Amid a sea of troubles there may even be some consolation.  King Lear’s Mother-in-Law, the aptly named Sassenach Queen Horsa had departed from Hardwick Hall. Her name means ‘buttocks’ – broad Sassenach Buttocks – signifying a strong, forceful battleaxe, a powerful dominatrix.  She had hastily returned, with the henpecked King Genghis – the name means ‘chicken’ – to her Palace in Clacton.  There was as always trouble with the religious terrorist fanatics – the Christians, the Jews and the rest – with their beards and sandals and covered from occiput to hallux with white nighties.  These were the worst of the lot! – the crazy suicide bombing Earthquaker Cult of the Prophet Brigand Tung.  Why didn’t they stay back home on the island of Pilkington, thousands of miles away – and even longer in the new kilometres.  The kilometres had the advantage of making the distances longer and the speeds faster! The Earthquakers had set up a ‘convent’ next door to the old Butlins Holiday Camp at Clacton.  It was currently let out to a conference Buddhist Monks.  The Earthquakers said it was a Bawdello!





A Bawdello was an Italian dance which had become popular with Sassenach Youth.  Cordelia, the youngest of three daughters who were the produce of his old age, insisted on running off with Lord Fonteroy to the Bawdello Club in the Castra at Ratae, the Italian quarter of Leire, just outside the City Wall.  They packed themselves into a little atrium, with the door guarded by a drug dealer, swirling around in diminutive tunics swilling fermented vinegar.  Then they were let out en masse to go on a rampage of rape and murder.





Cordelia would tell him that that was all propaganda.  Bawdello Clubs were devoted to the worship of the Italian God.   The Italian God, she assured the King, was a wimp who was not into murder and rape.. not even into shagging.  The King of Italy himself was a member of the Bawdello Club – as well as Queen Godeva and even Queen Bodix, the E.U. Governor General’s girlfriend.  They were not regular attenders, Cordelia had admitted, but they were members and occasionally turned up – also someone called the Papa, who was not King of Italy but some sort of High Priest.  Then what exactly did they do during their secret orgies?





Lear believed none of it.  He knew what was going on!  If they weren’t shagging, then why was Cordelia climbing into Leire Castle at four in the morning stark naked!  He had seen her!  He hadn’t told anyone.  Cordelia was a handful.. and when she was off to the Bawdello Club, at least two handfuls.  Not as many handfuls as her elder sister Gonerilla, the witch.  But bigger handfuls.  But he didn’t want her mother to find out.  Life was hard enough for Cordelia.  Rowena was forever tormenting Cordelia.. couldn’t leave her alone!





 [If the ‘w’ in Rowena were pronounced, as it sometimes is in the Sassenach Language, it would be a ‘b’.  A ro’an or robena or ribina or, for that matter, robina – all versions are pronounced ‘rabina’ – or ‘ryahbina’ -is a tree known also as the birdberry tree because its fruit is appreciated by crows.  However, the ‘w’ is actually the Gothic letter ‘squiggle’.  Squiggle is silent.. indicates a division between syllables as opposed to a dipthong, and although usually rendered in Gothic as a Roman S on its side, it has numerous alternative renderings in Roman script.. the name Lear, which is disyllabic, being sometimes rendered also as ‘Leicester’.  Foreigners are apt to pronounce this ‘Leicester’ in accordance with what they suppose to be the spelling with the result that with increasing foreign influence the incorrect pronunciation is now regularly being used even by residents of  Leire  City.  Sassenachs are not noted for their literature and do not have a script of their own.]





Lear sympathised with Cordelia.  It was not easy for today’s youngsters.  There were hardly any cowsheds, hardly any stables left in Merciavostok.  Where could they go shagging if not to the Bawdello Clubs.  But a father was entitled to worry – whether or not he really was her father.  The Italian sorcerers were very backward.  It was all tablets and scalpels, not proper spells.  Even with them they couldn’t hold a candle to a Sassenach witch.  An Italian wizard could hardly be expected to charm away an unwanted pregnancy.  If Lear had been an Italian King, even a minor Italian aristocrat, he would have had to live in a villa ten times the size of Nottingham Castle, full of illegitimate children, grand children and great grandchildren.. all, in accordance with the requirements of  Italian Law, formally adopted and given the standard Italian names, and would have had to fork out the exorbitant Italian maintenance payments.





In Italy everything was Law.  A King in Italy had no rights in his own palace.  Not that a man had any rights anymore anywhere.  Only women had rights.  Despite Mayor Cook’s prohibition of early retirement.. everyone had to work until ninety five.. the King of Italy had been very obviously hinting that his kingdom, what was left of it, and that of  King Hengis, which had once been Lear’s, was going to be split up between Lear’s three daughters.  Twenty seconds in the cow shed and you have to pay for it for the rest of your life.  If Lear had his life all over again – whatever the Prime Minister might say – he would scrupulously confine himself to stableboys.  Now it wasn’t the Prime Minister but this Mayor Cook – who was worse than any Prime Minister because Lear couldn’t even in theory get rid of him!  Only the Inspector of Morality could do that!  Or Mayor Cook could lose an election.  Fat chance of that with a majority bigger than Ian Paisley’s.  President Toby Liar kept abusing Mayor Cook and every time he was abused Mayor Cook’s standing rose in the popularity ratings.  If Cook was voted out, he would just be replaced by another Mayor.  As Mayors went, Cook wasn’t too bad.





But then, whatever the scandals surrounding this Bawdello, it was only a dance.  Whyever should the Earthquakers be so hot and bothered about a dance?  It turned out that a Bawdello is also an Italian word for a poor man’s cowshed.  Maybe it is.  But who had ever met a poor Italian?  The Sassenach Newspapers were full of these stories about the Bawdello.  On the Sasenach  TV channels there was nothing else.  Their newspapers and TV stations were in any case all owned by this Dada Boris.  He lived in the Maltesas.  Pilkington was in the Maltesas.  Dada Boris’s wife, the Moma Doc, had recently been pictured in the International Edition of KY Magazine.. owned, of course, by Dada Boris .. in the company of  the Prophet Brigand Tung.,, and this Australian engineer .. a Doctor….Who was it now…? – a Crocodile Dundee who had invented a Time Travel Machine.  Boris could be expected to print whatever the Brigand told him to print.





The scenes which the Holy Sisters witnessed when they looked out of their windows into the holiday camp.. you could read that in the Sassenach newspapers.  The Monks lining up for their bowls of porridge were a gang of cereal killers.  The Holy Sisters couldn’t travel the short journey from the Convent to the Shop without being murdered and raped  ..or it may have been the other way round or both simultaneously.  The monks would climb at night through the convent windows to ravish the sleeping Sisters.  One or two of the Sisters, it was later discovered, had left their windows open.. Young Sisters with a history of carelessness.  It hardly constituted a rational approach to security to lock the door to the corridor and then to leave the window wide open, even with ladder leaning outside!  But the gods were taking care of these foolish virgins during the nights. None of them had been ravished.  But an experienced skilled burglar, such as Buddhist Monk, had no difficulty in penetrating a closed window or in immobilising an elaborate burglar alarm.  During the nights shadowy wraith-like figures had been seen dancing around the convent – and racing across the holiday camp.  During the day, the monks played the goodie-goodies, humbly offering the Sisters as they strolled down the streets in little armies the collected works of the Dalai Lama ,, or it might have been the Delhi Llama.  They would invite the Sisters in to partake of  an infusion of tea-leaves and to preach to them about the Seven Pillars of  Bliss.  You can guess what they would turn out to be!  But all the time they were planning to seduce the Holy Sisters into their evil ways.





However, if you were to read the small print, you would discover that not even the Earthquakers themselves believed any of these fantasies.  In fact, the Sisters had never complained about anything.  Earthquaker women are not allowed to complain!  It all came from the Prophets in Pilkington.  They were not saying that anything of this type had ever happened.  They were saying that it might happen.  This was because one of the monks at the Clacton Holiday camp had been accused by a woman back in Tibet of indecent exposure  ..on top of Mount Everest.  In fact, all the monks in the camp had been  so accused and every other monk in every other holiday camp in the Royaumes Unies.  The Prophets provided a long list…including the Naturist Club behind Hardwick Hall .. Sunshine Club as it was called.. a name more appropriate to the Isle de Belsize – probably even the Island of  Pilkington.  The Sunshine Club had closed down five years previously after the County Sheriff had cancelled the club’s status as a religious community and demanded council tax.





“Does all this make sense?”, asked King Lear.  He could have asked the Queen Rowena who was sitting at the other end of the drawing room eating bread and honey.  But King Lear didn’t ask anyone.  He didn’t even ask out aloud.  He just asked.  “Not a lot of sense!”, he answered.





If a monk had been Found Out, the Dalai Lama would hardly risk an international incident by sending him to a holiday camp in the Royaumes Unies.  He would send him to a holiday camp in Tibet.  In any case, Found Out monks were never sent to ordinary holiday camps.  If a Found Out monk was sent to a holiday camp this created a free licence for the remaining monks who had not been found out.  Moreover, this monk or however many Found Out monks there were created a free licence for the Sassenachs.  If a Found Out monk were to be sent to a holiday camp this would be, surely, as is usual in such cases, that the Monk was Found Out but not guilty.  Would the Dalai Lama impose such a punishment on top of an unjust verdict?  The unfound out  Monks and the Sassenachs would find out and the problem would be a self curing disease.  What could the Earthquakers be worried about?  Surely even the Prophet Brigand Tung knew that nothing happened within the range of an arrow of a crossbow from Queen Horsa’s palace without her knowing about it.  She wasn’t called Horsa for nothing!





But in the small print the Earthquakers were not even claiming that there was such a Found Out monk at the Clacton holiday camp.  In fact they were not claiming that there was such a Found Out monk at any holiday camp anywhere.  What they were saying is that if there was a Found Out monk at a  holiday camp .. then there was such a monk at a holiday camp.. and this might even be in Clacton.  So the Prophets were not worried about any Found Out monk – and the Sisters were not worried about anything.  So what were they worried about?





It was the same as it always is with these Earthquakers.   Their women were not permitted to cast their eyes upon men.. that is, men of the male variety with hidden features similar to those of stablehands…other than their presiding prophet and his superiors.  Pilkington women, presumably, were very impressionable, mesmerised by any man, particularly if he opened his mouth.  King Lear, however, found this hardly credible.  It was women who opened their mouths and men who stuck their fingers into their auricles.  The Prophets objected to there being men in the camp next door in Clacton, in fact that there were any men anywhere in Clacton, not any particular men or men to whom there was some specific objection.  But to make it less obvious what they were up to they named not the Clacton holiday camp  ..which is the only one next door to a Earthquaker convent, though wherever there is an earthquaker convent there is always a plethora of accusations – as if anyone would be interested in this women in their steel bodystockings with brothers and Prophets all armed with machine guns – but a collection of  holiday camps, as if the presence therein of the Clacton camp was just a coincidence.   The Prophets were implying that the serial rapists chose to stay at holiday camps because these were full of unprotected nubile women or next door to convents full of such women.  But such serial rapists, if they were skilled and successful serial rapists, would precisely avoid such obvious places that were supposedly full of women, where they would immediately be suspected, where everyone was aware of the danger and everyone, in fact, was protected.  They would instead stalk out women in lonely places where women were thin on the ground, unprotected and unsuspecting.  Predators never hunted in the middle of the pack of the host animals.  They snapped up those who were straying on their own some way behind.  In particular the rapist would not have chosen this particular holiday camp.  An Earthquaker convent presumably would have no attraction to a predator and, in any case, the Tibetan conference had been arranged long before anyone knew about any Earthquaker convent and there were no women at the conference, not even Prophetesses.  But, putting that aside, the Clacton holiday camp is usually used for jamborees of schoolchildren, not for nubile floozies, not even for rapists.  Therefore if a list of likely holiday camps was prepared it might be assumed that Clacton was on the bottom of the list and that therefore the fact that this had turned out to be the critical camp was entirely coincidental.  Nobody would dare tell the Brigand Tung that the problem was being viewed the wrong way round –  as ‘Where are the camps full of Found Out monks?’ when the right question was ‘Where are the convents full of Earthquaker Holy Sisters?’





Wherever there were Earthquakers, wherever there were Earthquaker convents, there were these wild accusations with civil wars and mass destruction.  It was the Brigand Tung’s plan to take over the world.  Everywhere the Earthquakers set foot everyone else had to go – because, supposedly, amongst the other people there were men,  men of the male variety akin to stablehands – and men were not allowed.  The  Easrthwquakers should go back home to Pilkington!  Queen Horsa knew how to deal with illegal immigrants.  She was not going to allow any foreigners to land in boats on the  Litus Saxonis and take over!





King Lear took up the latest edition of the Muck Spreader and Bulk Handler that had arrived that morning and continued his perusal.  But then the Hot Line Red Mobile rang yet again!  If the combined forces of the Queens Bodix and Godeva had invaded Merciavostok ..what did he care?  He had had to sell most of his kingdom to them anyway to pay Mayor Cook’s council tax.. and the Mayors’ of Derby, Nottingham and Northampton and the Italian  Chief Druid’s of Lincoln .. and all the Shire Reeves’  .If there was any of it left, if kingship was any more than nominal, then if the King of Italy had his way .. and he usually did… then he  wouldn’t be King of Merciavostok much longer anyway.  Mayor Cook could fight his own wars!  Anyway, it would only be Mayor Cook asking for more council tax.  He let the phone ring on!





At least that Mother-in-Law of his had sped back home.  He owed the Brigand Tung a reciprocal favour.  Perhaps he should award him the Order of the Quick Brown Fox.  Mayor Cook wouldn’t quibble.  He was always buttering up the foreigners.  He had to, mind you, because of the Morality Officer.  Lear still had to put up with the other four…and the criminologist woman from Wessex who had arrived as Gonerilla’s guest.    Being bossed around for a few a few minutes in the cowshed might provide some amusement but it was different when they came into the house and their tongues never stopped wagging, when you found yourself being ordered around non-stop!  Images flit through the King’s mind of  his mother-in- law’s typically Sassenach voluptuous features.  She would have made a good milkmaid.  Maybe her mother had been a milkmaid.  The mothers of the aristocracy – except for the Italians – usually were.  But then he was old enough to be the Queen Horsa’s father.  Maybe he was!  Had there been any milkmaids during the wars?  He thought probably not.  He had been careful .. had limited himself to stable boys.  They were so much more convenient.  They didn’t run off to their mothers to tell tales.. or to lawyers.   Maintenance payments were the curse of the aristocracy.. that and council tax.  But irrespective of the Queen Horsa’s physical perfections she lived up to her name just a little too much!





King Lear pitied King Genghis.  He too would have made a good stable boy.  But after all the years of being sat upon Genghis was withering away, growing prematurely old.. not that he had ever been a powerful giant.  Not that Lear had any reason to pity Genghis.  Rowena had not come cheap!  Genghis had taken his pound of flesh!  So,, Lear admitted to himself.. had Lear himself.. one hundred and sixty eight pounds in fact.  There was no fault to be found with Rowena.  She was a sound Sassenach filly.  The best of the breed!  A bit on the tall side, perhaps.  Since they had married she had put another few pounds in weight – and another four inches in height .... and he had shrunk a similar amount horizontally, but not quite so rapidly!  He had not put on any weight. But then a Queen was expected to be tall  .. or so it had used to be.  Queen Godeva was seven foot  four ..the same as Rowena.. and that was a little on the tall size  .. and the two Queens were similarly well-proportioned.  





The phone went on ringing.  Lear continued to ignore it.  Rowena went on eating her honey sandwiches.  Bread freshly baked by the Princess Cordelia.  Cordelia couldn’t get anything right.  He sometimes got the impression that she did it deliberately.. that it made up for the adventure of which her generation had been deprived.  It wouldn’t be beyond credibility had she confused arsenic with baking powder.  But Rowena had moved onto her eleventh loaf of the day.  Would it be unlucky thirteen?  Cordelia surely could not register such a lengthy run of achievement without some major calamity.  What, King Lear wondered, would be the Cordelia Calamity of the Day?  Lucky thirteen, maybe!  Another of the women out of the way.. first Horsa and then her daughter Rowena..  It had its attractions.  But over the years Lear had developed a soft spot for Rowena.
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