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The Land of Trusvariankoponomy
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Below the lichen, down under the moss, there lies the magical land of Trusvariankoponomy. 

Here in Trusvariankoponomy, where anything is possible, lives Prince Pugawulamukapee who can have anything he wants. 

But there’s one wee problem.
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Prince Pugawulamukapee
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Prince Pugawulamukapee was greeted every morning by Leeb Leeben Kom Komono. But he just sat there when others greeted him this way. 

At first, he had responded in his best Irish Brogue, Leeb Leeben what? I can not unnerstand a word you’re saying?

Part of the problem might have been that Prince Pugawulamukapee didn’t really know how to speak with an Irish Brogue. He didn’t even know why he was speaking with an Irish Brogue. It’s just that now when he spoke, that’s what happened.

Prince P (for that’s what he called himself for short, when nobody else was listening) could understand his Irish Brogue. But he couldn’t for the life of him, understand ‘ary a word that anybody else spoke. And that was his wee problem. 

Well, I told a lie. That was only part of his wee problem. 

Ye see, Prince P was sure that no matter how magical and how wonderful this place might be, and no matter ye now that he were the Prince and all; Prince P was sure as sure as sure can be that he didn’t belong here, wherever here might be. 

Prince P was certain that he had come from somewhere else.

Where else is there, ye might ask, than Trusvariankoponomy? 

Well, believe it or not, Prince P thought that he’d come from up above the moss. And not only that, he believed that he’d come from up above the lichen, way above the lichen. He thought that he’d come from as far above the lichen as we be down under the moss. 

And as incredible as it might seem, Prince P thought that he weren’t a Prince at all, but just a commoner.

Now, all commoners are Princes and Princesses in their hearts. And no Prince or Princess is above a commoner.

But there’s something that sets a Prince apart. Something that makes him the Prince. Something that he has to do, and which commoners are blessed that they don’t have to do. 

Now who said, Yeah, marry the Princess? Any one of you would be very, very lucky to marry the Princess. 

But more of that later.
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Kom Leeben Leeb Komono
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Prince Pugawulamukapee thought that he had arrived in the Kingdom of Trusvariankoponomy a few days back. He remembered when he had first arrived. 

He still didn’t understand a single word that anybody was saying. Yet, somehow he knew that he was here down under the moss. But he had no idea how he had gotten here. 

Prince P surmised from his apparel that he was supposed to be Royalty. And from the crown on his head that he was fairly certain that he was the King or a Prince. When he saw the King and the Queen, he knew by their garments and crowns that he was not the King. 

Ye see, the Prince ain’t nobody’s fool.

So if he was the Prince, what was he the Prince of? Some Magical Kingdom he supposed, where anything is possible. 

But, who were this King and Queen? He’d never seen the likes of them in all his put to getting here. 

As Prince P remembered it, he was a lot older in the land where he’d come from. There he would have been old enough to be a King. Here he was a mere lad. 

Actually, he was a young teenager. But as we know, in Trusvariankoponomy you’re a mere lad until you’re at least a hundred years old. 

Now who said, Unless you’re a mere maiden? Who’s telling this story anywho?

So, every morning Prince P was greeted by Leeb Leeben Kom Komono. The Prince quickly gathered that it was a greeting. But he had no idea what it meant or how to respond to it. 

At first he tried to respond to this greeting in his Irish Brogue. But everyone just looked at him as though he’d come from another planet, which he supposed he might’ve done. 

So Prince P just remained silent for a few days. Then he tried to respond to Leeb Leeben Kom Komono, with Leeb Leeben Kom Komono, which is of course all wrong. 

And of course everyone looked at him like he were from another planet, again. 

Then one day, he heard someone else answer a greeting. Of course he’d heard this before. But you know how it is on Trusvariankoponomy with everyone all talking at the same time. 

So he’d never known that he’d heard it before.

And from then on, he was able to respond to Leeb Leeben Kom Komono with Kom Leeben Leeb Komono, as is proper. 

Of course, he didn’t pronounce it too well. So people still looked at him like he were from another planet. 

Prince Pugawulamukapee tried to placate himself by saying that perhaps they always looked that way. But he knew it weren’t true, not by a long shot.
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King Kinliadoronopolo and Queen Quipakoopafilia
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Everything went along fine. Prince Pugawulamukapee still wondered how he had gotten here. He had learned that here was Trusvariankoponomy. And that the King was King Kinliadoronopolo and the Queen was Queen Quipakoopafilia. 

The Prince’s pronunciation of their names was terrible. He didn’t even bother to birdsing the oo in Quipakoopafilia, raising and lowering his tone as a bird does.

Prince P knew that if he was in a magical Kingdom, one below the lichen and down under the moss, that he must be pretty small and not human. 

I told ye he were a sharp one.

So, what were he? Prince P thought that perhaps, given his Irish Brogue, he was somewhere in Ireland (wherever that might be), and that he was a Leprechaun. But nobody here dressed like a Leprechaun. 

Well, he had never actually seen a Leprechaun. 

Have any of you? I didn’t think so. 

But nobody here dressed like Leprechaun’s were supposed to dress.

So, perhaps he was a Faerie. But he had no wings – none that he could find anyway. 

He thought if he was small, he might be a Dwarf. But no, Dwarves weren’t this small. 

Gnomes were smaller, he might be one of them. 

Nymphs lived in the water, so unless he was mistaken, he wasn’t a Nymph. And if he weren’t mistaken, we’d all be drowned by now.

Sylphs lived in the air, and Salamanders in fire. So again, he ruled out being either
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