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A quiet word about Between the Lines:



After the Battle of the Bottoms (you’ve read A Rumpus at The Bottoms ... haven’t you?!) the epilogue outlined what happened after it all died down.



BUT ... I have inside information.



Epilogue 2: Between the Lines, tells you what occured behind closed doors at the Houses of Parliament, and, if you can believe the News at Ten, it happens all the time!



Good luck!





KW Williamson



































Between The Lines

“Mr Speaker, I want to lead a cross-party debate about—”

“A cross-party debate?!” said the leader of the Incongruence Party as he propelled himself forward, grasping the dispatch box with his usual wanton abuse. “The Right Honourable Lady, the Prime Minister, has to understand, she has many questions to answer, long before starting a cross-party debate—”

“Sir, I am trying to reject the chaff of our archaic governmental system, and talk about the ingredients of change that are essential for—”

“The ingredients of—!”

“Order, order, order!”

Following the rules of tradition, pages of notes soared around the Chamber willy nilly, and the noise of the elected Members of Parliament was tumultuous. Geraldine’s knees wobbled after rising and settling a thousand times since breakfast, and she had had enough. With Jeffrey’s help, she had prepared a Strategy for Discussion about things that had fallen by the wayside for far too long. They had to talk now. There was so much futile waste in the pan! One powerful flush would eject all the Members into the sewage!

The hell with this, she thought. What would it mean, simply breaking a few rules? She had broken so many rules over recent months, maybe go for the big one. Upset everyone. What the hell? If she did nothing, she would be the first one down the pan.

She stood up. She waited. She paused, saying nothing. Mr Speaker had spoken, and they would all obey. The hollering dwindled to nil. She prepared to make that proclamation, that all-or-nothing demand for attention. She may fail, or be laughed out of the Chamber. She may be set upon by wolves, or dragged away by the doorkeepers. Regardless, she had made her decision.

Now there was silence. All eyes were on her. Her gaze crossed to the centre of the chamber. Not even a breath was heard. Nobody moved as they waited for that unbelievable declaration of dissent. And then it happened. She made it happen.

Geraldine crossed the line. The red line. Between the lines, those two red lines dividing the Chamber, she stood. A communal intake of breath, eyes wide around her, waiting for an explanation of this action. A moment struck dumb. And she still stood, hovered, between two swords, and considered the attested history of this very spot in the House.

No man’s land. Take no sides. Realise neutrality.

“I just want to talk.”

Her shoulders slumped. Her proud stature, fallen. Again.

“A chat, that’s all. About lots of things. We all have our views, our experience and knowledge. We’ve got to sort things out.”

Suddenly there was shouting from the back. “For God's sake, Geraldine! Wake up!”

“Geraldine! Geraldine! Wake up!” Jeffrey was shaking her shoulder. “You’re talking in your sleep.”

The trauma and stress of the day had knocked her out. She was lost in the world of sleep, dribbling down her chin. She really had got to sort things out—pull all the sides together.

But piggy in the middle was not the way to go.

***
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What a day, thought Jeffery.

A day when he had surreptitiously steered Geraldine into a meeting with a promise of more illicit money-making. Another proposal that would, indeed, line her pockets with even more gold. But the gilded lady was turned by both fiscal and fruity blackmail, and a poor choice of comestibles, to call a halt to her criminal onslaught*. Her penance? To continue her Ministerial duties under the guidance and direction of her trusted deputy. The new Regeneration Strategy had to be written and proposed to the House to avoid the Rose City tale being leaked to the daily papers – and before difficult questions could be asked.
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