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April Fools’ Day, Easter, One’s Birthday and the Royal Wedding





• Friday 1st April, 2011

‘Come out of the Downing Street loo, Mr Clegg; one was only kidding.’

April Fools’ Day: Sent a memo to all Commonwealth prime ministers and to presidents of the former British dominions (which is most of the world):

Dear presidents and prime ministers,

 For the last fifty nine years, one has watched with interest your attempts to self-govern. It is now clear to the Queen that this experiment in democracy has failed. I hereby revoke all independence, dissolve parliaments throughout the Commonwealth and former dominions and declare an immediate return to direct rule and absolute monarchy. For the avoidance of doubt, this will require proper English spelling and pronunciation to be restored in America forthwith.

 With immediate effect, responsibility will be delegated to Princess Anne (equestrian matters), Prince Charles (matters of the environment, religion and architecture), the DoE (press regulation, corporal punishment, foreign affairs and tax collection), Prince Andrew (international trade and golf), Prince Harry (defence), Prince William (sport and marriage guidance), the Duchess of Cornwall (alcohol and tobacco) and Prince Edward (the arts). Any problems, don’t hesitate to call.

 Your ever-loving and gracious Queen, Pharaoh, Empress, Paramount Chief, Supreme Governor, Duke, Lord and Defender of the Faith,

 EIIR

Most took it in the spirit it was intended, although Mr Clegg apparently locked himself in the Downing Street loo for about five hours. Mr Obama called to ask if it would be possible to take it seriously as he is really not enjoying this whole president thing. One said one would give it some serious thought and get back to him with an answer when he comes over for his annual appraisal in May.

Mr Osborne sent over the national balance sheet, which sadly was not an April Fool joke.

• Monday 18th April, 2011

‘Watching Meet the Middletons on C4. Awkward.’

It’s birthday week. One has had Easter timed to coincide this year as an excuse for a long weekend. Informed one’s people that their gracious and loving Queen had provided them with a four day week and got started on final Royal Wedding plans. The DoE revealed his wedding outfit, which he’d selected purely to see the look on Mr Middleton’s face. After much discussion, one felt compelled to insist that he stick with the traditional morning dress instead.

Considered a last minute addition of Brian May playing the ‘Wedding March’ from the roof of Westminster Abbey. Asked one’s private secretary to get on the phone to see if he’s available at short notice. One can’t imagine he has a lot on these days. The Archbishop of Canterbury called to say that there were religious reasons that made rock music in a church ‘difficult’. Told him that there are Supreme Governor and Defender of the Faith reasons why one could make his life ‘difficult’. He seemed happy with that as a compromise.

Mrs Middleton texted to say she could do one a ‘great family deal on mail order bunting for the Buck Pal balcony’ but only if one ordered online before 5 p.m. and excluding postage and packing. No thank you.

9 p.m.: Dinner and few gin and tonics and settled down with the DoE to watch Channel 4’s documentary on the Middletons. Thoroughly awkward. One does hope they all manage to be better dressed for the wedding. The DoE thinks six places at the wedding for the Middleton family is approximately five places too many. Must review the seating plan.

• Tuesday 19th April, 2011

‘Yes, one’s largest RAF aircraft in history – Voyager – has arrived in the UK. This will principally be used for the movement of gin.’

Mr Brown on the phone first thing. Wanting to know if one would appoint him as the next Managing Director of the International Monetary Fund (IMF). One explained that one doesn’t like speaking to prime ministers while they are actually prime ministers, certainly doesn’t like speaking to them once one’s people have come to their senses and voted them out of office and that one absolutely and unequivocally would not be appointing him managing director of a local dog track, let alone of the IMF. He seemed to take that well.

Had barely time to consume a constitutional bacon and egg sandwich when Mr Clegg jumped on the IMF bandwagon asking, ‘What’s the IMF? Do I get the casting vote on Gordon Brown? Do I, do I, do I?!’ One didn’t reply. Text-enabling Fisher-Price mobiles was the worst thing they ever did; one never gets a minute of peace now Mr Clegg can communicate.

Spent the day at the Palace keeping the United Kingdom on track and at the forefront of global thinking. Very excited to finally take delivery of one’s largest RAF aircraft, the Voyager. This is the largest RAF plane in history and will principally be used for the movement of gin around the Commonwealth and intimidation of the French.

9 p.m.: Dinner, gin, Dubonnet, slice of lemon under the ice and bed.

• Wednesday 20th April, 2011

‘Now Charles, that’s not very democratic.’

Charles and Camilla came over at the crack of dawn to celebrate Prince Charles becoming the longest-serving heir apparent in British history. As a special treat, one let him rule Australia today and Camilla was there to watch. Had to point out that summary dismissal of a prime minister is frowned upon these days, although in the case of Ms Gillard there would probably be widespread agreement.

It’s always an awkward time, talking about Charles’ wait for the throne as heir apparent. Lucky the mood was lightened by a text from Nick Clegg saying he ‘didn’t think Prince Charles’ hair was that long’. Heaven help us.

Decided, as it’s one’s birthday tomorrow, to have an early gin and tonic. Got slightly carried away and nearly forgot that Charles was still ruling Australia. Could have been very difficult. Who knows what he might have done overnight. Camilla said she’d had a most enjoyable day and that the weather had been lovely.

• Thursday 21st April, 2011

‘Happy Birthday to me, Happy Birthday to me, Happy Birthday my Majesty, Happy Birthday to me!’

Birthday! Whoop whoop! One does love birthdays. It’s such a shame they only come twice a year. The DoE brought one a bacon sandwich and a bowl of Coco Pops in bed on a little tray with a flower on it and Edward sat on the end of the bed opening one’s cards. Nothing from Mr Clegg. Sent him a text to point out that he appears to have forgotten to send his undoubted Queen and Sovereign Lady a birthday card and suggesting he get one sent round this minute. He replied to say he was just finishing the colouring in.

The Pope texted to say ‘Hey Birthday Girl. How YOU doing?!’ One’s not replying.

Popped over to the Maundy Thursday service at Westminster Abbey. In an act of lovingness and grace, we Queens like to give out some pennies to pensioners on our birthday. Took the Bentley via Downing Street on the way home to remind Mr Cameron who’s in charge and to drop off a bag of excess pennies to Mr Osborne to help with the deficit reduction.

Arrived back at the Palace to a Happy Birthday email from the Chancellor. Texted him to remind him that an email does not constitute a birthday card and suggested he get his crayons out and get drawing before one sent round his P45.

Ireland-themed fancy dress party in the evening. William and Harry came as Jedward, Andrew as Bob Geldof, Edward as Louis Walsh and Charles as a leprechaun. Camilla misread the invitation as ‘Iceland-themed fancy dress’ and came as a volcano. Had a quite unconstitutional amount of gin for reasons of a birthday and Bank Holiday nature and fell asleep on the sofa.

• Friday 22nd April, 2011 – Good Friday

‘One’s wedding hat has arrived.’

The morning after the night before. Thank goodness it’s a Bank Holiday. Woken about 11 a.m. by a text from the Pope saying ‘have a Good Friday’. Funny.

God knows what happened to Camilla. Her volcano outfit is out on the terrace, still smoking, but there’s no sign of her. Perhaps she wandered back to Clarence House.

Authorised Easter, and with the day’s Supreme Governor of the Church of England duties over for Good Friday, settled down to a hot cross bun and a sweet sherry.

4 p.m.: One’s Royal Wedding hat has arrived. Keeping the colour a secret though in case Camilla puts a bet on it. Tried it on and the DoE said one looked very fetching. Was considering wearing the Imperial State Crown but one never likes to overshadow the bride at a wedding. Still, one will of course arrive to a full fanfare by the state trumpeters. There are standards to maintain, after all.

• Saturday 23rd April, 2011

‘Mrs Middleton on the phone. Wanting to check “our outfits don’t clash on the big day”.’

Had some quiet time this morning so decided to review the Royal Wedding seating plan. The Beckhams?! Jesus, one had forgotten they were coming. Can they even speak?! William said he had felt compelled to ask since taking over as President of the Football Association. And Victoria Beckham too. The DoE says she looks like she’s constantly chewing a bad scallop. Really, this is a Royal Wedding, not Friday Night with Jonathan Ross. Oh God, Jonathan Ross isn’t coming is he? No. Thank Christ for small mercies.

Had Mrs ‘call me Carole’ Middleton on the phone after lunch. Wanting to check ‘our outfits don’t clash on the big day’. One seriously doubts they would. And one does wish she wouldn’t insist on calling one ‘Liz’. She said she had done a deal for a job lot of party bags and was one interested? Could apparently have a crown printed on them for another £1.28 per unit.

Seating plan revised. Victoria Beckham shall be seated so far back she’ll practically be in Surrey. Popped her behind a pillar too. Don’t want to cause unnecessary alarm to the other guests.

10 p.m.: Finished the day approximately ¾ full of Pimm’s, ¼ full of strawberries and cream.

• Sunday 24th April, 2011 – Easter Sunday

‘I wish you all, and those whom you love and care for, a very happy Easter.’

Church this morning for the traditional Easter Sunday service, followed by the Royal Easter Egg Hunt at the Castle this afternoon. Edward had his bunny outfit on all day, much to the surprise of the Canon of St George’s Chapel. Quite put him off his sermon.

Camilla got the wrong end of the stick and spent the afternoon actually collecting eggs from the Royal Chicken Coops. Still, at least we’ll have something for breakfast. Bit of emotion when Andrew’s Easter egg count beat Edward’s. Edward hopped off in a bit of a temper but one couldn’t help but think that the bunny costume somewhat lessened the drama. Turns out that Andrew had been saving the eggs up from last year’s hunt. He’s a competitive little sod. Sent the corgis out to see if they could find Edward and tell him the good news.

As is traditional for the Supreme Governor of the Church of England and Defender of the Faith at Easter, one ended the day with a gin and tonic and an Easter egg the size of a Rugby ball.

• Monday 25th April, 2011

‘The Middletons are here. They’ve brought an ASDA “bumper value box of meat”. Awkward. Very awkward.’

Easter Monday and Royal Wedding Week. Settling down to breakfast in the garden room at Windsor Castle when a giant pink rabbit hopped past carrying a basket of Easter eggs. Wondered for a second if one should start to moderate the Royal gin intake but soon realised that it was Edward. He’d been up all night after yesterday’s Royal Easter Egg Hunt, searching for the last remaining egg. Must be boiling in that bunny outfit.

Having the Middletons over this afternoon for a pre-wedding BBQ. The DoE has lit the second biggest fire one has ever seen (the first was when St George’s Hall burned down) and a couple of footmen are roasting an entire pig on the spit.

The Middletons arrived a little after 2 p.m. with an ASDA ‘bumper value box of meat’ and a case of Fosters. Awkward. Spent a good hour trying to identify the various cuts of meat before the DoE suggested we pop them in the freezer for the next time Mr Cameron comes round. The Fosters went down better, although by 7 p.m. the DoE had consumed the lot and gone for a walk around Windsor. Luckily someone found him, wrote ‘Windsor Castle’ on his forehead and popped him in a taxi, so all’s well that ends well.

Mr Middleton said the castle was a lot bigger than it looked on the telly and asked if one had had it valued recently. One said there was a limited market for a thousand year old castle with a thousand rooms and that one thought it was probably listed. He said he knew a good estate agent if one were ever interested.

• Tuesday 26th April, 2011

‘One can confirm that there will be a fruitcake at the wedding. In fact, there will be two as Mr Cameron is also bringing Mr Clegg.’

The Royal Wedding preparations are in full swing. One spent the morning on the seating plan. Popped the Spencer family on the bride’s side; they always seemed more comfortable with that. Managed to get Mr Cameron and Mr Clegg behind a floral display with severely restricted view (meaning that they should be almost invisible to the entire congregation). The DoE said they’d probably want some ‘private time’ anyway. Managed to get Victoria Beckham a few more rows back, just behind the waiting staff.

Polished off the last of the Easter eggs. Elton John called (again) to suggest a last minute rewrite of ‘Candle in the Wind’ might be appropriate for the wedding – changing ‘goodbyes’ to ‘hellos’ etc. Said he had his own piano and PA system and everything and could bring it all in his van. One assured him that it was not necessary on this occasion or approximately any other Royal occasion he could come to think of. He seemed happy with that.

• Wednesday 27th April, 2011

‘Text from Mr Clegg: “Just seen the horses on the TV! Did I miss it?!! I thought it was Friday. SO stupid!” ’

Wednesday already and back to Buckingham Palace. William looks as nervous as a Yorkshire Terrier. Last dress rehearsal this morning – the horses were out before dawn. Mr Clegg texted to say he’d seen the horses on the TV and apologised for missing the big day. One didn’t respond in the hope that he might actually not turn up on Friday.

Edward emerged at about 10.30 a.m. in the most beautiful frock. Poor chap had got the wrong idea about ‘dress rehearsal’ but there was no denying that he looked a picture. He thought no point getting changed just for the sake of it and stayed in costume all day, leaving a trail of sequins behind him.

Quick one-to-one with Mr Cameron in the afternoon. He always looks so uncomfortable standing up but one reminded him that, in the spirit of national savings, one had cut back on the number of available chairs in the Palace. He talked for a while about how much of a good job he was doing and said what a great feeling there was in the country that two people were so much in love. Wasn’t entirely sure if he was talking about William and Catherine or himself and Mr Clegg, but one smiled and nodded and pressed the eject button to summon a couple of footmen to come and remove him.

Finalised the wedding playlist. Lots of Queen. Obviously. William had requested some Prince. Gin and bed.

• Thursday 28th April, 2011

‘Packed one’s handbag for tomorrow’s wedding (miniature gin, remote weapons button, reading glasses, iPhone, bag of peanuts).’

Up with the cock. Busy day ahead. Throwing a dinner for fifty Heads of State tonight, followed by a general telling-off for their collective sodding up of the world.

Packed one’s handbag for the wedding: miniature gin, remote weapons button, reading glasses, iPhone and a bag of peanuts. Essentially, everything a twenty-first century monarch needs to maintain global security. The DoE spent the entire day in a Tony Blair mask, which he wanted to wear to the wedding. One couldn’t deny that the look on Mr Cameron’s face would be worth it but didn’t think that the press would get the joke.

Final review of the guest list. Decided to bar the Syrian Ambassador. Mr Cameron said that politicians oppressing their people simply couldn’t attend, but changed his mind when one pointed out that would include him and his entire Cabinet.

Had the Heads of State over for a pre-wedding dinner in the evening. Slightly embarrassing: Sheikh Ahmad Hmoud Al-Sabah of Kuwait got stuck in the loo. Poor chap was in there for half an hour before calling for help. Awkward. Luckily the Grand Duke of Luxembourg had a screwdriver on him (although why one may never know) and the Sheikh rejoined the party without too much commotion. Camilla said she’d had problems with the lock on that door too. It apparently eases up a little if one holds a cigarette lighter under it for a bit.

One does enjoy having foreign royals round. Andrew said he hasn’t seen this many queens since that party at Elton John’s. The King and Queen of Norway headed off early to Westminster Abbey with a sleeping bag at about 8ish. Wanted to get a good seat and not afraid of the cold, apparently. The King of Tonga did his usual table dance, which caused a bit of a stir, but otherwise all went smoothly.

Midnight: The footmen have managed to stop Prince Albert II of Monaco singing. He does like to put on a bit of a show for the ladies. One’s housemaids were beside themselves with excitement, by all accounts.

2 a.m.: Settled down with The Beano and a sweet sherry nightcap.

• Friday 29th April, 2011

‘Someone have Phillip Schofield sent over here. The Queen of Spain is beside herself with excitement.’

Wedding day. All started off a bit chaotic at the Palace. King Simeon II of Bulgaria insisted on cooking everyone breakfast, which was kind, and the Crown Prince of the Netherlands emerged wearing what one can only describe as an ‘alternative’ outfit. Sent him upstairs to change immediately – he’s not going to Westminster Abbey wearing that and that is the end of it.

The Queen of Spain spent the entire morning trying to catch a glimpse of Phillip Schofield through the Palace windows. She loves that man. One offered to have him oiled and sent over but she said she’d feel awkward before lunch. We were all soon distracted by Princess Maha Chakri Sirindhorn of Thailand smoking the biggest cigar one has ever seen and the DoE and the Crown Prince of Abu Dhabi leading a Dolly Parton singalong of foreign royals in the ballroom, including quite an impressive version of ‘Baby I’m Burning’. Really should get them together more often.

Hat on at the last minute (the Queen of Denmark had been trying to see it all morning so she could nip out and place a bet on the colour with Camilla) and sent a Rolls-Royce over to pick up Catherine. It was the car that the Prince of Wales trashed by having it driven through the centre of the student protests earlier in the year. Hopefully this time the police might stop the crowds getting too close. Can’t have Catherine being poked with a stick. Camilla hasn’t been the same since.

The DoE popped the foreign royals on a bus to the Abbey and waved them off. Couldn’t help but think that they looked like the Cliff Richard Fan Club on a day trip to Royal Ascot. Jumped in the Bentley a little while later and made the short trip to Westminster. Thought, as one drove past the screaming crowds, that all this will be William’s one day. He’s a good boy. One hopes it all works out well for him.

Arrived at the Abbey, had a few choice words with the Dean of Westminster, flicked the Royal iPhone to silent and settled down for the service. You’d have thought someone might have put a softer cushion on one’s chair.

Major seating plan error. While Mr Cameron and Mr Clegg were virtually hidden from the entire congregation and unable to see anything of the service, they were in one’s direct line of sight. Not sure how one managed to miss that. And one does wish Nick Clegg would stop winking at me. Spent most of the service feeling slightly awkward about Princess Beatrice’s hat, to be honest. Suggested she get rid of it on eBay. It was all over in a flash and we headed back to the Palace for a well deserved Gin O’Clock.

The foreign Royals followed in their little minibuses and after a few gin cocktails and cheese straws it was out on the balcony for the obligatory appearance. One does like these moments: flag-waving people as far as the eye can see. The RAF did a spectacular fly-past, before heading over to the Continent to fire a few warning shots at France. The crowds were chanting ‘kiss, kiss, kiss’ at William and Catherine. Told the DoE not to get any ideas.

Back inside for a quick spot of lunch and a Queen medley. One does wish the King of Tonga wouldn’t do that thing while he’s eating but one doesn’t like to say anything in case it’s some kind of religious ritual. Moment of panic when one caught sight of Mr Blair on the lawn. Thankfully, popped one’s glasses on before giving the ‘shoot’ order and realised it was Mr Cameron looking for a Portaloo. False alarm.

Decided to leave them to it and headed off in the Royal helicopter for a quiet weekend with the DoE and a few celebratory gins. The Pope texted to say he’d ‘watched the whole thing on TV. You looked A-MAZ-ING. Love, love, love that hat!’, which was nice.

Headed to bed approximately ¾ full of gin, ¼ full of wedding cake and 100 per cent full of happiness. God Save One. And God bless William and Catherine.

Items to sell on eBay

1. Princess Beatrice’s Royal Wedding hat

2. Set of coasters from the Pope

3. Signed copy of Mrs Thatcher’s memoirs

4. Lord Sugar

5. France





August and September

Summer at Balmoral



• Monday 1st August, 2011

‘Dear American Congress, any more sodding around and one is having you and your “independence” dissolved. Your ever gracious Queen, EIIR.’

First morning of the year at Balmoral Castle, one’s summer estate in Royal Deeside, Aberdeenshire. It’s been in the family since 1852, when Queen Victoria and Prince Albert bought it as a little Scottish hideaway. Of course, the original house was far too small and was demolished to make way for the current castle, completed during 1856 with a bit of architectural input from Prince Albert. It’s one’s favourite retreat. About 50,000 acres of grouse moors, farmland and forests, as well as herds of deer, Highland cattle and ponies: bliss. Charles and Camilla have a little getaway just down the road – Birkhall.

The DoE and I were up early for an inspection of the house. One’s household come up the week before and have a bit of a dust and hoover. There’s not an inch of wall not covered by something the DoE has killed.

Had a very difficult Skype call with the American Congress after lunch to tell them to stop acting like a bunch of imbeciles and sort out their debt problem before one had them and their independence dissolved, or worse, sent Mr Blair over. They took it quite well (apparently – one had hung up by then).

Out for a long walk with the corgis in the afternoon. They do love it up here. Although Monty managed to clamp his jaws around the arse of a deer about ten times his size and was carried off into the distance. He’ll probably be back for his supper.

Got back to the Castle for mid-afternoon and in time for Come Dine with Me. Had some Scottish gin opened and spent the evening reading Queen Victoria’s diaries – not the published edition but the originals. Heavy editing clearly required for published Royal Diaries. Note to self.

• Tuesday 2nd August, 2011

‘How about never, Mr Clegg? Does never work for you?’

Mr Clegg called first thing to check what date he was required at Balmoral. After a bit of discussion we agreed that never was looking pretty good for us both. He said he’d pencil it in and look forward to it. The DoE says we ought to let him come as he could do with someone to hold his gun on shoots. Although given what he’s managed to sod up in Government, one’s not sure that letting him loose with a dangerous weapon is such a good idea.

Spent the afternoon catching up on Scottish business. Mr Salmond, the First Minister, had sent over a pile of briefing notes. He’s determined to push through an independence referendum but says one can stay as Queen. How kind. The DoE and I had a quick referendum and decided unanimously that Mr Salmond is a moron.

One had warned Mr Blair that devolution would lead to
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