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REVIEW

			This is Martin Kari at his thought-provoking best! He offers, as always, some challenging ideas for us to read about and to think about. His characters come alive when we share their working and private world.

			He has deliberately chosen a wide range of professions and professionals to observe and has given us an insight into their ambitions and their disappointments, be it doctors, teachers or mechanics.

			Martin paints a landscape overflowing with ordinary people and then he makes them extraordinary for us, the reader. As most of our own lives are indeed “comedies”, then playing the “comedian” is often our chosen role. Martin’s wry sense of humour is there, if the reader but looks for it. Highly entertaining, forward-thinking and yet appreciative of life’s daily dramas, this book will provide something for everyone. In the eyes of this reader, Martin’s work is very readily readable as we see a little of ourselves in his clever portrayal of the complexities of ‘the simple life’.

			I have appreciated the opportunity to be such a very small cog in the big wheel of Martin’s work. In other words, I have thoroughly enjoyed my “comedian-role”.

			-Joane Morish BA., University of Queensland Australia, March 2013

			


	

PROLOGUE

The other Comedians

			There is always a ‘comedy’ with us! Let us look closer into daily lives of a number of people in order to find out whether it is true that we all are in other words ‘Comedians’ and why. Here is a “mirror” for many of us to look into and find out whether or not we can recognise ourselves. To do so, we should retreat from a convenient self-understanding. With an open mind, we’ll then experience that a self-recognition is all smiles here. I’m not starting where most people would consider such an exercise, namely, on the ‘bottom’ of our questionable ‘social ladder’, but rather the opposite. It is here that the ‘Comedians’ are overlooked conveniently. All that needs to be done, is to have an open mind, look at life in an unbiased manner and eventually behind ‘Potemkin- Facades’, the deceiving sights surrounding us all. How much higher can we go with our ‘comedian-search’ than with ‘Royalty’? We won’t have to look into the sky for something higher, but rather remain on firm ground. Here, each ‘comedian-life’ is described in a way not necessarily representing every individual. I, the author, want to play with ideas, realities and have a look into individual ‘mirrors’ which tell, where somebody stands in a society.

			As realities are here questioned, therefore this undertaking can be called a ‘comedy’. It is something to think about and compare with what we know or don’t know.
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Chapter I

			
			I let the ROYALTY go first: The early daily sunlight finds its way through the not entirely closed curtains of the tall window-centre in the Royal bedroom.

			All the plush armchairs around the royal four-poster-bed, chest of drawers, mirrors, oil paintings on the walls in their carved golden frames, they all are still tinged with pale misty daylight. The silence of this splendour is broken by a sudden, cautious knock at the closed massive timber bedroom door.

			“Oh, again we have to get up for another day! How I would like to stay in bed a bit longer!” murmurs the King in a sleepy voice to the Queen.

			“Remember, last night was a late one, however today’s duties won’t wait for another day, so let´s better get up”, the Queen answers, clearly indicating that she is now awake.

			“Today the sun is at least kind to us. It shines brightly through the curtains, where a gap has been left. Let’s open the curtains first, so that our day can start well. We don’t know yet, who else will be kind to us today”, continues the Queen while moving out of her comfortably warm bed, sitting first upright on the bed’s edge,” do I have to be specially dressed already so early in the morning? What is today’s programme? “continues the Queen.

			“Don’t spoil our day and wreck our brains. Our servant is here for that and he should know, I better call him”, responds the King.- Security guards in fine uniforms open the bedroom door half way first, so that the servant can slip into the bedroom accompanied by the heavy door-squeaking. Inside the bedroom, the servant offers his ‘good morning’ with a deep, elegant bow.

			“What is today’s agenda? Please help my memory to wake up”, requests the King.

			“Your Majesty, if I may recall today’s itinerary, there is a visit from the Earl of Dogston with his Countess at 10 am. It’s about the tax, the Earl owes our Kingdom.”

			“Oh, this again, why is the Countess accompanying the Earl on such a mission?”

			“Your Majesties, allow me to suggest, the Countess does not only bring along her good appearance, but also her very sharp mind. She is the one to be watched making decisions!”

			“That is enough, look after your business, I’ll let my dear Queen know, who is stealing our early morning hours.”

			In the adjacent bathroom, the King reminds his wife, “you know what to do, when the Dogston ‘bitch’ turns up in less than two hours. You look mainly after her, while I tackle the Earl. In half an hour we meet in the Red-Dining-Room.”

			Next to the King’s coffee cup, a ´Petition List´ from the Royal Secretary is already waiting on the table, begging for the King’s early attention. Without breakfast, the King is not in the mood to pay his undivided attention to, whom so ever is asking for it : “I do not want to see it now, leave it for later. But what I like to see today, is my Queen. You are making my day, your obvious charm will blow away the Countess. – So what have we for breakfast besides the usual standard stuff?”

			“Grapes of the early harvest from down South have come on the table for your Majesty today. You will enjoy their fresh, sweet taste.”

			“I hope so, I’ll let you know. My lap-dog is already seated. At least there is one in this damn house, who cherishes punctuality and can be trusted. What about our two children, are they up and in Nanny’s care? When we’ve finished breakfast and if they are good children, I want them to come and see the Queen and me. I wonder how nicely they are today dressed.”

			“We’d like to leave your Majesty and the Queen more personal freedom this morning which could help prepare your day better”, one of the servants says.

			“How would you know about today’s agenda?”

			“Your servants’ only wish is to serve our King and Queen,”

			“I’ll take your word for it and we´ll see latest tonight, how my day was. If the day was good, you earn my respect; otherwise don’t talk nonsense any more. Why isn’t my coffee hot enough in this beautiful flower-cup? How many times do I have to say, no cold coffee for me! How long has it been on the table? Hurry up with the new hot coffee, breakfast time is almost over.”

			One servant then suggests : “Your Majesty, would you like the court jester to join and cheer you up?”

			“If we still have time for him, get him in, but before ten o’clock he has to leave.”

			His jester’s cap in his right hand, ‘Bubble Gum’ as everybody knows him, conveys his morning reverence with a deep bow : “What can I see, only happy faces! No wonder the sun has decided to shine on us, too. I declare today’s password that everybody is a winner.”

			“Ho, ho”, exclaims his Majesty, “my ‘Bubble Gum’ is keen today! ”

			“Just listen to the dream I had last night,” continues the court jester,“in my dream I was on the local fun-fair. Everybody pushed his luck with the little money that people such as I and many others have these days. At one stall, a clown entertained a whole crowd, free of charge, while everywhere else only a few people could be seen. What is the clown’s secret to win over people, I asked myself. To join this crowd, I had to sneak my way through to get closer, so that I could also hear the clown better. Aba-kakabra, our King is great, he gives back to his people what he takes away from others, soon we all will be rich.”

			“You better not believe it, because I can see only that you tried to make a joke. Where would the country stand with its King, when everybody is rich? Enough is enough, before you go, quickly tell me a real joke for the day.”

			‘Bubble Gum’ scratches his head as if it were difficult to crack a joke. “Well, what about this one? What do you give others and still keep yourself? – a cold!”

			“You are right, keep it with you, I don’t want it,” replies the King. “Do you have another quick one?”

			“For your Majesty, I’ve another one for sure. What did the lion say when it saw two hunters in a jeep? Hooray! It’s meals on wheels!”

			“Hum, I like that one. Quickly another one, before time is running out!”

			“What is the difference between a locomotive engineer and a school teacher?”

			“Don’t ask your King, you should know!”

			“Well, one minds the train, and the other trains the mind.”

			“Now, enough is enough, we should get ready for the more serious part of the day.”

			While the morning party breaks up, the King and Queen retreat into their bedroom to get dressed for the upcoming reception of the Earl and his Countess. Both the King and the Queen demand that their personal servants stand in front of their wardrobes. “You make sure that we are dressed properly for the occasion. It’s important, we need money!”

			“Your wishes are our utmost obligation, your Majesties!”

			“We don’t have to listen to this any more, just do your job and I’ll let you for sure know, how you’ve performed. And my dear Madam, don’t forget the time with all your fancy make-ups. We must be in the reception in twenty minutes.”

			Ten o’clock a.m. sharp, everybody who is close to the King, the guards, advisor, treasurer, secretary,

			reception personnel, they all have gathered in the grand reception. It is all around the walls furnished with luxurious framed mirrors giving the impression simply by the mirror images that everything and everybody is bigger in size and numbers. Nobody feels here alone, but rather surrounded by glamour and probably distraction, too.

			While the so important protocol is on one side for the moment running smoothly, the other side takes the liberty to arrive late. Therefore the atmosphere is tense. Nobody wants to say, what the King probably thinks: “The ‘bastard’ tries to pull my leg. He is not only late with his tax payments, but on top of that makes us waiting.” The King addresses the assembly this way instead: “If our honourable guests do not turn up very shortly, I’ll give them another fifteen courtesy minutes, and after that I’ll call the meeting off.”

			Shortly after these words, a Courier announces the guests’ arrival. “ When Murphy’s Law still rules, how could it be different this time?”

			The King pulls himself together and continues, “let’s wait and see what they are up to.”

			“My utmost respect to our King and the Queen!”

			The Earl opens his address with half a bow.

			“What I can see, my dear Earl and his Countess have arrived in high spirits, which should help the purpose of today’s meeting.”

			“Our Queen’s beauty is incomparable, may I first have the privilege to kiss her Majesty’s hand.”

			“I offer my other hand to your charming Countess and invite her to a welcoming walk into my rose-garden, so that your Lordship finds time for more pressing issues.

			My dear Countess of Dogston, please feel at home, relax and follow me, a welcoming cup of tea and sweets are already waiting for us on the garden’s settings.”

			The Earl seems to be impressed and says : “How thoughtful is our Queen! Not much else is left for us two than to look after ourselves.”

			The King responds : “Your Entourage is free to enjoy our hospitality under the special care of our servants. I ask security, adviser and jester to stay with us. All the best food, the country can offer, is already waiting, games and entertainment are at your disposal. You are my guests, and everybody should feel important, please make yourselves at home.

			Now, what about, I invite you for a cup of tea into my leisure room? Let’s first settle in after your journey so early in the day, work doesn’t run away, it comes afterwards. To tackle outstanding issues, we better enjoy the early day while we can still do so. Who knows, what the day is holding for us.”

			In the splendid, red plush furnished leisure room, peace and quiet invite to take a seat in one of the comfortable armchairs.

			“Take a seat in the one opposite to me,” offers the King to the Earl, who questions without hesitation : “Is this the hot seat?”

			“You are quite alert my Dear! If you start feeling uncomfortable, we can also move outside and come to the point of our meeting straight away.”

			“Your Majesty may well understand my comment as a joke, let’s not see any harm in it.”

			“Joke or not, the end of this meeting will show latest in two hours our outcome. Before we are getting more serious, may I ask, how has the weather lately been in your area?”

			“Even if we were to complain, it wouldn’t help. Your Majesty must have good contacts to our Creator because we have brilliant sunshine on our meeting.”

			“I wish, I had, it’s not much I can do. Something more down to earth, how is your family and Entourage?” “If it were only about them, your Majesty, I wouldn’t know what a headache is. The public commitments, you know, are the ones that make your sleepless nights.”

			“Since when do I’ve to listen to my Earl of Dogston that he is plagued by sleepless nights? Do I have to ask your Countess about the reason, or are you referring to the tax payments you’ve come to present to me? I hope, neither. The country cannot afford to wait any longer for the tax to be collected so that necessary services here and out in the country can be maintained. We better retreat into my study and come straight to the point, before wasting our time for much longer. It should be only a matter of minutes, if my Earl or his Treasurer have done their homework to satisfaction.”

			“Talking these days is good, but when it comes to deliver, too many problems stand in the way within the country.”

			“I’m not here to listen to problems, can you deliver or not?”

			“Of course your Majesty, I can deliver, that’s why I’m here. Whether you are satisfied with my report or not, it is a different matter all together. Here are the balance papers.”

			“Please take a seat while I look into them.”

			A few long, nervous minutes pass in total silence until the King opens his address : “The sum on the bottom of your tax payment cannot be all you want to show me. Also remember, shortcomings will be deemed to your account. My position is clear, the law of the country outlines your duty of tax payments. Go back to the people and find the money they are hiding. Money is out there, you have only to clamp down on it. No excuses, I don’t know why I’m always the one who has to deal with problems which I haven’t caused.”

			“You are right, your Majesty, I’ll tell my tax collector to do better his job. On the other hand, I ask you to understand that people went through difficult times during last winter because of continuous severe cold conditions. If I may say so, the only way to compensate for this shortfall would be, to wage war and take by force the enemy’s harvest-surplus.”

			“And who is going to pay in the first place for this operation? Don’t expect me to go down this road. You go back and do your homework as expected and I’ll see you latest in a month’s time, but only when you deliver the money which the country needs.”

			“I’ll try my best, your Majesty, however suggesting that our Treasurers put their heads together and establish what finance is available at present. This helps to take away unnecessary worries from us while we can join our ladies in your lovely established rose-garden. I wonder how they are getting along with each other. May I tell my Adjutant to call the Treasurers in order to meet here and report back to us on our return.”

			“Well, you’ve called the shots, you’ve also the seal of my approval. If it wasn’t for money, life could be so much easier. To tell the truth, I hate this financial pressure.”

			“I assure you, so do I. People out there have very little or no idea of what your Majesty and ‘Little Old Me’ carry on our shoulders.”

			“Not to spoil the hour of this day, let’s do what we agreed on.”

			At the end of an alley of endless rooms on both sides with closed doors, an exit-door leads into the open. Here a marvellous garden of clean cut green hedges with colourful flower beds in between lead straight to the adjacent rose-garden, the Queen’s personal pride.

			“I can see, our ladies are having a good time. May we join our two special ‘roses’ to give our meeting a pleasant outcome, too?”

			“What are the results of your meeting? You don’t look like a happy man, my Dear! ” pleads the Queen.

			“Nothing to talk about now, we better enjoy the little time that is left for our meeting in your company,” replies the King, continuing short after taking a seat at the beautiful white wrought-iron table-setting as the question of the time arises : “does anybody know what time of the day it is, before we get spoilt and carried away in this paradise of roses? I got the feeling, it’s already around midday. Can my servant confirm this please?”

			One of the royal staff keeps to the party on a closer distance and is quick to confirm the King’s guess, adding the couple of minutes already passed midday. The party is caught by surprise when the Countess of Dogston claims: “We’ve just only arrived and the time is already running away, where is this leading to?”

			She still adds however in an undertone of her concern : “Well we’ve no choice but to bring this matter to a successful end, so that everybody can move on from here.”

			“While your Treasury works on better details, we join the ladies with a cup of tea. Would my dear guests like anything else with the tea?”

			The King gives hand-signals to a servant asking to bring a rich food variety from which everybody can choose to his/her liking. Then in the midst of a slowly developing conversation, the King’s Secretary joins cautiously the party reminding of the day’s next diplomatic visit, which is scheduled half past two in the afternoon.

			Hearing this, the King asks for more details : “Who else is going to give us the honour of the next visit?”

			“It’s the Minister of Social Services, if I may say so.”

			“Aha, somehow I knew that this is going to happen! The tax collection hasn’t even been finalized and here we are, the first claimant knocks already on the door. This is something for my dear Queen to look into, because she knows best how to keep this kind of requests at bay. Please remember that nothing is created from nothing! We better postpone our meeting for another time. Keep in touch, so that latest in a month’s time the current tax payments can be resolved satisfactorily. My Earl of Dogston has shown at least courage in the company of his charming Countess and turned up at the Royal Palaces even with unfinished business. I give you another chance to do better next time. Please excuse me, my Dears. The Queen will partly escort you on your way back home. More urgent matters are waiting for me right now. My thanks go to you for paying us a visit.”

			Said and done, that was the first protocol of the day.

			“What next?” asks the King his Secretary after the party has broken up. No pomp-farewell, just a reminder to come back with a better accomplished homework. This is how far the Royal courtesy could come to the party on this occasion.

			“Next, your Majesty, after lunch, until three p.m., you have the choice either to relax one hour or have a walk with your dog, see your children, or read in your study. After three p.m. the opening of the new bridge across our river is scheduled. Local representation of all walks of our community will be there waiting for you to cut the ribbon in order to bring communities from both sides of the river closer together.”

			“Do I have to make a speech in front of my people?”

			“Like usually, your Secretary will step in and have something prepared for you in writing.”

			“Very thoughtful, thank you, a King has never enough time to think of everything. I only wonder if the cost of this project have gone through the roof, too. We have no choice on this matter but to celebrate first and have the surprises afterwards. People want to see the shining side of a medal. Everything else we have to keep under a carpet skilfully as long as possible, so that the King’s standing cannot be questioned. I better hurry up for luncheon now, where I meet my Queen to tell her about our next protocol program. And by the way, while we are in town, Madam will like to do what all women love, shopping, spending our hard-earned money. Please remind me in time of the events we just talked about.

			A good luncheon, you know, can carry us away. Anyway I’m looking forward to such a good luncheon in the company of my Queen, the Court-Jester is also welcome. Let them know, where we meet again.”

			In the lunch room, a written petition is placed next to the King’s silverware. Just before taking his seat, the King picks the carefully folded paper which is half-way slipped under a colourful painted plate of a swan-lake scenery: “What is that paper doing here?” asks the King the servant, who holds the solid carved wooden seat ready for the King to sit down: “I’ve no knowledge of it, Sire, it must be something important to be in this place.”

			“You take it and tell me what it is, or do I have to call for my security guards?”

			“Your wish shall be my highest priority!”

			“I hope so, tell me what this is all about.”

			“The homeless of our Kingdom have raised a petition asking for your support.”

			“And that’s it, just like that? Don’t they want me to eat any more, so that they have something, too? If I answer all these people’s wishes, I end up without an ordinary shirt and the country has no King any more. Hand it to my Secretary, he knows what to do with such a paper. Since when it is my fault that people have no roof over their heads? Whose fault is it? I’ve almost lost my appetite already. From now on no public, nor official request bypasses my administration and comes unsolicited to my attention. Do I make myself clear?”

			“Yes, your Majesty, your request shall be law to us all.”

			“Don’t talk nonsense, just do what you are told! My Court Jester receives the task now to save this lunch for me.”

			“I’m always ready to please my King and his Queen. Let me tell you an incident that really happened. It will cheer you up again : not our King, but one of his Dukes went for dinner into the countryside on one weekend. After a long drive, in an ordinary people’s car incognito, the party arrived in a very small village of his Dukedom. They couldn’t miss in its centre the beautiful pub, which caught the eye with colourful flower baskets all along the window sills. The Duke, his family, his Deputy and driver, all unanimously decided to stop there for lunch. Hardly any person could be seen in the street or near the pub, only a nearby call of geese interrupted this silence. Therefore the party managed to slip unnoticed into the pub after leaving the car parked in a spot out of everybody’s sight.

			The people missing around this time of midday in the street were inside the pub. They had taken all their noisy chatter with them. Only for a few moments the noise calmed down until the newly arrived party had settled in one of the pub’s corners with a bigger table, which could offer all of them a seat.

			Only after a while, the waiter made his rounds also past their table, welcoming them : “What would the lady and gentlemen like to be served? I take your orders and hope you feel at home in our pub. Today’s special can be found on the separate leaflet with the menu-chart. It’s the recommendation of our kitchen and can be served without much delay.”

			Nobody here recognised the important visitors. The menu-chart was studied rather thoroughly, before the waiter returned and took the orders. Soup was first served in a white, ordinary deep ceramic plate, of which the waiter carried two in each hand, stagged half across the other plate. The Duke watched this already from a distance, telling the waiter: “The soup is not hot enough!”

			The waiter returned to the kitchen doing what he was told and bringing along what he considers hot soup in the plates.

			Again the Duke told the waiter from a distance that the soup is not hot enough. Following the guest’s wish, remaining calm and polite, the waiter followed the guest’s wish, returning the soup to the kitchen

			Next time however, when the waiter returned the soup, and the Duke kept telling him that the soup wasn’t hot, the waiter couldn’t hide his surprise asking: “How does my dear guest know the soup is not hot without trying it?”

			The Duke was quick to answer: “As long as you carry the plates with your thumb in the soup, it certainly cannot be hot ; do we agree on that?”

			Red-faced and embarrassed, the waiter returns the soup to the kitchen and this time carries the hot soup with no finger in it.”

			“I’ll watch my servant from now on, when he carries the soup. You saved my day, your story makes me hungry for a soup.”

			“Glad, we’ve our Court Jester who knows to save so many situations for us with just that extra bit of humour”, adds the Queen to the beginning of the Royal luncheon.

			Time hasn’t meanwhile stopped, but runs short instead, before the next protocol asks for attention. And indeed, lunch hardly finished, a servant reminds the King of the time: “You are already enjoying your desert, Sire, it’s time to get ready for the event in town, if I may say so.”

			“Who is here chasing the tail of whom? I must however admit that I still appreciate a helping hand, which reminds me in time. Let’s hurry up and get dressed for the opening of the new bridge.

			At our arrival in the foyer, I expect everybody and everything is ready to leave, including our transport. What is the weather forecast like for the afternoon? Will the sun still be around during the opening event? If not, my Deputy shall step in for me and I’ll have a bit of my own time at least for today.

			How would I like to walk in the forest, only accompanied by my dog, away from these official duties. On the other hand, I must admit, if the King didn’t unite the people on such occasions, who else would do it?

			My people have little or no idea about the obligations ruling a King’s life. The King at the top has to show what people want to see. Fulfilling such demands every day looks like a privilege, it is however an comedian-role with all its deprivations and personal sacrifices. In reality, deprivation and sacrifices exist in everybody’s life, whether King or not.

			Let’s move forward to another protocol-step in the name of a King’s duty.”

			“You are right, your Majesty! The weather is on your side. It supports today’s bridge-opening with continued sunshine.”

			“This is good to hear, let’s stop talking and move into ‘action gear’.”

			When the King arrives with his Entourage at the bridge-opening scene, the whole country appears to have come together on both sides of the river in the city centre. They all expect in awe of the King’s inaugurate speech with the formal ribbon-cut. It still closes the new bridge, so that both sides of the city can meet easily and freely. Trumpets, louder than the crowd, prepare the speeches to go ahead.

			The first to address the crowd is of course the King. From a platform, overlooking the bridge, the King speaks partly from a prepared speech-paper adding also his personal touch :

			“We’ve all come together to experience this historical moment of our great city when the bridge takes away the river-boundaries. It has stopped until now people to see each other ; traders, businesses, families, travellers. I can assure all of you that you will see also your King to pay a visit more often to the families across the river.

			All our thanks go to the builders, who have performed this magnificent modern construction despite the difficulties imposed by the river.

			Before cutting the traditional ribbon, I pass the opportunity to our Mayor to also have his say on this memorable event.”

			‘Bla-bla, or not bla-bla, the crowd is pleased and applauds loud and freely.

			A ribbon crosses the entrance on both sides of the bridge. Trumpets again call for the attention. The King stands with his Entourage on one side of the bridge, while on the opposite side, the City-Mayor is awaiting his moment to cut his ribbon-crossing with a pair of scissors. As soon as the trumpets stop, the King cuts his ribbon first and moves on to the bridge towards the other side. He is followed by security guards and selected people.

			When the party arrives at the other side of the bridge, the King hands his scissors to the Mayor, who proceeds cutting the ribbon on his side. Nothing can then stop people to move for the first time from one side of the city to the other after the King had disappeared from the riverside. Now is the time to celebrate in the marquees, which were specially pitched by the communities.

			All this festive set up was more for the people than Royalty, because the King had to move somewhere else, according to the protocol, which says : in people crowds, security is difficult to maintain.

			While the King heads back to his residence, the Queen, as planned, pays incognito a visit to the city’s finest shopping facility with her personal Entourage. Specially latest fashion catches the Queen’s attention. It’s no surprise that the Queen almost forgets time. She keeps everybody around busy helping her to buy something new, what also the King likes. Shopping cannot last long enough even for a Queen as many women have such a habit, only with one exemption that a Queen has an almost open ended budget. Finally, time reminds also the Queen or at least her Entourage to move on with a strict daily timetable.

			Once back at the Royal Residence, the day has advanced well into the late afternoon. How could the welcoming of the children be different from a Royal or no Royal? The two children are already awaiting their Queen mother : “Mama, what have you bought us from town?”

			“Of course I have not forgotten my two dear little ones, but let me have first a short break with a cup of tea. You can join me in the reading room and tell me what you’ve done so far today. Maid, did you hear, where I want my cup of tea? I repeat it again, in the reading room; you can bring something for the children too.”

			At least for the moment, peace and quiet is waiting for the Queen and her two children in the reading room.

			“Mama, the teacher told us that we are going to have tomorrow our first swimming lessons. I can’t wait until I can swim on my own. How long will it take?”

			One question follows another while the children try on the new clothes which the Queen mother brought from the city-shopping.

			Comments like I like this or I don’t like that, are constantly exchanged between the children and their mother. Suddenly a servant interrupts this harmony.

			“His Majesty, the King, sends me to remind you of tonight’s premiere in the theatre. Its success will go far beyond our Kingdom and therefore needs the attention of our highest social ranks. Leave the children with me. Nanny will look after them. It is urgent, His Majesty is awaiting you”

			“What a circus we are in, not even one minute I can be on my own! Sometimes I wish not to be a Royal and could have more time for my family. These Royal duties take all your time, but like everything else in life, they have their ups and downs, too. Thank you for reminding me, I’ll be there in a few moments.”

			On her way to the western wing of the Royal residence, the Secretary also comes across, asking her: “Madam, your dear sister has just arrived and wants to see you.”

			“Who else wants to see me? Tell her, I’m not available right now! She also could leave a message with you and organise another time. I’m so sorry!”

			Before joining a social dinner with her husband and the Ambassador of the Kingdom’s friendly neighbour, the Queen feels the urgent need of a shower after her visit to the city, before engaging with other official protocol-duties.

			For dinner, the dress has to be again different from the one for the later theatre-visit. Her Maid had already taken care of everything, so that the Queen can join dinner without further delay.

			“If I had not reminded you of dinner, my dear wife, you would have got lost with your shopping, am I right? You remember the kind Ambassador of our neighbouring country. He is waiting to welcome my Queen.”

			“Her Majesty is again charming, even more than I can remember from my last visit. Your life is certainly running on a good keel. My respects and please allow me to kiss your beautiful hand.”

			“You haven’t changed much and are still the same old charmer. I hope you enjoy our meeting.”

			“If we keep talking like this, we stay hungry in front of all this fine food,” reminds the King and continues: “Let’s eat first and we’ll see how much time is left for a talk. Our guest is happy to join us tonight in the theatre. Until then, not much time is left.”

			“Thank you for looking after me as a friend. I certainly will remember it when you come to see us, also you will be more than welcome,” replies the Ambassador.

			Additional news from the TV let time pass quickly. Dinner is cut short, the moment a servant reminds the King: “It’s time to get ready for tonight’s event. Her Majesty, the Queen, and most likely yourselves need to see your valets and lady’s-maid in order to find out what outfit they suggest.”

			“When you say so, we better hurry up. Thank God that men have less problems with their outfits! Nevertheless, it’s us, who like to see our women fashionably dressed. Half an hour should be enough for all of us to meet again in the foyer. My dear guest, you can come with me and I show the bathroom in your suite. When ready, you are welcome to return to this room, where I can pick you up for tonight’s theatre visit. If any help is needed, my staff is at your disposal, feel yourself at home. This Premiere, of which even I don’t know much, should be a big success according to the insiders. Our presence is very much expected. I never mind to look in the theatre on the bright side of life. Life would be too serious if we had forgotten how to laugh.”

			Inside the theatre, the public and all celebrities give the Royal Couple a standing ovation. Not long after, the opera can take off. In the rising theatre oval, the Royals can see from their private box around to the stage. It is slightly elevated from the lowest floor. A huge purple curtain with many continuous folds runs down from the ceiling to the floor, opening and closing each performance on the stage. Personalities from public life have reserved seats in the proximity of the Royalty besides the security staff.

			During the opening and especially during a break, many theatre-patrons try to attract the attention of the King and Queen. All kind of conversations are then crossing the floor freely: “Isn’t this gathering of our community a perfect demonstration of its unity at tonight’s event?”

			“I can only agree with you – our ladies again steal the show with fashion that men are virtually left in their shadows.”

			“What a coincidence! Our ladies’ outfits match so elegantly that of our Queen!”

			“I suppose, you too attended the bridge-opening ceremony.”

			“Isn’t this a great achievement? Shame on the ones, who didn’t pay attention, unless forced circumstances prevented their participation.

			Tonight’s theatre performance is as good as it only can get with such a high representation.

			My Lady and I enjoy this distraction from serious daily life.

			I just heard the Queen to mention how she too enjoyed the orchestral part and after that, the dramatic performance of the tenor as he breathtakingly went through the difficult intonations.

			Only when you have read the text, you can follow the brilliant voice

			On another note, how is life treating us outside this special event?

			It’s everything else but brilliant. The main thing is, we still manage to keep our ground.

			I suppose, if the weather had been lately a bit more pleasant, it could only have helped everybody’s daily live.

			We’ve planned already going South and catching up with the sun, which has been missing far too long. Lucky the one, who can plan that way, while most of us have to play the waiting game in order to see the sun shine again. -

			Fortunately, this can be only a matter of time to see the sun again.

			When it rains, we can catch up with necessary work or long overdue visits, have a rest or read and eventually attend events like the one of tonight.

			The way you talk, you seem to be a real ‘clever clog’. I wish, life was so easy.

			With all respect, ‘as you make your bed, so you must lie in it’.

			You beat me again! I give up and move on from here; we shall catch up later. Closer to the Royalty, the usual ‘talk the talk’, ‘gossip’, gets on its way, too :

			“There is no question about how everybody feels tonight in such an exclusive company of so much celebrities.

			I’m also pleased to meet you and your wife, my dear friends.

			Something must be in the air that so many of us look happy tonight.

			You must have been getting younger since we last saw each other.

			In fact, I can’t remember when this was. It does appear to have been ages ago.

			This evening will certainly live up to our expectations.

			Be assured of the high respect, everybody has for our King and Queen.

			When you say so, it must be right, because also your words are counting here.

			Joking aside, how is life out in the real world?

			It’s tough, like usually, but we manage.

			As long as we can enjoy a night like this, there is no reason to complain.

			Unfinished business will look brighter on another day, too.

			Now we enjoy your company and listen together to the arts.”

			And so forth…, only the interval-bell and an official end can stop the patrons from continuing their chat in the theatre.

			The old rule is still around, people want to see and be seen in a never ending battle of a class-conscious society. Over the years, the King and the Queen have learnt how to respectfully address everybody, namely keeping a distance with formalities.

			The name of this ‘game’ could be called ‘politics’. In reality also Royalty can trust only a few people in an open discussion. In political power games there is too much at stake for every individual, royal or not.

			The ones that help lift an individual in political games on to a rank-ladder, are also the ones, who in return will not fail to knock at the door in order to safeguard their own interests. Therefore, the name of such a ‘game’ is to agree and promise what a majority of people want to hear and find then the excuses why shortcomings cannot be avoided.

			One rule however stands, not to become the scapegoat of conflicting interests in said political ‘games’ : never shut a door, is the survival message of politics. As long as people want to look up to a higher ranking person, also Royalty is in its isolation safe from a changing society.

			Royals who are these days aware of such facts and know how to constantly renew their original mandates, which lifted them to their ranks, are the ones, who still can be accepted by a majority of people.

			Back to the theatre. Here a broader, but still exclusive public has gathered to receive confirmation that they can simply watch and listen to selective entertainment. In return, many cherish a hope to be seen and eventually recognised. A final round of applauses with repeated curtain calls shows this theatre event a success.

			Excitement on such events is one thing, tiredness after a long day is another thing.
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