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• Wednesday 1st December, 2010

‘ “Sandringham time” has officially started. Thank God.’

First morning at Sandringham. It is absolutely bloody freezing. One might have thought that someone would have heated the place up. We arrive on the same day every year so it’s hardly a surprise. Still, on the bright side, ‘Sandringham time’ has officially started. This means that sweet sherry may be consumed after 10 a.m. and gin and Dubonnet after midday. There’s nothing like a sharp libation to warm up a Queen.

Sent off an email to all government departments reminding them, for the total and unequivocal avoidance of doubt, that this is Christmas. Not ‘Festive Time’. Not ‘Winterval’. Not ‘Seasons Greetings’. Christmas. By Royal Command. Mr Clegg responded by asking what time he was expected at Sandringham. One assured him that he would not be required at Sandringham over Christmas – or approximately ever, for that matter.

Have decided to break with tradition and publish a selection of extracts from the Royal Diaries. Mr Blair’s memoirs (filed under ‘fiction’ or ‘humour’ – one can never decide) have provided a most useful doorstop in the Royal Library and one thought it about time one’s musings saw the light of day.

Mentioned the idea to Mr Cameron. He seemed to take it OK, although did have to rush off to the toilet rather unexpectedly. Must have had a dodgy Custard Cream. The DoE thinks it’s a wonderful idea. He has been trying to have his diaries published for years but somehow has never managed to get them cleared by one’s solicitors.

Pitched up in the Royal Archives with a large sweet sherry and a tube of Pringles and started to flick through the last couple of years. Best not mention that unfortunate incident that Mr Clegg had at Balmoral. And probably best not to go into the King of Spain’s little habit.

• Thursday 2nd December, 2010

‘Absolutely bloody freezing. Up to one’s arse in snow.’

Bacon sandwich and out for a long walk with the corgis. It’s like midwinter in Norfolk. Actually, it is midwinter. Poor Linnet the corgi came back with a frostbitten arse. Spent the entire afternoon sitting behind her with a hairdryer, which reminded one to call the Home Secretary and check that she got one’s Christmas card.

Julia Gillard, one’s Australian PM, called about 3ish. That woman is a total bogan. One does worry for the future of one’s Australian people. Seriously considering sending Prince Edward to take personal charge, but he doesn’t cope well in the heat.

Wondering about having the Australian population swapped with the French. The DoE says being able to keep a close eye on Gillard and having the French on the other side of the world would be ideal on both counts. Worth some thought. One is still Queen of France, of course, but plays it down for obvious reasons.

• Friday 3rd December, 2010

‘The Cabinet Secretary has arrived for his annual audience with his Queen. Taking him for a walk with the corgis.’

Up early and out for a long walk with the Cabinet Secretary, Sir Gus, who has arrived for his annual Christmas Visit. Told him it hardly seems possible that Cameron is still in Government. Even less so that the civil partnership between him and Mr Clegg hasn’t ended in divorce. Although there was that affair with Mr Miliband. Still, as Diana used to say, there’s three of them in that marriage.

We had a good chat about the general election farce. He said all was well that ended well. One asked him what exactly he thought had ended well and he swiftly changed the subject. How one’s people decide between political parties, one will never know. They all even look the same. One really couldn’t have faced Mr Brown turning up every week for five long years. But then look at what one ended up with. The DoE thinks that Mr Cameron is some kind of robotic waxwork, but Sir Gus doesn’t think he is that sophisticated.

Sir Gus said he could imagine that a hung parliament must be a sovereign’s nightmare. Told him that the DoE always thinks a hanged parliament would be a better solution. Although the uncertainty did get Charles excited. One had to repeatedly tell him that he could call whom he liked and it wouldn’t have made a jot of difference.

Apparently, like almost everyone else in Whitehall, Sir Gus had never met Mr Clegg. Told him that the DoE had to Google him to find out who he was and why he was on the news every five minutes. Yes, it all got a bit awkward. It was like one was all of a sudden Queen of Italy or something.

Sir Gus said they came to an agreement as fast as was possible, but quite frankly one has no idea what took them so long. One can distinctly remember spending an evening with a sweet sherry, looking at three corgis – two trying and failing to mate and one chewing its own arse – and couldn’t help but draw political comparisons. Finally had to send a message to Mr Clegg to tell him that speed-dating was over and it was time to make a decision. He said he needed a few more Lego bricks to work out the parliamentary arithmetic. Sir Gus said they’ve come in very handy ever since and that he’s almost finished building a red, yellow and blue police station.

Sir Gus apologised again about Mr Brown’s episode at the Palace. It all got a bit emotional when he came over to resign; said he wondered if it was too late to take it all back, was confident of being able to form a working majority if he were allowed to involve the Swedish, etc. Finally had to resort to sacking him – although agreed to put ‘Resigned’ as the reason for leaving on any future job references – and had him escorted off the premises at the end of a bayonet.

And then of course one nearly dialled Cameron Diaz by mistake. In hindsight one wonders if it may have been a better idea.

Popped the Cabinet Secretary back in his car with a packet of Wine Gums for the journey and settled down for an evening of last minute Christmas card writing. Not that they’re likely to get delivered this side of Christmas. Bit embarrassed about ‘Royal’ Mail to be honest.

• Saturday 4th December, 2010

‘Mr Cameron on the phone. One does wish he wouldn’t address one as if one were a public meeting, as Queen Victoria used to say.’

Bacon and mushroom sandwich for breakfast, washed down with a pot of Norfolk tea.

Had Mr Cameron on the phone for a quick ‘Queen’s Speech’. The DoE said it was more like a ‘Queen’s Bollocking’. He said he was ‘always delighted to discuss matters of state’. Reminded him that one is the State, gave him a list of approximately five hundred things to do by Christmas and moved onto Caribbean matters.

Overran slightly ruling Papua New Guinea and was unconstitutionally late for a phone call with the Barbados kiddies. Was so far behind schedule by the end of the day that one completely ran out of time to supremely govern the Church of England. Sent the Archbishop of Canterbury a text to let him know that one would govern him in the morning instead and told him not to make any significant religious decisions in the meantime.

Sadly more film disappointment for Prince Edward. Sacha Baron Cohen has pipped him at the post to play Freddie Mercury in the new Queen film. He’s so upset. He’d only just got over not being selected for the lead role in Dirty Dancing. He would have been great opposite Patrick Swayze. He spent the rest of the day in a sequinned jumpsuit, singing into a golf club, just to make a point.

Spent the evening with the DoE, a Poirot DVD and a tube of Pringles.

• Sunday 5th December, 2010

‘Phillip, is there anything you wouldn’t shoot?’

Spent a quiet day at Sandringham. The DoE popped out to shoot some photographers first thing and came back with a brace of pheasants and several long lens cameras.

Took the corgis out for a long walk after breakfast and found Camilla stuck in a hole. Absolutely no idea how she got down there. One would never have seen her if it weren’t for the smoke signals. Finished walking the corgis and pulled her out on the way back.

The DoE spent the rest of the day slaving over an enormous vat of mulled wine ready for Christmas celebrations and Edward iced the cake, as he does every year. Although when the Duchess of York was around she insisted on stirring in the currants, which upset him a bit. Still, he has it all to himself now, although when he’s done we do still send the bowl over to her to lick.

Edward takes the Christmas cake making very seriously, or at least as seriously as is possible to in a reindeer outfit. At least we know where he is with that little bell on his hat.

8 p.m.: The afternoon was a bit of a write off, thanks to industrial quantities of Holy Water (gin) after lunch. Woke up in time to find out that one hadn’t won the lottery. Again.

• Monday 6th December, 2010

‘The DoE always thought Jeremy Hunt was rhyming slang.’

Awoke to James Naughtie on Radio 4 getting somewhat tongue tied introducing the Culture, Media and Sport Minister, Jeremy Hunt. The DoE texted in to say he always thought Jeremy Hunt was rhyming slang anyway. They didn’t read it out.

Spent most of the day on the phone to one’s Prime Minister in Belize for his annual ‘Are you ready to come back under British rule?’ appraisal. Despite much pleading, one concluded that they’d have to tough it out on their own until Mr Cameron had got the economy back on track, which could be approximately never, according to Sir Gus.

Apparently there’s a shark on the loose in Sharm el Sheikh. Might send the Cabinet off there for a well deserved holiday. It’s supposed to be nice at this time of year.

7 p.m.: Settled down in the evening to the special Coronation Street tram crash ahead of the Royal Corrie Fancy Dress Party. Mr Clegg called halfway through, in a hell of a state. Managed to stop him crying and assured him that Coronation Street isn’t real. He seemed to calm down a little and said that he now at least understood why Norris hadn’t answered any of his letters.

The Royal Corrie Party went swimmingly. Camilla came as Rita, the DoE came as Ken, Andrew as Chesney and Charles as Norris. Anne had made a giant tram out of cardboard boxes and we all stood round while she chucked it off of the top of the stairs. Very lifelike. Although, after a few too many whiskies, the DoE called the fire brigade, who looked a little nonplussed when they arrived.

• Tuesday 7th December, 2010

‘One is not a quango.’

Spent the morning ruling in the Bahamas, where it’s nice and sunny and seems to be going broadly according to plan.

Had time before lunch to review Mr Cameron’s latest spending cuts plan. Apparently there’s going to be a ‘bonfire of the quangos’. No idea what a quango is. Asked one’s private secretary to check that one is not one. He confirmed that one isn’t, but suspects that the Prince of Wales may be.

One’s press secretary popped in to say that Mr Assange and his Wikileaks bunch of merry men had got hold of a copy of one’s diaries and that there was a danger that the DoE would be outed as The Stig from Top Gear. Had Assange arrested just in case and poured a large gin and Dubonnet for reasons of a diary-security nature. Strictly speaking, one never indulges in a gin before 5 p.m. Thankfully it’s always after 5 p.m. somewhere in the Commonwealth.

Spent the afternoon leafing through the rest of Mr Cameron’s proposed spending cuts. Contrary to recent reports, the DoE has not been ‘cut’ in the spending review. Neither, it would seem, has the Prime Minister.

Made a few suggestions for things that could be cut without any impact on the public:


	The Cabinet

	Downing Street

	Chequers Court (Country Retreat of the Prime Minister)

	Carlton Gardens, St James’s (Official Residence of the Foreign Secretary)

	Admiralty House (Ministerial Flats for use by Ministers)

	Chevening House (Country Residence of the Foreign Secretary)

	Dorneywood (Country Residence of the Deputy PM)

	Bute House (Official Residence of the Scottish First Minister)

	The Speaker of the House of Commons

	Lord Sugar

	Richard Madeley

	Vanessa Feltz

	Staines

	Channel 5

	Europe





Waiting to hear back.

• Wednesday 8th December, 2010

‘At Wood Farm with Camilla. It’s been very dark since she wallpapered over the light switches.’

Spent the day at Wood Farm, a little cottage on one’s Sandringham Estate that the Prince of Wales uses, with Camilla and the corgis. She’d spent the week decorating but has just noticed that she’d wallpapered over the light switches. Said it’s not a problem: that’s what candles were invented for. Looks rather nice, actually; strong tartan print. The Pope had suggested it when he visited earlier on in the year and she’d taken his advice to the letter.

Actually still recovering from the Papal Visit. His Holiness had been asking to come over for years but one had always managed to find an excuse. Still, we world religious leaders have to show unity these days and so one made an effort. Received him in Scotland of course – they’ve always been a bit keener on the whole Catholic thing than the English. The DoE seemed to enjoy it, although one had to overrule his plan to greet the Pope dressed as a pregnant nun – not that there is any denying that the look on his face would have been worth it.

Camilla said she thought one was a little harsh to have barred one of His Holiness’ little helpers, Cardinal Kasper, for saying Britain was like a Third World country. Explained that religious tolerance does have its limits, even with a loving and gracious Queen at the helm as Supreme Governor. The DoE spent the entire month incessantly calling him ‘Kasper the unfriendly Holy Ghost’.

Thought the poor man would never make it, actually: he had a bad flight and said that the food was atrocious. (He wasn’t entirely sure what was in the little tinfoil dish but it had apparently played havoc with his constitution. One could relate, having had a very similar experience with Tony Blair.) But we caught up on the 500 years we haven’t been speaking and one found time to take him on a quick tour of the Royal Archives to show him how well we’ve managed without Papal leadership. The DoE gave him a copy of Henry VIII’s Guide to Dealing with the Catholics, which he thought might be useful. The Pope said he’d read it on the plane home.

It all seemed to go very well, although the text messages haven’t stopped since. It started almost as soon as he left and one had sat down to watch Deal or No Deal: ‘Where did you get your hat/Bentley/palace/husband?’ ‘Who is Nick Clegg?’ etc. One never replied, of course. If there is one thing successive monarchs have learned about pontiffs over the last 500 years, it’s not to encourage them.

Come to think of it, not sure what happened vis-à-vis our discussion about the potential beatification of Freddie Mercury. The last thing one heard was the Vatican asking for evidence of miracles performed by him. Sent them Queen’s Miracle album and a copy of their Live Aid performance on DVD.

Midnight: Got back to Sandringham House. No idea what’s happened to Camilla. She ‘popped out for a fag’ about 11ish and didn’t come back.

• Thursday 9th December, 2010

‘The students are revolting.’

Had hardly had time to finish one’s bacon and eggs when reports of unrest in London came in. The students are revolting, as the DoE would say, over tuition fees.

Looks like Mr Clegg is getting the brunt of it. He texted to ask why people did not realise that when he promised to abolish tuition fees before the last election he, like everyone else, never thought for a million years that he’d actually ever be in any position of influence. Would have joined the Conservatives or Labour if he’d have actually wanted to be in power, apparently.

The DoE is having a sympathy protest at Sandringham and burning an effigy of Mr Clegg in the garden. One decided the students had until 8 p.m. to get back to their cold baked beans before one sent down a Royal Water Cannon. Or a Canon of the Church of England if things really got serious. If there is one thing students don’t like seeing it’s a man of the cloth.

Charles and Camilla are back in London for the Royal Variety Performance and seem to have literally driven into the thick of it. Charles texted to say: ‘Hundreds of people turned out to catch a glimpse of Camilla and me. They were excitedly banging on the car.’ Typical. One lets one’s son borrow the car and it comes back dented and scratched. Apparently some little scoundrel managed to get close enough to poke Camilla with a stick. It’s a wonder she didn’t get out and tell him what for.

Had a few more troops positioned at Buckingham Palace just in case and went to bed with a gin and tonic.

• Friday 10th December, 2010

‘Get down to Parliament Square with a sponge and a bucket of soapy water, Clegg.’

Looks like London had a bit of a battering yesterday. Sent Mr Clegg an early morning text to tell him to be a bit more careful when making promises in the future and, more importantly, to get a bucket of soapy water and a sponge and get down to Parliament Square. Issued a Royal Decree that tuition fees in England shall be raised further to cover the cost of repairs to one’s capital city, one’s Rolls-Royce and the Duchess of Cornwall.

Charles texted to say: ‘Last night’s Royal Variety Performance was a riot.’ Told him he’d better get one’s car fixed pronto. Made a mental note to find the rascal who damaged one’s Rolls-Royce, and, when one does, tuition fees will be the least of his worries. Be assured.

• Saturday 11th December, 2010

‘You’d better pay your dues, Ashcroft.’

Up with the cock to look at tax receipts over an Egg McMuffin. Lord Ashcroft is a bit light on the ‘paying his dues’ front. Sent him a note to tell him he’d better settle up or one would be down on him like a tonne of constitutional bricks, and to remind him that one put the HM into HMRC. Texted Mr Cameron to suggest that in future only those subjects paying tax are considered for elevation to the House of Lords. He replied to assure one that Lord Ashcroft had paid a great deal of money to the Conservative Party instead. Sent the DoE down to London to poke him with a stick.

• Sunday 12th December, 2010

‘Royal X Factor Party at Sandringham.’

Camilla and Charles are back at Sandringham after their ‘Royal Variety Riot’ in London in time for this evening’s Royal X Factor Party. They arrived in an armoured tank, just to be on the safe side. If there’s one thing Camilla cannot stand it is being poked with a stick. The DoE is back from his day in London and spent the entire evening poking her with a stick and laughing uncontrollably. She said that the car journey had turned out to be endlessly more entertaining than the Royal Variety Performance itself and that Simon Cowell had asked her if she’d appear in a new ‘Poke the Duchess’ TV series he’s planning for next year.

The Royal X Factor Party was a huge success. We combined it this year with Queen night and the household staff lined up to sing Queen hits in front of a panel consisting of oneself, the DoE, Prince Andrew and Princess Anne. One’s private secretary did a very emotional ‘Who Wants to Live Forever’, which brought everyone to tears.

11 p.m.: Finished the evening off with a constitutional number of martinis.

• Monday 13th December, 2010

‘Camilla, is that you in that vase?’

Empire of a hangover. Can’t remember a thing about last night but awoke this morning to find Linnet the corgi dyed pink and Camilla upside down in a giant ornamental vase, still smoking. Left her there for a bit, as she seemed quite content, and tucked into a DoE special fry up, consisting of essentially everything it is possible to fry. It’s something he learned from one’s late mother, HM Queen Elizabeth. She had something of a reputation in Royal circles for breakfasts on an epic scale.

Spent the day hoovering up sequins from last night and trying to wash the pink out of Linnet. Had Camilla extracted from one’s ornamental vase and sloped off for an early night (7 p.m.).

• Tuesday 14th December, 2010

‘Jemima Puddle-Duck (Mr Clegg) on the phone.’

Mr Pickles, the Communities Secretary, sent up a draft of the new localism bill. Wasn’t entirely sure what it was all about, to be honest, but made one handwritten amendment to introduce legislation requiring ‘Mr Clegg to be known henceforth as Jemima Puddle-Duck’, popped it in the red box and sent it back.

Read the police report on the student riots (or ‘unrest’ as they like to call it). They recommend one seriously consider a water cannon for future unruly behaviour. Seriously considering it for the next State Opening of Parliament.

Popped out in the afternoon for some more wrapping paper. Got stopped in WHSmith by a woman who said one looked just like Helen Mirren.

• Wednesday 15th December, 2010

‘Anne is reigning in Europe. Nearly partitioned Germany.’

7 p.m.: Had supper on a tray by the TV and watched a documentary about the House of Lords, which turned out to be an episode of Crimewatch. The DoE slept throughout the entire thing, awoke just before the end and declared, ‘That was good!’ before heading up to bed.

• Thursday 16th December, 2010

‘Mr Cameron on the phone. No idea what he’s talking about.’

The PM called for a tele audience. He chats away, but all one ever really hears is ‘blah, blah, blah, blah’. Still, gives one time to file one’s nails. Angled the camera at a painting of one looking attentive and popped out to shoot a pheasant or two for supper. Came back to find the PM still going.

Popped down to the kitchens to deliver the pheasant to find a footman and a kitchen maid in a compromising embrace. He said he was helping her to peel a potato, which one assumed must have been a euphemism. Asked her to pluck the pheasant and told him that wasn’t a euphemism.

Christmas presents

1. Anti-shine foundation make-up for Mr Cameron

2. Fisher-Price laptop for Mr Clegg (with animal buttons)

3. ‘My First Calculator for’ Mr Osborne

4. Nasal decongestant for Mr Miliband

5. Gun for the DoE

6. My Little Pony stable for Edward

7. Idiot’s Guide to the Constitution for Charles

8. 500 B&H for Camilla

9. Travel bag for Andrew

10. Hair curlers for Anne

11. Pippa Middleton for Harry

12. Ireland for William



• Friday 17th December, 2010

‘46p for a First Class letter? The DoE said he’d take it himself for less than that.’

Posted the last of one’s Christmas cards. One can see why one’s people are up in arms at the price increases: 46p for a First Class letter? One is seriously considering taking the ‘Royal’ out of ‘Royal Mail’. Although, come to think of it, that would probably mean Mr Clegg or Mr Cameron’s head on stamps and one couldn’t do that to one’s people. Besides which, there’s bound to be a law against using the images of small boys for commercial purposes.

Fortnum and Mason delivered a mammoth hamper as a Christmas gift to their sovereign. They send one every year and one likes to let the staff share it out between them. Have decided to get one’s Christmas puddings, which all the staff also receive as a present, from Tesco this year though to help with costs. Every little helps.

• Saturday 18th December, 2010

‘Camilla on the phone. Having a bit of a fire problem with Charles.’

Started the day with a bacon sandwich, a box of Norfolk biscuits and a pot of tea. Camilla called to say that she’d accidentally set fire to the Prince of Wales, but that she’d popped him in a bath of cold water and he seemed to be recovering OK. Was trying to make a crème brûlée, apparently. She said she’d keep a close eye on the situation overnight and that if things weren’t looking any better by the morning she could always pop out and buy a crème brûlée instead.

• Sunday 19th December, 2010

‘Quite frankly, the only place your head will be appearing, Mr Cameron, is on a spike on Tower Bridge. One can assure you.’

Got back from an early morning walk with the corgis and Mr Cameron called about the Royal Mail price increase problem. He said that he would completely understand if one thought it more appropriate for the Prime Minister’s head to appear on stamps if one did not want to be associated with such a price. Assured him that one’s head will continue to appear on stamps and the only place his head was likely to appear was up on Tower Bridge. He thanked one for being ‘very clear, as always, Your Majesty’ and said he had to rush off as Mr Clegg was picking at the wallpaper again.

• Monday 20th December, 2010

‘Christmas lights are up. There’s a bulb blown so the DoE is climbing the tree to locate it.’

Spent the morning in the loft looking for the Christmas decorations and had the family over in the afternoon to decorate the Royal Christmas Tree.

The Norwegians send a tree over every year, which is very generous seeing as one only sends them a box of Stilton and a bottle of port. Went through the usual ritual of putting up all the decorations before switching the lights on and then spending about three hours hunting for the one bulb that had blown, which is particularly difficult when one’s tree is approximately twenty five feet high. The DoE finally located the problem and the tree lit up like the Blackpool Illuminations. Caught Andrew round the back eating the chocolate bells, the little rascal.

We all sat round in the evening feeling very Christmassy and eating nuts. No one likes nuts and dried fruit at any other time of the year, but light up a Christmas tree and they can’t get enough.

• Tuesday 21st December, 2010

‘Yes, one is letting the Business Secretary stay, although stripped of all power and influence; a state altogether more suited to a Lib Dem.’

Woke to the news that Vince Cable had threatened to quit the Government. Amazing. It had completely passed one by that he was there in the first place. He was soon on the phone, apologising profusely – or something like that. One had actually popped him on hold and gone out for a quick walk with the corgis but he was still chatting away when one got back. Decided to let him stay on as Business Secretary, although stripped of all power and influence; a state altogether more suited to a Liberal Democrat.

Took pity on the Government and decided to distract the media for a while by announcing a second Royal Wedding: one’s granddaughter, Zara Phillips. One has agreed that she can marry that Rugby chap on the express condition that he gets his nose sorted beforehand. One can simply not have him marrying into the Royal Family looking like a butcher’s window. Nice chap though, and the DoE says he’s a ‘bloody good Rugby player’. Anne is over the moon. May as well get two Royal Weddings out of the way in one year.

Zara says she’d like to get married in Scotland, which means we’ll be able to dust off the official Scottish titles (Prince Charles uses the title the Duke of Rothesay while in Scotland. He also has the titles Earl of Carrick and Baron Renfrew, Lord of the Isles, and Prince and Great Steward of Scotland – although we don’t use that one much as it encourages Scottish republicans; Camilla is known as the Duchess of Rothesay, and Princess Tartan; and Prince Andrew has the title Earl of Inverness and Baron Golf. And of course the DoE is still the DoE.)

Spent the afternoon reading the State Papers (otherwise known as the racing papers) and retired with a large gin, happy in the knowledge that politicians of all political hues can be relied upon to be complete and utter idiots and that one’s beautiful granddaughter will never again tap one up to pay for Rugby World Cup tickets.

• Wednesday 22nd December, 2010

‘Half a bottle of gin down and feeling positively unconstitutional. Another glass or two and one may have completely forgotten about MPs.’

Up early for a long walk with the corgis. Popped in on one’s estate manager for a cup of coffee and a Custard Cream. He said Jeremy Hunt should make the decision on Mr Murdoch’s proposed takeover of BSkyB. Sounded like a sensible idea, so one texted Mr Cameron on the way home to suggest it. He’s a sensible chap, one’s estate manager. Although to be fair his ‘Poll Tax’ idea in the nineties didn’t go down well. Poor old Mrs Thatcher never recovered. Still, as one always says, no idea is a bad idea.

Back in time for lunch and, after half a bottle of gin, found oneself feeling positively unconstitutional. Another glass or two and one may have completely forgotten about MPs. Decided to retire early and watched a few Open All Hours DVDs in bed.

• Thursday 23rd December, 2010

‘The Pope has recorded a piece for Radio 4. Nice that the Catholics are catching up – in some respects, at least.’

The goose has arrived. The DoE says it’s the biggest bird we’ve had at Sandringham for Christmas since the Duchess of York. Andrew’s offered to do the stuffing. The Pope texted to say he’s recorded a Christmas piece for Radio 4. One pointed out that the Supreme Governor of the Church of England has been broadcasting at Christmas for decades. Still, nice to know that the Catholics are catching up. One’s always been ahead of one’s time. The DoE puts it down to a fast watch.

Wrapped the last few presents before dinner. Had to have someone pop out for more wrapping paper for Camilla’s. Worried that might have overdone it, but the DoE thinks she’ll have them all smoked before Easter. Bought Charles a battery-operated lettuce that talks back.

• Friday 24th December, 2010 – Christmas Eve

‘The Middletons have sent a Tesco Value Hamper up to Sandringham. Awkward.’

Declared Christmas Eve officially open from the Royal Bed. Wonders of technology mean it’s possible to reign in sixteen sovereign states without actually moving a muscle. Of course, as Supreme Governor of the Church of England, one is somewhat in charge of Christmas so one likes to take an active interest and make sure it all goes according to plan.

Mr Clegg called to say he’d bought a packet of mince pies and a bottle of sherry for Father Christmas. Camilla called to say she’d left her stockings on the end of the bed.

Closed the UK at midday so one’s people could do some last minute shopping. Popped down to the kitchens to check on Christmas lunch preparations, only to find that the Middletons had sent over a Tesco Value Hamper. Awkward. Wonder if it’s too late to send them a Christmas card? Probably best not to encourage them: in-laws and stray cats and all that.

The Royal Family started gathering from about 4ish. One’s having a political-themed Christmas fancy dress party this evening. The DoE is going as Santa’s Little Helper (Mr Clegg), Andrew as Scrooge (Mr Osborne), Charles as the Ghost of Christmas Past (Mr Blair), and Edward as the Christmas Fairy (David Laws).

The Prince of Wales has recorded a Christmas message. He’s brought it round on DVD. We’ll put it on after lunch tomorrow and pretend it’s on TV.

11 p.m.: A couple of Snowballs by the tree and off to bed.

• Saturday 25th December, 2010 – Christmas Day

‘Listen up, people of the United Kingdom and Commonwealth. One shall address you at 3 p.m. and one’s expecting a larger audience than EastEnders.’

Yea, Lord, we greet thee, born this happy morning! Woken up by Edward jumping on one’s bed at about 6 a.m. He does get excited at Christmas. We all traipsed downstairs for presents and bacon sandwiches around the tree before heading off to church. The DoE had bought one a cattle prod for use at the State Opening of Parliament. After all these years of marriage he knows just what one wants for Christmas!

Back from church and settled down for one’s Christmas message before lunch. One had recorded two Christmas messages this year: one about sport and one declaring a return to absolute monarchy and revoking independence around the world. Only decided to broadcast the sport one this morning; didn’t want to spoil Mr Cameron’s Christmas by kicking him out on his arse.

One always gets a larger audience than EastEnders but it’s never publicised. Don’t like to let one’s people and politicians know the true extent of one’s popularity. They might find it threatening. Put Charles’ Christmas message on the DVD. We go through this every year and no one ever mentions that it’s not actually being broadcast.

Andrew had given the goose a good stuffing and the DoE carved and handed around plates. Usual argument over who does and doesn’t like sprouts, and party hats all round. The DoE says a party hat is the closest Charles will get to a crown for a while. Camilla led a game of charades, which the DoE managed to win despite sleeping through about 90 per cent of it, and we all settled down for a night in front of the TV.

• Sunday 26th December, 2010

‘The DoE has got a fried breakfast on the go.’

Woke up with a colony of midgets hammering nails into one’s head. One is never doing Snakebites again. Ever. The DoE got a light breakfast of bacon, sausages, eggs, beans, potatoes, fried bread, mushrooms, tomatoes and black pudding on the go and we all began to come round. Goodness knows what happened to Camilla. She was singing the National Anthem and swinging from a chandelier when one went to bed. The DoE has gone out with the corgis to see if they can find her.

Charles has broken his talking lettuce already. He’s only had it a day. The DoE says he should never have watered it.

Bubble and squeak for supper, a few sweet sherries and an early night.

• Monday 27th December, 2010

‘Packed a few sandwiches of Christmas dinner leftovers.’

Up and out early for a walk with the corgis. One does love Sandringham at Christmas, although in hindsight one perhaps shouldn’t have taken the corgis out in the snow. Poor Monty jumped out of the Land Rover and completely disappeared. It took Camilla about half an hour with a spade before she found the poor thing.

Packed a few sandwiches of assorted Christmas dinner leftovers and wandered over to Wood Farm for a festive picnic lunch. We’ll be eating these for weeks. Have sent the PM a slice of Christmas cake in the post. Last year’s, that is. Well, it keeps, doesn’t it?

Spent the afternoon in front of the fire trying to thaw out Camilla and Monty.

• Tuesday 28th December, 2010

‘Royal game of Twister. Be careful Camilla, you’ll put your hip out.’

Decided to have a day in with the family. The DoE made everyone a continental breakfast of toast and jam and an English breakfast of bacon and sausage sandwiches and eggy bread, which got the day off to a good start. Camilla has finally thawed out after retrieving the corgis from the snow yesterday; although one’s a bit concerned she may have a touch of frostbite on her hands. She can barely hold a cigar.

Settled down for a game of Twister. Edward is the reigning champion, although all those years of ballet and yoga have put him at a distinct advantage. Camilla managed to get herself stuck in a rather unfortunate position, which was awkward. Thankfully, after several glasses of gin, and with the help of some WD-40, the DoE managed to pop her back into shape.

Spent the evening watching Charlie and the Chocolate Factory on TV. The DoE says if he ever finds out that Oompa Loompas actually exist, he’s having the entire House of Commons replaced by them. Looking into having existing MPs painted orange in the meantime.

• Wednesday 29th December, 2010

‘Text from Sir Elton John: “I’m a Queen Mother!” ’

Epic lie-in, which extended into the early afternoon. May well have stayed there all day if one hadn’t been rudely awoken by a text from Sir Elton John declaring, ‘I’m a Queen Mother, I’m a Queen Mother.’ One didn’t reply. Apparently he and David Furnish have adopted a baby. One can only imagine the sequins that child will have access to.

• Thursday 30th December, 2010

‘Yes, one is indeed a great-grandmother. And, for that matter, a great Queen.’

Princess Anne called first thing with the news that one is indeed a great grandmother. (And, for that matter, a great Queen.) Immediately wondered if that was the reason Zara was getting married, but apparently it’s Peter and Autumn Phillips who have had their first child. The DoE says he hopes they name her ‘Winter’ after Autumn. Much excitement in the Royal Household. There hasn’t been a new baby around since Mr Clegg was appointed Deputy Prime Minister. Wondered for a minute if perhaps Peter and Autumn were surrogate parents for Elton John’s new baby but Anne assures us that the timing is pure coincidence.

• Friday 31st December, 2010

‘One wouldn’t make you a pantomime dame, Mr Clegg. Maybe the arse end of a pantomime horse.’

New Year’s Eve. One has published the New Year’s Honours. Seriously considered making Mr Clegg a Dame (or a Deputy Dame).

Decided to make Annie Lennox a CBE for services to Scottish independence, prompting a text from the Pope: ‘Why?’ Very funny. Also published the New Year’s Dishonours, which this year went to the entire Cabinet and Richard Madeley. Decided in the end not to knight Mr Cameron, although there is a strong possibility that he’ll find his monarch visiting him with a sword before the year is out.

New Year’s Resolutions:

1. Cause one’s politicians as much misery as is Royally possible

2. Keep American independence under constant and very close review. Any sodding around and Obama is out on his arse

3. Order gin in bulk to save costs

4. Pop over to Ireland to collect the debt

5. Sort Bono problem

6. Sell France



In the United Kingdom and throughout the world, 2011 is celebrated as the ‘Year of the Queen’. This is the fifty ninth consecutive such year.

Had a small New Year Party at Sandringham for about five hundred close friends and family. All gathered around at midnight to pull party poppers. Apart from Andrew. He’d arrived in full military uniform and thought it more appropriate to go outside and fire a cannon. A couple of verses of ‘Auld Lang Syne’, which no one actually knows the words to but loves to hum, and dancing until the small hours.

• Saturday 1st January, 2011

‘I declare 2011 officially open. May God bless you. I wish you, and all those whom you love and care for, a very happy New Year. Elizabeth R.’

Queen Mother of all hangovers. Minor problem at Sandringham. Awoke to news that the DoE is stuck atop a statue, where he’s been since 3 a.m. apparently. Camilla noticed him, having popped out for an early morning walk. William came over with a helicopter and a bit of rope and we had him down by midday. No idea how he got up there but he said there was a wonderful view.

Mr Cameron called to wish one a Happy New Year. He was on the phone for about half an hour but all one heard was ‘blah blah blah blah blah’.

Had the family over for New Year’s Day lunch, although we were all somewhat subdued. Polished off the last of the Christmas Stilton in front of a special New Year edition of Who Wants to be a Millionaire? The DoE has applied every year but has never been selected to appear.

Spent the evening flicking through one’s diary for the year ahead: State Visit to Ireland, State Visit by the Obamas, two Royal Weddings . . . it’s going to be a busy one.

Shopping list

1. Case of gin

2. Ireland

3. BBQ Pringles

4. Nutcracker for audiences with the PM

5. Birthday present for Mr Clegg (special edition My Little Pony?)

6. Coco Pops

7. Crate of tonic

8. Dubonnet

9. That nice bit of Spain





End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OPF/cover.jpg
JUBILEE






OPF/titlepg_2line_logo.zoom2.jpg
HopDER G
sty





