to visit her mother, the Queen Horsa, accompanied by King Lear and her entire family…





Mayor Livingstone tried to remedy the impasse by setting aside a camp for transients just outside the Castra at Ratae.  But the travellers were expected to buy their own provisions at Tesco and the Royal Mounted Anti-Terrorist Police would arrive demanding Council Tax and imposing on-the- spot fines, confiscating the tobacco and even the Indian Hemp.  The Legionaries were forever complaining about their rowdy and uncouth neighbours and the Nu Laeba terrorists felt themselves generally victimised.  The final insult was that Mayor Cook’s workmen arrived to dig a great hole into which toppled the Bottlebus and the Council Tax was raised on account of the extra amenities.  Then, when the hole turned out to be the wrong shape – differing in some minor aspect from EU olympic standards – it was filled in again, including Bottlebus, and then redug.





The RU’s President Toby never says anything which Uncle Boris tells him might lose votes.  Or the Druids tell him might lose votes.  Boris recently played a joke on Toby by publishing in the RU the fantasy that Torilanders could not sleep soundly in their beds because of the practice of Earthquaker women in the RU occasionally appearing adorned in Rhubarb leaves.  As a matter of fact the RU climate is such that its residents wear a great deal more than Rhubarb leaves or, as is more fashionable in the RU, tea leaves…which Boris’s dailies in the RU were also claiming to be causing consternation.  To the nation’s astonishment, Toby publicly repeated this fantasy.  Our President Mussolini is equally stupid but he just says anything that comes into his head, irrespective of the effect on voters.  Benny Mussolini’s utterances make news, whereas what is printed as news creates Toby’s utterances.  Whereas Toby is a suave orator, Benny is more what you call the Alf Garnet.  In the RU what comes out of the mouth of Toby Liar has considerable impact.  Whatever he says, he is fully convinced and never changes his mind.  Toby is convinced that anyone who contradicts him is a public menace – and Toby is the Treasurer.   Benny is not Treasurer of Paymaster of anything and what he says today is forgotten tomorrow.  But they have it in common  that they are not too bright.. Well… Toby asks his advisors or Uncle Boris before he opens his mouth, whereas Benny sounds off first and then Boris, or Gloria or Lila or whoever have a quiet word or arrange some public backward pedalling.  Perhaps Benny is more of the professional idiot whereas Toby more started with the image of infallibility and gradually disillusioned a following, reluctant to believe the denouement was really taking place but ever decreasing in numbers.  Whereas Toby’s popularity has been steadily declining, together with the public assessment of his judgement, Benny has always been recognised as a noodle and remains as unpopular as he ever was.  As a matter of fact, those of  us who are friends and colleagues of  Benny Mussolini quite like the loveable buffoon.  We don’t know how Benny came to be educated at the RU’s Saint Trinians, same as Toby Liar.  Maybe he was the Billy Bunter.  His father was a grocer – same as Fatima’s uncle.  Or maybe he operated an Italian coffee shop in Brighton   (in the RU).  Yes..that’s what it was!  Maybe it was a similar story.  Fatima is not stupid.. though Fatima never puts on act, never tries to seem clever.  Maybe Benny is not that stupid!  Your Toby is beginning to look like an olympic contender who is forever tripping over the hurdles and falling flat – whereas Benny more deliberately crashes into the hurdles.  And although nobody in the Federation has a good thing to say about Benny.. he is not that unpopular.  The rest of us are in no danger of being voted out of office on account of Benny’s blunders.  





Whatever the assessment of  Toby’s intellect and that of his army of advisors, Toby did not know what to do next.  So he consulted Mr. Clever Dick., the well-known Knossos Management Consultant.  If  Mr. Dick is paid to conduct a strategic review, then he will do it – or pass on the job to 14 year old Ms Fatima Patel.  Fatima had no wish to see Toby ensconced in Leire Castle but a job was a job and Clever was being paid good money for it.. insisting on payment in Belsize Dollars – which sorely strained the Toriland treasury.  Apart from Toby, Clever and maybe Fatima, nobody knows how Clever obtained his fees.   It wasn’t exactly Fatima’s most exacting commission.  It took her as long as it takes to say over the mobile phone: “Why does he not arrive unannounced?”.  





So as the Bottlebus approached Aston Villa, Godeva’s castle in Birmingham, Godeva and her household were seen nipping out of the back and off to Tamworth.  By the Time the Bottlebus got to Tamworth, Godeva was already off to Kenilworth.  Then to Coventry, then to Warwick..and at the end of the chase Godeva’s party raced off to Liverpool and took a ferry to Dublin where she was entertained by King Pat O’Neill.  Toby and his fellow terrorists were then refused entry at Dublin on the transparent pretext that they did not have valid Illegal Immigrant Identity Cards.





This was very convenient for Mr. Clever Dick.  He had to come up with another lucrative strategic review.  Clever by now was seeing a goldmine.  Toby’s intended benefactors would always be a step ahead.. or Toby a step behind.  So, armed by the new advice, Toby pointed out that if wherever he looked for Godeva, she could not be found, that it was evident that Godeva did not exist.  It was unconstitutional for anyone who did not exist to hold public office.  As a matter of fact there is in the RU no such regulation – which would be embarrassing to a lot of their dignitaries.   And everyone in Merciasapad knows that the Princess Godeva exists.  She is a popular opener of garden parties and gymkhanas and organic farmer.  Her photograph regularly appears in OK Magazine.  She plays cricket for Warwickshire and is even an elected member of their Witan and indeed despite her Scandinavian physiognomy and accent, a popular figure.  If it is all done by an actor dressed up, nobody would be in least dismayed.  She does what is expected of a Thane.. pardons the occasional criminal, supplies tomatoes to the orphanages and the rest…  Godeva provides the Thanedom of  Warwick with free milk – traditional in the Royaumes Unies – whereas Toby, though supposedly no Sassenach – doesn’t.





Godeva was going to ignore Toby’s outbursts.  Well, maybe she couldn’t resist a good joke.  But Godeva’s story is that she was spending a weekend at Newmarket, where Godeva was jockying several of her horses, with her Goddaughter, the Princess Cordelia,  Cordelia entertained her Godmother with an imitation of a mule – braying and in braylike tones repeating the laments of  Toby Liar.  Godeva was much amused.  Indeed, so was the entire population of Tattersall’s, including, at that time, the Princesses Victoria and Camilla and Cordelia’s grandmother, the Queen Horsa, Twas quite a gathering of eminent equestriennes.  All that was missing was the Queen of Horsey Women, the Princess Goldenlay of Belsize – and perhaps she was there as well ..And maybe Ms po Lune and the Princess Rogan.  Godeva, naturally, was delighted at the universal mockery of the self-styled President Toby and Cordelia was delighted at the crowd’s reception of her performance – but Godeva just said that Toby was ‘not worth bothering about’.  But that comment triggered Cordelia’s imagination.  Why”, she suggested, “don’t we give Toby what he wants?”.  Methinks that the thought must have previously occurred to the Princess Godeva of pulling a fast one on Toby Liar – but she blames it all on Cordelia.





So Godeva let it be known that she would prove to Toby Liar her existence.  She would ride on her white stallion upon the cobbled gates of Coventry ..all the way from the Castle to the new Cathedral that had been erected in honour of the Italian God..while everyone was glued to their TV sets watching the World Cup. Godeva rode that way daily in any case when she was in the City, or Town, or whatever it was.. though this time there would be detours to ensure that everyone everywhere got a glimpse without having to leave their houses.   It was all announced in advance in the newspapers – even newspapers in Toriland.  Toby Liar was very pleased.  He would apprehend  the Princess and impose himself on her hospitality.  Unfortunately the Bottlebus – or New Bottlebus, to replace the one that had been buried in Mayor Cook’s hole – was delayed because of repeated tyre-bursts on account of a pantechnicon accidentally dropping outsize drawing pins all over the tarmacked trunk roads that the Italians had been building between Wessex and the Thanedom of Warwick.  Then when the Bottlebus arrived at Coventry, all the portals were locked and the janitors, intently watching the World Cup, didn’t hear the knocking.





But there is always a traitor within.  Toby Liar had planted a spy – the Chief Druid, the Very Rev Tom Pepys.  Pepys, established in an ideal lookout in a local hostelry, cut a hole in the curtain and intently watched the street – along which, according to the published timetable, the Princess was expected to pass.  The druid reported that he had seen no white horse, no Princess Godeva, nobody at all!  Maybe the druid had been reading  Hans Anderson’s fairy tales.  The Chief Druid reported that to Toby Liar on  his mobile phone.  Toby was delighted.  Well..not that delighted.  His objective was to gain the hospitality of Coventry Castle and in that he had made no visible progress.  His army of accompanying spin-doctors feared even that the revelation would expose Toby rather than believers in the existence of the Countess Godeva to ridicule.





The Constable interviewed the druid.  The Constable did indeed then arrange for the druid to be accommodated in the dungeon at Aston Villa.. or, at any rate, the dungeon of one Godeva’s castles.  But this was not done out of any vindictiveness or spite.  It was an act of generosity on the part of the Countess Godeva.  Godeva furnished the apartments in her dungeons that accommodated her visitors luxuriously.  For Toby Liar, had he succeeded in procuring this hospitality, there was nothing better on offer, not in any of Godeva’s castles, not anywhere in Merciasapad.  The druid is also being fed with unlimited supplies of native beefsteak – or, if he prefers  Sassenach food, hamburgers from McDonalds.  Anything he asks for.  And stableboys and milkmaids to cater for all his needs.  The Constable had recognised that the druid’s failure to espy the Countess as she rode upon the cobbled gates was due to his failing eyesight.  Pepys was of an age when an active druid might be expected to have deteriorating vision – and the senile paresis – a delayed legacy of youthful masturbation  ..or other entertainment in the stables or cowshed.  The Constable – and the most skilled and eminent witches of  Merciasapad – realised that to delay the advance of the disease it was essential to shield the druid from bright sunlight.  It is the failing eyesight that kept the Chief Druid from his duties and not the dungeon, which has been generously provided to halt the advance of the disease.  The druid is being rendered with the best treatment that the National Health Service and the most advanced witchcraft can provide… the same treatment that he recommends himself!





All manner of ill-informed rumours have grown up from the unfortunate indisposition of the Chief Druid.  Readers in the RU will be more familiar with them than I am.  Some claim that the druid is ‘imprisoned’ in the penthouse of the dungeon tower, behind a locked door, fed with dry cold toast through a little grill, with a single window from which there is a two hundred foot drop to the ground beneath.  It has even been suggested that the witches are ‘poisoning’ the druid with arsenic or that he is already dead – and that Godeva has only failed to announce his death because she doesn’t want a new Chief Druid to be elected and to have to go through the whole rigmarole again.  Some who entertain such fantasies imagine that Godeva is ‘punishing’ the druid for his betrayal or that it is all part of some outrageous cover-up and that druid was a potential  whisteblower.  There are others who point out that relations between druids and Sassenach princesses with their more powerful witchcraft are, in any case, strained.





The Princess Gonerilla is widely recognised as the most skilled of the Sassenach Witches – or any witches – though Rogan and Cordelia are not too bad.  Gonerilla has an undeserved unpopularity.  The druids tell us that the malady that causes the unfortunate infertility and declining population numbers of the native Cymrics is caused by minute demons ‘smaller even than the tiniest star in the firmament’.  These demons, moreover, can be very effectively be cast out by consumption of  the cheeses the legionaries import from Italy or merely just eating loaves of bread suffused with the blue putrefaction.  Under-cover investigators for the Royal Mounted Terrorist Police, however, have reported that privately the druids have indoctrinated the natives that the infertility is precipitated by being ‘bewitched by Gonerilla’ and that they indeed use the Princess’s name as the name of the malady.  It is also claimed by some that the druids are anxious to preserve various ancient customs while the Princesses and other Sassenach invaders are equally anxious to destroy those traditions.  Sassenach women find the tights manufactured in Gaul, the Trousers de Nimes – to be practical and convenient.  The Cymrics supposedly preferred  to paint themselves with woad and to leave themselves unclad except for the nominal plastic mircrogirdle – though some druids permit also a more ostentatious garment somewhat resembling the Italian tunica.  There is also the controversy surrounding the rhubarb leaf – or, fig leaf, acanthus leaf or tea leaf – introduced, supposedly, by the Sassenachs.  The more fanatical druids refer to the Sassenach women as ‘tea-leaves’ and are apt to yell out these words ‘Tea-leaf! Tea-leaf!’ when gazing up the Sassenach rope ladder.  The pudendal leaf is claimed by druids to be a symbol of the Italian God, an insult to what they call the British Nation. .. and the National Cricket  Team. .. as well as symbolising the extraordinary and unhealthy puritanical attitudes found amongst some extremist devotees of the Italian God. The leaf is unfriendly, conceals the wearer’s identity and is the uniform of the terrorist determined to undermine civilisation.  The druids assert also that the Sassenachs encourage an unhealthy gender reversal.  The lengthy Sassenach’s womens’ tunics reaching often halfway down the thighs resemble garments traditionally confined to males whereas tights, including the infamous Trous de Nimes are worn amongst Sassenachs regularly by men.  Whereas in healthy society the cult of physical attractiveness is confined to males,  Sassenach women not infrequently wear clothes – on some occasions at least – for no practical purpose but in an attempt to create a male-style beauty or sensuality. There is also amongst some Sassenachs the curious gender reversal of long hair in women and short hair amongst males.  The druids tell us that the Sassenachs and the Italian God encourage an obsession with erogenous attractiveness… a thinking about it instead of letting all come naturally.   The Sassenach woman will tell herself she has to entice her fellow princesses and dons the most expensive fig leaf that can be purchased at Leicester Market and then thinks that that is a bit naughty and takes it off again.





The newspapers in the Mercian kingdoms, whether published by the druids or by Uncle Boris’s Knossos-based international  corporation, are full of these stories.  The druids or the Italians or the Sassenachs or whatever – or everyone supposedly in the entire RU - are always supposed to have some obsession with hats, rhubarb leaves, rope ladders, broadband internet, cups of fabric placed over the mammae to enhance their magnitude… rope-ladders are wicked and unpommie – and then a catalogue of overpriced rope ladders…  Amongst any group of people – Italians, druids, Sassenachs.. there may well be fanatics with their own obsessions.  But history does not show druids or anyone else to have any consistent doctrines or, for the most part, any doctrines at all about rope-ladders, rhubarb leaves, Trous de Nimes, woad or leather microgirdles.   There has been little evidence of the druids objecting to Sassenachs or the Italian God.  If the Chief Druid Tom Pepys has some such notion that is his own idea for his own reasons or motivations, whatever they might be, and is not built on some collective history of druids.  We have to remember that the druids – or, at any rate, older druids such as Tom Pepys, are native Cymrics born even in an era without Sassenachs, without Italians, without the Italian God.  The Cymrics, with their Morbus Gonerillae and low fertility are an aging dying population.  They would in any case find themselves deprived of the benefits of youth,  pretending therefore that they have forgotten about these benefits, or making excuses, claiming that what they have lost is worthless or to be condemned.  It so happens that contemporary youth in the RU are also almost all of them Sassenach.  The need to look askance at the young becomes therefore the condemnation of supposed Sassenach importations – that are not importations at all – or  irrelevancies that have acquired a contrived emotional loading and are falsely attributed to Sassenachs. 





The Princess Gudeva assures us that the Chief Druid has not been locked up in a dungeon on account of any grievance she has against the druid nor on account of any argument that the druids have with the new Sassenach aristocracy.  How could it be otherwise?  Whether or not Godeva had put in the promised public appearance, it mattered not to her, nor to the Constable, that Pepys told Toby that she hadn’t.  Similarly, if the druid had some disagreement with Gudeva about rope-ladders, ladies’ fashions or the Italian God – that was to Gudeva of no importance.  The druid was of no importance.  The druid is being accommodated in the tower purely for his own convenience and he remains in the dungeon because he chooses to remain.  If the druid’s eyesight was up to the task of inspecting  Mayor Cook’s rope ladder, he would be free to do so.
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