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Welcome

On 29 April 2011, ME4Writers held their alternative to the 
Royal Wedding... a Republican Picnic and Open Mic where open 
mic-ers were invited to share their words on weddings and royalty. 

The ME4Writers also brought along some words - but we threw it open 
to the audience. Reproduced here are some of the words.

The sun came out and we had a great time. 

Thanks to:

All those who read their words. 
Carlito Juanito for images: cover + pages 7/8 
Nikki Price for photos of the event

To find out more about future projects from ME4 please follow our 
blog:  me4writers.wordpress.com

© ME4Writers, 2011 
Please note - views expressed are those of individual writers and are not 
necessarily shared or endorsed by ME4Writers. Copyright remains with the author. 
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   “Kiss me Kate”, said Wills as he buffed up his black Church brogues, 
foot rakishly astride the Louis VIV Mater gave them for Christmas. 
Hand on one hip as the shoe brush passed with a flourish over his 
leathered toes, Kate registered once more that he was every inch a 
Prince.
   “Purple reign, purple reign...” She replied, adjusting her royal blue 
wrap-around over her size 4 figure.
   “Now we are married, Wills, things are gonna change around here! No 
more bullying me! I had enough of that at school!”
   Wills arrested his frantic brushing and stood up straight. The brush fell 
from his hand and his hand from his hip.
   “What do you mean, Catty my love?” He ventured, clearly astounded 
by her outburst.

Le Wedding Royal 
                      by Sarah March D’angelo
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Le Wedding Royal 
                      by Sarah March D’angelo

   Kate circled the palatial room, well it was Kensington, arms folded over 
her concave tummy. She wondered how best to explain to the poor fool 
how things were going to pan out from now on.
   “Auntie Sarah took Bea and I to a medium for a bit of a jolly laugh!”
Wills’ brow furrowed in a thunderous manner.
    “That ginger witch! How dare she interfere in my affairs!”
   He stomped around the room, much in the manner of his father, 
thumbs sticking out of his pockets. His growing turbulance nearly 
toppled a Ming vase from its place on the mantelpiece., though his 
excellent reflexes saved an expensive accident. Through the sashed 
windows, he noted ominous grey storm clouds scudding across the 
hoizon.
   Subdued, he faced Kate full on, hands back on Saville Row hips once 
more.
   “Well? What did she say?  This...median...mode..medium?” He 
chuckled to himself at his own rather clever wit.
   “Sit down, Wills. This may be hard for you to take. I am telling you in 
the best interests of our marriage and the country!”
   Kate laid her hand in a maternal manner on his shoulder. Wills 
crumpled visibly. He knew what he was going to hear. He collapsed on 
the Louis XIV, head in hands.
   “What did Mother say, Kate - tell me now.”
   Kate swirled the kick-pleat hem of her dress round to gaze at the 
clouds, and sure enough, spied a sun beam peeping through the April 
showers.
   Pensive but grounded, she gave it to him straight.
   “If this thing’s gonna work babes, you gotta keep it in your trousers 
and treat me like a Queen” Kate jerked her head from side to side in the 
atavistic manner of the ghetto.
   “If that’s what dear Mamma would have wanted, well, so be it Cattery 
my darling.”
   They kissed, to seal the deal.
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We watched it unfold on TV
The world stood still:
2 boys in a graveyard:
A flag at half-mast
The day’s viewing cancelled –
Replaced by tearful reports –
Nicholas Whichall being very sad. 

A few months later
I was on the bus.
The woman opposite me had a theory
She had awoken at exactly 
The moment the crash happened
The green LED of her alarm burned into her retina.
She believed it was the aliens
A conspiracy by the government 
and the CIA.

‘The aliens did it you know
I was abducted once
Many years ago:
I found myself awake
In the garden
Dew on my feet
Nightdress damp.
They had taken me up to the
Mother ship, 
Diana’s not dead,
she’s up there too.’

Her companion raised a weary eye, 
Winked and me and asked,
‘Why on earth – why?’
 

C
onspiracy theory: the truth is out there  

                                                                                                                                 by Sam
 H

all
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‘They need good people’ came the reply
‘And she was the best:
Then in a hundred years time
Humans will leave the earth for the sky,
Having used up all our resources,
Then in a hundred years time
Aliens will take back the barren planet, 
They’ll bring Lady Di back
She will rule on earth 
As she did so in heaven
Queen of hearts
And her alien empire.’

Sadly for the lady on the bus and other
conspiracy theorists I have but one reply:
Sorry, She did die.
 

C
onspiracy theory: the truth is out there  

                                                                                                                                 by Sam
 H

all
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Fairy Tale
                                        By Peter B. Carter
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   Once upon a time two people decided to get married. A man and a 
woman, by all accounts – which is one of the many configurations of 
organisms for which this particular act is feasible, if not always advisable.  
They were – so far as one could tell in that age of animatronics, CGI and 
PR – a happy couple. And why shouldn’t they be? They were healthy, 
attractive if you happened to like that sort of thing, and rich. Very, very 
rich. They were also loved by many. Mostly by people who didn’t know 
them at all, which is a little odd, but presumably also by some of those 
who actually did know them. All in all, it would be fair to say that they 
were human beings. Hurrah!
   Now, as has been mentioned, these two human beings were loved by 
many people who didn’t actually know them at all. It’s not that they were 
anonymous:  they had names, but then again most people did in those 
days. It’s just that, and their attractive-if-you-like-that-sort-of-thing faces, 
was all that most people knew about them. That, and the fact that the 
man’s father had magical gonads. As had his mother, as had at least one 
of his grandmother’s parents. Shortly after that, it gets a bit fuzzy as every 
now and then one family with magical gonads would replace another    
               family with magical gonads. Still, detours and schisms aside, if     
               you went back far enough you could trace the line right back to 
               the divine gonads of Odin and Thor.  
                      Once in a while, people who knew the family a little bit  
                             would hold a grand ceremony to reassure the people                         
                  who didn’t know them at all that the gonads were still magical  
            and thus that any children produced by those gonads would also 
             be magical. At least, their gonads would. And the people would 
               celebrate.  Just as they did the marriage of the happy, rich and  
    attractive-if-you-like-that-sort-of-thing couple. The wisdom of Odin 
might have been long gone and no one threw lightning around anymore 
              – at least not on live television, which was the proper place for 
                            celebrities and demigods – but they still had their 
                             gonads. And people do so love their magical gonads.

Fairy Tale
                                        By Peter B. Carter
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We had a big day off when I was small
Someone wrote “stuff the wedding” on a car park wall

It was about a girl with big bloomers and a see through skirt
And a bloke with big ears and a nicely pressed shirt

As she walked up the aisle in a crumpled dress
We sat in the garden and had egg and cress

They duly produced an heir and a spare
Then she sat on her own and he lost his hair

They both got around and the babies got bigger
The spare turned out ginger and we tried not to snigger

It ended in phone taps and headlines and divorce
So she went to the shops and he got on his horse

Start the car Henri before we’re missed
As you wish your highness but I’m far too pissed

Run rabbit run, the Di is cast
As a reporters car couldn’t get past

Crocodile red tops cry their princess is gone
Dupes at the gates and Elton fucking John

All they give is a circus and they take our bread
And demand our obedience when they die or get wed

Here we go again wearing a familiar ring
Now it’s my turn to write “stuff the wedding”
 

Stuff the w
edding  

                                                        by B
arry Fentim

an
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I want to believe I am part of the banquet. The halls. The frills 
the queen wears at her neck. All these dwarves with shoes 
the size of pears, the birds that glide in from the open door.   
Am I here? I have been summoned. I dance, I sing, I start
to tell a story but forget it.  I pour the royal laughter 
back and forth between two vials,
then drop them. Everything I do 
busts a gut. So funny, this sadness, my supposed 
charm. The fact that I enter on cue, as if I’m truly 
visible to the queen, her luxurious stillness,
her rosehips glow.  Me—I am a copper coin, 
a farthing, a slop-bucket. I am a dinner plate, 
a biscuit-tin, an ale house. I am anything you might wear 
on your head.  I am that last lover—no—
the first. I am the first, long-fallen lover. No—
I am you, when you thought that lover 
appeared and bowed in your name.

Anatomy of the Fool 
                                                        by Tara Moyle




