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INSTRUCTIONS FOR ASSEMBLING YOUR POCKET PLAYHOUSE
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You will need:


A sharp knife


Glue


Complete sobriety, dedication, and commitment


Planning permission


Heritage Lottery Fund grant


Potential patrons of high net worth wearing black tie, together with prosecco, canapés, waiters, security staff, and charity auctioneer


Assembly


Soak the potential patrons of high net worth PPHNW in the prosecco P and with the help of the charity auctioneer CA carefully separate from £££. 


While PPHNW are marinating, fold the planning permission PP along the dotted line DL, and insert the tabs T2 … Tx into the slots S4 … Qj. Using the glue G, stick sine K3 to cosine C4, being careful not to confuse K with K, or k with k.


Now install the fully automated lighting and air-conditioning system FALACS (not included), and bend sideways to look backwards while still being certain to face forwards.


You can’t do it …?


No, of course not. This is because you have stuck the flap Z to the coefficient of D, which is not what you were told to do.


So unglue it again … Unglue it … 


Come on, we haven’t got all night …


No luck …?


Oh, dear. You weren’t using Superglue, were you …?


You were. Of course. So now both the flap Z and the coefficient of D are stuck to your fingers FF. Also to your sleeve S and the cup of cold coffee CC left over from breakfast B.


So this is when you will need the sharp knife K. Which is where …?


You can’t find it. You know you put it down somewhere … In the old teapot TP, perhaps, where you keep the various 10-per-cent-off vouchers you always forget to use …? 


No, no, no – I was making a little joke J …


Oh, good, you’ve found K. And where was it, as a matter of interest …?


Right in front of your eyes EE. Exactly where you put it. Of course.


So now, with a quick stabbing movement of the knife K …


Oh no! Oh, for heaven’s sake!


Yes, but stop shouting and waving hand H about! Wound W is surely not life-threatening, and you’re getting blood B everywhere …!


Keep calm! Simply apply the plaster P to W …


P, P, P! P to W! 


I’m not shouting …!


All right, then – just chuck the whole thing into WPB and go to A & E … 
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Welcome aboard the London Heritage Experience, the tour that makes London’s history more historical than ever before!


We kick off in Piccadilly Circus, famous as the Heart of the Empire, though the Empire itself is now situated a few hundred yards away in Leicester Square (five screens, twenty screenings daily). The statue of Eros in the centre of the Circus takes its name from the courageous Cockneys celebrated in so many films about the Second World War.


Coming up on our right – Buckingham Palace, home of Britain’s world-famous Royal Family. The building is not the Elizabethan original, now in Texas, but an exact reconstruction made out of fibreglass by technicians from BBC TV’s historical reconstruction department, as are all the members of the family who appear on the balcony in front of it at times of national rejoicing. The originals have been removed to a former World War II air-raid shelter adjoining Clapham South underground station for safekeeping.


Fact: Britain produces more kings and queens than the rest of Europe put together. If you include princes and princesses, royal dukes and duchesses, and illegitimate but ennobled offspring, their accumulated tonnage exceeds that of Holland’s annual potato crop.


We are now passing through Pall Mall, notorious for the so-called gentlemen’s clubs that have proliferated in the area. The frontages are carefully anonymous, the drinks pricey, and the girls in very short supply. Tourists beware! Hands on your wallets!


On our left, the Houses of Parliament. ‘Big Ben’ is not the name of the tower, as most people believe – it’s the man who sells T-shirts on the stand outside. The clocktower itself is actually called Tiny Tim, and figures in TV adaptations of Dickens’s much-loved classic Little Nell. It’s interesting to note that most Members of Parliament have been convicted of offences of one sort or another, and attend the House on day release as part of an imaginative back-to-work scheme …


We are now entering the City, once world-famous as ‘the Square Mile’, now, thanks to a notorious ruling by the European Court, ‘the 2.59 Square Kilometres’. The hedge fund analysts and arbitrageurs you can see on their way to the local champagne bars are all played by out-of-work actors, or students doing work experience. The originals are in the Cayman Islands and elsewhere, enjoying their tax breaks and bonuses. Unless they’re in Zurich or New York, outraged that their bonuses are a few million pounds smaller than they surely have every right to expect.


On your left, St Paul’s Cathedral, one of the City’s famous churches, which include St John’s, St George’s, and St Ringo’s. A story whispered in the Cathedral’s Whispering Gallery will pass all the way round the dome, then through the Palace of Westminster, the clubs of St James’s and the champagne bars of the City, to end up on the front page of the following day’s Daily Mail …


Eyes right! – the Tower of London. Known by irreverent Londoners as ‘the bloody Tower,’ like all the other bloody towers on the London skyline. Originally planned to be fifty storeys high and shaped like a flattened beer-can, it fell foul of unimaginative early planning legislation. So many actresses playing Anne Boleyn have had their heads cut off here that if they were all piled on top of each other it would put the present building back in contention with the Gherkin and the Shard.


Fact: The famous Beefeaters guarding the Tower no longer eat beef! They were switched to a low-cholesterol vegetarian diet after the recent horse-meat scandal. 


We’re now passing Madame Tussaud’s. Many of the famous waxwork figures in here have been sold to collectors in America and replaced by the actual celebrities they represent, who are less likely to melt as a result of global warming, and who can in any case be more cheaply replaced.


If you look out to the left you can see … nothing, really, just at the moment, thanks to the traffic congestion! This is a reconstruction of what Lord Nelson could see when he famously put his blind eye to the telescope. A more-than-life-size fibreglass model of the original telescope forms the column on which his statue stands in Trafalgar Square.


Eyes shut, please, to avoid seeing the sheer ordinariness of the next few streets, which are still waiting to have some historical significance discovered, and suitable heritage sites constructed … 


Eyes open again! On your right is a typical English pub, the Ritz. If it hasn’t yet been the setting of a long-running TV series it soon will be. The name comes from the many writs for libel, breach of copyright, and inappropriate sexual behaviour that the series will give rise to.


Fact: The word pub is short for public convenience. Public conveniences were the forerunners of the modern convenience store.


The historic public conveniences on the left now house the National Museum of Public Convenience. They were used in the shooting of Jane Austen’s Wuthering Heights as the location of Nell Gwynne’s house … The costumes for the production cost £273,000.


On the right … Right, please, ladies and gentlemen! Not left! No looking left! The tableau on the left of police beating up demonstrators is merely part of reality, not of our national heritage! In any case the demonstrators are all really undercover policemen.


So, yes, thank you – on the right is the Royal Exchange, where Henry VIII used to swap his wives. If fibreglass could speak what a story it could tell for modern scriptwriters to improve upon!


Eyes left again, please! The scene on the right of people queuing for food handouts is merely part of a TV documentary, and entirely fictitious!


Fact: Queen Victoria took her title not from Victoria Station, as most people believe, but from the Queen Victoria pub in the Mile End Road, one of the so-called Inns of Court. She later married the landlord, Albert Hall, the youngest of the Five Singing Music Halls.


On your right is Ye Olde Curiosity Shoppe, the setting for a famous TV documentary about the killing of unwanted cats. 


Westminster Abbey, on your left, has been used as the setting for many TV spectaculars about the Royal Family. Visitors sometimes ask why the knave of the cathedral is so called. The name derives from the tomb of the Black Prince, otherwise known as the Knave of Spades. It has a famous echo. I’ll demonstrate. ‘Hello!’ Now – listen …


– ‘Hello! All our echoes are busy at the moment, but your call is important to us, and has been placed in a queue. It will be echoed as soon as possible.’


That’s all, folks! Hope you enjoyed the London Experience, the experience that enables you to experience the experience of actual experience! As you leave, notice the figure of a man by the door holding his hand out. This is not, as many people believe, a statue of Oliver Twist asking for more – it’s the real-life me, awaiting your kind appreciation.

















SO WHO IS SYLVIA?
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Darling, you remember Sylvia?


– Sylvia? Who’s Sylvia?


What do you mean, ‘Who’s Sylvia?’ That woman with the surname we can never remember. Anyway, I ran into Mildred today …


– You ran into Mildred?


Mildred, yes. Anyway, guess what …


– Hold on. It wasn’t Sylvia you ran into?


Sylvia? No – Mildred, Mildred! Why should I have run into Sylvia?


– Because you said did I remember Sylvia. But it was Mildred you ran into?


Mildred! Yes! 


– Mildred. Right.


And don’t start saying ‘Who’s Mildred?’ You know perfectly well who Mildred is. Mildred and Charlie! The Swains!


– The Swains? What, those friends of whoever it is?


Not their Swains! Our Swains! The couple who’ve had that great falling-out with the woman who used to be married to Jeremy someone.


– Jeremy someone? I thought he was called Simon someone?


Simon someone? You’re thinking of that man we met in Italy somewhere whose brother was called Simon, and he had some kind of thing with the wife of that man in the Department of whatever it was …


– Simon did?


Simon? Not Simon! The man whose brother’s called Simon! And whose cousin, incidentally, lives in the same street as her. 


– As Sylvia?


Darling, try not to be any stupider than God made you. The same street as Mildred! Don’t you listen to anything I say? Anyway, guess what …


– She’s dead.


Dead? Who’s dead?


– Mildred.


Mildred? Dead?


– Or Sylvia.


Sylvia? Why should Sylvia be dead?


– Yellow fever? Boredom?


Sylvia’s not dead! 


– Oh, good. I thought that’s what all this was leading up to. ‘You know Sylvia? Et cetera, et cetera. Et cetera, et cetera. Well … (Dramatic pause) … she’s dead!’ But she’s not dead? Sylvia?


Of course she’s not dead! In fact she and the Swains found themselves staying in the same hotel on holiday. That’s what I was going to tell you!


– Which Swains are we talking about now? Our Swains or the other ones?


Our Swains! Apparently she adores them. And all our Swains adore her!

















A KNIGHT TO REMEMBER
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Thank you so much, Your Majesty! A knighthood! It’s what I’ve always wanted!


I know you’ve got a lot of other people to knight this morning, and I don’t want to hold you up, but I do just want to tell you how really chuffed I am. Last year you knighted my old friend Bungo Woolenough – or Sir Benedict Woolenough, as you probably know him! – and when I had lunch with him the following week and the maître d’ said ‘This way, if you please, Sir Benedict,’ I thought, ‘Yes! I want one of those, please!’


I just can’t wait to phone him! ‘Bungo? It’s me …! No, not Cheesy! Sir Charles, if you please! Sir Charles Chedworth!’


It’s as good as a tonic! I feel like a new man! 


Though what I’ve done to deserve such a wonderful honour I really don’t know! ‘Services to business and international relations’ – oh, come on! I just did my bit to keep the UK tax avoidance industry on its feet. And, all right, yes – I helped out in my spare time with charitable work for distressed investors in the Cayman Islands. And if I only got paid a few measly millions for my efforts, who cares – I loved the work!


Anyway, if I may say so, Your Majesty, you performed the ceremony really beautifully! That sword of yours looks awfully sharp and I was just a little bit nervous that you might come down slightly off-centre and take a piece out of my ear! We’re none of us as young as we were! I know that if I’d been the one waving the sword about I might well have put Your Majesty’s eye out! So, well done, Your Majesty!


And I just love your palace …! Hold on a moment, though – someone tugging at my sleeve … 


You’re what …? An equerry …? Nice to meet you! I’m Charles. Or rather Sir Charles! I haven’t got used to it yet …! And you’re …? Lieutenant Colonel Sir James Trouser? So – Jim, then, if I may, as one knight to another …! Her Majesty’s got other people to knight? I know she has! But, Jim, I’m sure we were both brought up always to say thank you to our hostess!


Where was I, Your Majesty? Oh, yes, your palace! You’ve done it up really beautifully! Such tasteful furnishings! And paintings by some really top-class artists that even I’ve heard of!


Oh, and your crown! It goes so well with your dress!


I’m coming, Jim, I’m coming … So, Your Majesty, thank you for everything. The canapés were delicious! Did you make them yourself …? No, of course not. Well, then, you must let me know the name of your caterers! 


I have to go, Your Majesty. Apparently. Your friend Jim here is being very pressing … I’m sure that Bungo – Sir Benedict – would have sent his love if he’d known I was going to be seeing you …


All right, Jim, take it easy – no need to twist my arm behind my back … So give me a call, Your Majesty, when you’re a bit less busy, and come and see us. Edna – Lady Chedworth! – is dying to meet you, so bring the Duke and we can all four of us have a nice relaxed cup of tea together.
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