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            What and Where is Brugel?

          

          a quick refresher

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      (Source: Brugelwiki.org.bu)

      BRUGEL (pron. Broo-gl) Officially: The Serene Duchy of Brugel. Brugel is a small country in Eastern Europe. It is the only country in the world with a hexagonal flag. It has a single house of parliament, the Dentate (the place with teeth).

      The First Minister is the head of government. The Duke of Brugel is the head of state.

      Brugel is at the crossroads of old and new Europe. Previously part of the USSR, Brugel declared independence in 1991 and shares its northern and eastern borders with Slaegal, its western and southern borders with Craviç and holds on with its fingertips to an acreage of beach along The Black Sea. The capital and largest city is Venzelemma.

      The Brugel language is derived from an earlier form of English. This came about after many Jutes, Angles and Saxons took a wrong turn in the fifth century and found themselves at the Black Sea. [Citation needed]

      Brugel has survived through many hardships, having been annexed into the Constantine, Austro-Hungarian, Prussian and Holy Roman empires at various – and mercifully short – times in history. In the 1950s Soviet tanks often rumbled through the main streets of Venzelemma – on their way to somewhere else.

      Any rumours you may have heard about Brugel are probably true. All psychics and mediums can trace their DNA to the foothills of Brugel. The countryside is the birthplace of far-fetched folklore and fairytales. Talking animals are interwoven into daily life. This is a country where the strange and unusual are not only tolerated, they are encouraged.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The First Champion Snowgoat
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        With such brutally cold winters, most of Brugel’s wildlife cope in two ways: hibernating or taking a hike. The species that do remain have evolved to grow thick winter coats to protect against arctic north winds, rain, sleet, hail and the twenty-three kinds of snow. The thickest coat belongs to the snowgoat, a native to Eastern Europe.

      

      

      One horribly cold winter afternoon, a farmer called Petrov was out in the snow, checking his traps. To his surprise and delight, there was an especially large and heavy-coated snowgoat hanging by its back leg in a tree. The snowgoat would feed his family for at least a week, and the thick coat would make warm clothes for his growing children.

      He approached the snowgoat with an axe.

      “Nooooo!” The snowgoat bleated. “Don’t kill me!”

      Petrov held his axe and said, “I’m sorry, but I have to. I have a hungry and cold family. Your meat will feed us and your skin will keep us warm.”

      “Then we have a conflict,” said the snowgoat. “I need my skin covering me to stay warm and stay alive. I’ll happily share my oats and dandelions with you instead, to fill your belly. I have a cave not far from here, where it’s out of the weather.”

      At which point Petrov scratched his head and said, “Knock me sideways and call me late for dinner, a talking snowgoat!”

      “Yes, That too!” said the snowgoat. “I’m a talking goat and that makes me special, so you can’t kill me. You need me as proof that goats can talk, otherwise all your friends will think you’re broken.”

      Petrov scratched his head again. “I’m really cold, and I’m really hungry, and I’m really, really tired. I’m not sure I’m making good life choices at this point. Talking or not, I’m still hungry and cold and it’s a long way back down the hills to my farm. How do we resolve this?”

      “Cut me loose first, and we can work it out.”

      “You’re not just trying to trick me?”

      The snowgoat scoffed. “Course not! I’ll help you get home faster. It’s mostly downhill from here, yeah? We can slide down.”

      “Are you sure this isn’t a trick?” Petrov asked.

      “N-noooooo, never.” The snowgoat said. “But I am upside down and all the blood is rushing to my head. Be a dear and cut the rope?”

      Petrov cut the rope and the snowgoat fell down onto the snow. He took a few moments to get back on his feet – or hooves to be more precise.

      The snowgoat said, “I gave you my word that I wouldn’t run off after you cut me down, so now I will keep my word and help you get home quickly. My name’s Galyna, by the way. Nice to meet you.”

      “Petrov,” Petrov said. “And, Galyna’s a girls’ name, isn’t it?”

      Galyna snapped back, “Are you making fun of me?”

      “No, never!”

      Galyna the snowgoat had long horns that curled in a majestic arc around his head. To Petrov’s surprise, Galyna rolled onto his back and planted his horns into the snow like runners. Then he tucked his legs and hooves into his chest and began sliding down the hill.

      “Wait for me!” Petrov called out.

      Galyna rolled onto his side and waited until Petrov reached him. Then he said, “Climb on!”

      Petrov sat on Galyna’s upturned tummy.

      Galyna said, “If you face forward, you can see which way we’re going, and you can steer us in the right direction.”

      “Hey, that’s a great idea!”

      The two of them, with some teamwork, slid down the hills all the way to the farmhouse.

      What a rush!

      “One more thing,” Galyna said. “When we get to your farmhouse, maybe it’s best you don’t tell them I can talk.”

      “But why? It’s what makes you special. You’ll be famous. Wait a moment, I’ll be famous.”
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      “I’m shy.” Galyna said. “And people get weird when they find out I can talk. They want to have  in-depth discussions with me, and find solutions to all the world’s problems. I never went to school, I don’t know what they’re talking about. And don’t even get me started with politics! I’m a goat, not a guru!”

      “But, you’re a talking goat! That’s amazing!”

      “Yes, and you’re a talking human. If you don’t mind me being blunt, you’re hardly the sparkling conversationalist yourself.”

      “Point taken.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Petrov the Farmer took the goat to show the family. “My darling family, what we have here is a most remarkable goat.”

      Galyna bleated goatfully and gave Petrov the side-eye, just to make sure Petrov kept his word.

      Petrov announced to his family, “This is a unique sliding goat, and he is amazing. We can get down from the hills so much faster, using him as a sled. It will make our winter work so much easier. And when we’re not working, I’m sure we could create rides in the snow for the children.”

      Petrov’s wife smiled gleefully at the goat. “Are you sure we can’t give him a trim and knit some jumpers out of all that wool? He’ll still get to keep his skin.”

      Galyna bleated goatfully again and nudged Petrov with his horns.

      “He needs the thick coat to slide in the snow properly. Come outside children, let us show the neighbours what this incredible goat can do.”

      For the next few days, Galyna and the children played in the snow - which was pretty excellent as it meant they weren’t in the house, getting underfoot.

      Then something very special happened. The neighbourhood children also came outdoors into the snow and took it in turns to ride Galyna. Soon, they were placing bets on who was the fastest down the hill, who made the best jumps (Galyna wasn’t a fan of the jumping part, it hurt his back) and who did the most spectacular dismounts.

      Within two weeks, they had an entire competition sorted out, complete with rules and regulations, distances, times and leaderboards.

      They went into the hills and convinced more snowgoats to join in the fun. The snowgoats were delighted to have somewhere warm to stay the night, with plenty of food and water. They didn’t mind that they spent their days taking children for rides, because they were pretty light to carry. They only grew tired when the adults wanted rides. The adults weren’t as good as the children at the dismounts or steering, so they soon grew tired of the games.

      The children of Brugel were excited to have started something that made their horrible winters that much more bearable. If anything, it gave them something to look forward to in the few hours of daylight during those cold end-of-year months.

      The competitions became so fast and fierce, people became concerned about accidents and falls. Bloodstains in the snow are so offputting! The children opted to wear helmets. Then many also added knee-pads, elbow pads and some began to wear strong leathers all over.

      Galyna tutted and muttered when he and Petrov were in private.

      “The children look silly wearing helmets,” Galyna said after a particularly strenuous afternoon of snowgoating.

      Petrov shrugged, “Silly or not, it is good for their safety.”

      “It gives them a false sense of safety and they’re not paying attention. Brugel is becoming a nanny-goat state!”
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      And that is how the particularly Brugelish sport of snowgoating came to be. It’s also why snowgoats these days have been selectively bred to have exceptionally curly horns, as these are essential to good snowgoating race times.

      Petrov kept Galyna’s secret and never told anyone, to protect his privacy but also because he wasn’t sure he really wanted Galyna to share his bizarre views with a wider audience.

      Decades later, the truth came to light. One day, after his grandchildren had exhausted themselves snowgoating on the hills, they came home to sit by the fire. One of them looked at the books above the mantelpiece and selected one to read.

      It was her grandfather Petrov’s diary.

      “Grandfather, could Galyna really talk?”

      “Yes, poppet, he could.”

      “What did he talk about?”

      “He was an odd one, for sure. He thought the rules of snowgoating were fixed to favour smaller goats and that he was being discriminated against because of his age.”

      “That’s rather odd.”

      “Indeed. He was hardly the bon vivant. He had some weird ideas. He said the Grand Duke of Brugel and the royal family were really lizards disguised as humans, and that the earth was flat. But to be honest I have no idea what he was bleating on about.”

      “Gosh, what a shame. I’d had rather high esteem for Galyna up until now.”

      Petrov hugged his granddaughter. “We can remember him for the fun we had, and perhaps learn to curb our own weirdness later in life, which could otherwise tarnish our legacies.”

      “That’s very sensible, Grandfather.”

      “You see why we need to keep his secret. It was amazing that he could talk, but what he talked about was mostly rubbish. Best we remember him as the first champion snowgoat, and the creator of our unique national sport.”

      The granddaughter closed the diary and put it back on the shelf. “Grandfather, I think we put too much value on the ability to talk, rather than the ability to invent fun things.”

      “You’re very wise, Poppet. Talking is overrated.”

      The family kept the secret of Galyna’s ability to talk. Whenever the topic came up, they emphasised Galyna’s achievements and actions.

      Which is why everybody today understands that actions are so much more valuable than words.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Three Princesses of Serendy

          

          One of the first recorded fairytales in the world, according to Brugelore
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      A very long time long ago, before even your parents were born, there lived three princesses on the island of Serendy.

      Their mother was a great and powerful Queen called Gif. Most people said her name with a hard G like Gift and Give, but others said it with a soft G like Ginger and Giraffe. The three princesses all called her Mummy in private, and Your Majesty in public, which didn’t help matters at all.

      Anyway, Queen Gif wanted her three daughters to have the very best education possible. This would not only set them up in the future, but also reflect marvellously on Queen Gif to have three such clever daughters.

      Queen Gif scoured the lands for the very best teachers to come to the palace and instruct her daughters, which was excellent for the princesses, but a bit rough on the schools who missed their most talented staff.

      After three years of intensive instruction, the princesses were all examined for their prowess in languages, mathematics, science and art. The Queen was delighted.

      She announced, “I’m so proud of how intelligent you are, I can now abdicate the throne to you.”

      But the princesses were loving their education, and didn’t want to stop.

      “We are still only half as clever as you, and there are three of us, so in effect we are each only one sixth as clever as you.”

      The mathematics classes had clearly paid off.

      Instead of being happy, Queen Gif cracked the sads. “I’ve devoted my life to ruling, now I want some time off. Surely the three of you could take it in turns?”

      The three princesses sensed a trap – Mummy must be testing them, to see how greedy they were for the throne. By declining to take it, they were able to prove they could be trusted. At least, that’s what they hoped.

      Playing psychological games with monarchs was always fraught!

      Queen Gif threw her hands in the air and said, “Fine then, I’ll keep working. Also, you’ve all been accepted to the University of Beramo. Off you go then, have fun and study hard.”
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      On the way to university, the three princesses were curious about whether they were indeed clever enough to secure a place, or whether their family name and enormous wealth had opened doors for them.

      “How will we ever know if we qualified on merit?” One Princess asked.

      Another responded, “That is a difficult question. I feel I am clever enough, but perhaps I lack self-awareness and I truly am not that smart?”

      The third said, “Only somebody with self-awareness would question their lack of self-awareness.”

      The first said, “A condundrum for sure.”

      The second said, “Conundrums confuse me.”

      The third said, “We may have answered our question.”
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      No sooner had they enrolled in university than the dean of Beramo asked them into his office. “On your journey here, did you encounter any animal tracks?”

      “Yes, we did.” One of the princesses said. “We saw hoofmarks in the gravel. But only three strong marks, the fourth was soft. I can only assume it was lame.”

      The second said, “It was a goat, because of the size of the hoof marks. It was a very old goat, because there were two continuous indentations either side, so that must have been its horns dragging on the ground.”

      “The goat had come down from the snowy mountains,” the third princess said. “I could tell because there were seeds from the alpine flowers in its piles of poop.”

      “There was rather a lot of poop on the road,” the first princess said.

      “And a fair amount of wee.” The second said.

      “Great puddles of it,” said the third.

      The first said, “That was from the incontinent old lady riding the goat down from the mountain.”
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      The second and third princesses turned to the first, eyebrows raised.

      The first said, “I have an incredible sense of smell, it’s a blessing and a curse. When I did the orienteering course last year the instructor showed me how to see what animals were in the area by their leavings.”

      The second asked, “How, exactly?”

      The first replied, “You don’t want to know.”

      The third princess said to the dean, “I also think the goat may have been blind in one eye. Because I noticed there was green grass on both sides of the road, but the goat only stopped on one side to graze. Either that or there was too much traffic when the goat had been travelling, so it only ate from one side.”

      “Very good,” the dean said. “You’ve described our university mascot, Snezhna, exactly. Bit of a worry about the lame leg, we’ll have our very best veterinarians assess him.”

      The princesses were pleased with their observations and their deductions.

      The dean said, “I’m sure you’re wondering whether you gained admission to this prestigious institution via your brains or your names. The answer is, it’s both. You are smart, but you have been born to enormous privilege, which in turn gives you access to the best life has to offer. There are many more people just as smart as you, if not smarter, but they are not here. They have not won life’s lottery as you have.

      The first asked, “Should we relinquish our places?”

      The dean said, “You could do that, and deny yourselves further education. Or, you could work out a better way forward.”

      The second said, “Oooh, another test!”

      The third said, “I know the answer to this one. We’ll get our degrees and once we have them, we shall use our wealth to establish education for students across all of Serendy.”

      The dean smiled and tented his fingers. “Excellent!”

      And so that is exactly what the three princesses did.
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      When Queen Gif heard of their brilliance and their plans for more education across the nation, she couldn’t wipe the smile off her face. Her daughters had done the most wonderful thing by using their talents and wealth to benefit other people.

      But most of all, it made Gif the most benevolent, generous and clever Queen the island had ever seen, as the princesses named every school they established after their beloved mother.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Wilona’s Christmas Ball

          

          Brugel’s own Cinderella
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      Chapter One

      Hanging upside down from the branch of an apple tree early one windy autumn morning, Wilona d’Arella stretched her limbs and reached for a ripe piece of fruit. It filled her hand as she twisted it off its stem, four, five, six times, before coming away with a satisfying snap. She tossed the apple, taking into account the wind speed and direction. It landed onto a pile of soft grass. Then it rolled down a gentle, wind-blown slope into a basket; fresh and unbruised, so they could be sold at the market.

      “Yes!” She privately cheered for her accurate aim, then carried on plucking apples one by one.

      Wilona came from a sprawling farm in the eastern foothills of Brugel, near the northern border with Styria and Corinthia (whose campaigns for independence continue to this day.)

      She lived with her extended family; seven mothers, four fathers and several dozen brothers, sisters, cousins and what-have-yous.

      There were thirty-five people living in the family farm. Nobody quite knew exactly who was related to whom, they were just sort of there, living and working and farming, all pulling together. 1

      People who lived in the nearby village of Kronut thought Wilona’s farm family were weird. Not that Wilona had time to worry about what others thought of her, she was too busy working.

      On this particularly morning, Wilona was picking fruit.

      “Wilona!” A voice called out. ‘There you are!”

      Parting her long brown blowy hair away from her eyes, Wilona looked about
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Ref: TMBCA
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