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Dedication




This book is dedicated to Pam, my caregiver extraordinaire, 

without whom this book would not be possible.
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Chapter 0 – Before We Begin




This book works a little differently. It is not simply a string of words on a page, nor is it a solemn recounting of Trump’s State Visit. Heaven forbid. 

Each chapter begins with a video: short, absurd, and exactly as it should be. A refrigerator dancing. A fox hunt gone sideways. A flock of ravens with suspicious aim. You watch first, then read. That is the rhythm: watch, then read.



To see the videos, you have two easy options:




	Scan the QR code at the start of each chapter. Your phone will take you straight there.


	Or type the short link printed beneath it into your browser. Same destination, fewer gymnastics.





The words that follow each video are not captions, nor commentary. They are stories—told by a rotating cast: Trump himself (bragging badly), ghosts of Windsor past, an archivist or two, and yes, the royal corgis. Especially the corgis.

Why Windsor? Why Trump? Because there are few settings more dignified than Windsor Castle, and few intruders less so. Comedy, as they say, thrives on contrast.

So that is how this works. You will laugh at the video, then laugh again at the tale it inspires. It is part satire, part theater, part dog’s-eye history.

Enough said. The refrigerator is waiting.
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Chapter 1 – The Dancing Refrigerator


watch the video (0:10) before reading the chapter 





[image: image-placeholder]

Scan the QR code or click the short link below:


https://windsorstory.com/refrigerator


Every chapter begins with a short video. Don’t miss it.










  
  
Part 1 - The Refrigerator’s Memoir




I was never meant for diplomacy. I was built for cold storage, stainless steel on the outside, humming coils within, an unassuming citizen of the kitchen. My life had purpose enough: yogurt, leftovers, the occasional frozen pea. Yet somehow I was summoned to Windsor Castle, rolled across parquet floors as if I were a visiting dignitary. They polished my handle like a ceremonial sword. A footman even bowed. For a moment I believed I had been mistaken for someone important. 

I expected a quiet afternoon, humming softly in the corner, keeping salmon mousse at three degrees Celsius. But destiny had other plans. A hand landed on my side panel — firm, insistent, the kind of hand that believes everything in the room exists for its amusement. I flickered my interior light in protest. No one noticed.

Then came the spin. My wheels, which had not turned freely since the Obama administration, shrieked across the parquet. A tray of vol-au-vents took flight, three survivors later found intact beneath a drapery. My door swung open, revealing my contents to the Crown: a lonely jar of pickles and an apologetic wedge of Stilton. This was not the debut I had dreamed of.

My partner attempted a dip. A dip! Do you know what it means for two hundred pounds of stainless steel and freon to be tipped backwards without warning? I squealed. My compressor wailed like a bagpipe at a funeral. I thought I might never recover.

But worse than the mechanics was the style. My partner did not glide; he stomped. He twirled me like a tractor caught in a windstorm, then lurched forward as if wrestling invisible cattle. I tried to keep rhythm, humming a steady 60-hertz waltz, but every pivot rattled my coils and sent my ice maker into a crisis. By the third revolution, I was praying for an electrical short.

And yet, the audience. One lady-in-waiting clutched her pearls, then fainted directly into the canapé trolley. A harpist ducked. A junior equerry tried to applaud, then thought better of it. The silence of the room was punctuated only by the clatter of my shelves as condiments staged a revolt.

When it was over, I was abandoned mid-step, wobbling alone under the chandeliers. My light blinked like a dying star. Footmen rushed in, catching me before I toppled, and wheeled me unceremoniously behind the curtains. I returned to humming in obscurity, but never again with innocence.

History is not written only by generals or kings. Sometimes it is written by those who hum quietly in the background — until dragged into the spotlight, forced to dance, and forever remembered for their clumsy waltz.

I was built to preserve perishables. Instead, I preserved a moment — absurd, brief, unforgettable.








  
  
Part 2 - The Butler’s Confidential Letter




To Their Majesties,



As instructed, I record the incident that transpired in the east ballroom last evening. It is not in my nature to exaggerate, yet the events were so unusual that I beg your patience as I recount them fully.

At precisely 20:12, the distinguished guest entered wearing what can only be described as a lampshade upon his head. Such eccentricity might have been overlooked had he then taken his seat. Alas, he did not. His eye instead fell upon the refrigerator positioned discreetly near the buffet. (For the record: the refrigerator had been stationed temporarily to preserve the trifles and syllabub.)

With little ceremony, he advanced upon the appliance, grasped its handles, and urged it toward the center of the floor. A hush fell. Cutlery paused mid-air. A maid dropped an entire bowl of peas. Even the corgis, stationed dutifully nearby, barked once in alarm.

The guest proceeded to twirl with the refrigerator as though it were his partner. The effect was not graceful. Perspiration gathered on his brow, yet he congratulated himself audibly after each rotation. Several peers whispered that the refrigerator appeared to be leading. I regret to say I agreed.

The Archbishop attempted to resume his soup but abandoned the effort after a spoonful was flung from his bowl by the swaying pair. Lady Sarah covered her eyes with her napkin. The Duke of Kent muttered something about parquet insurance.

Matters worsened when the refrigerator, encouraged by momentum, drifted sideways into the dessert table. One trifle was lost beyond recovery; another collapsed like a punctured balloon. The guest declared this “a tremendous success” and clung to the appliance with such devotion that two footmen could not separate them.

Eventually, the orchestra, showing admirable initiative, ceased playing altogether. Silence fell, broken only by the squeak of the refrigerator’s wheels and the guest’s heavy breathing. At last, the appliance came to rest near the dais, where it seemed almost relieved.

Cleanup required three maids, two footmen, and one very steady page. I have directed that the refrigerator be returned to the kitchens immediately and that henceforth no appliance, however practical, be left within reach of the parquet floor.



I remain, as always, your obedient servant,

— The Butler of Windsor










  
  
Part 3 - The Corgis’ Council




We are corgis. For those unfamiliar, we are dogs — small, sturdy, with ears too tall for our short legs. Imagine a bread loaf with fur and you’re close. We once belonged to the late Queen Elizabeth, and some of us remain at Windsor. Tourists squeal, “Oh, the corgis!” as though we are museum pieces. We allow this. The squeals usually end in biscuits. 

That evening, chaos arrived in the ballroom: a man in a lampshade, locked in a clumsy embrace with a refrigerator. The Windsor Corgi Council was summoned at once. Our mission: observe, report, and, if possible, acquire snacks.

From our vantage point — twelve inches above the parquet — the refrigerator was magnificent. Towering. Shiny. Cold. A fortress on wheels. We circled like furry sentries. One barked. Another wagged so violently he toppled sideways. A third memorized everything for use in future sausage negotiations.

The man twirled. The refrigerator resisted. Then, astonishingly, it swayed. Only slightly, but enough. To us, it was clear: the refrigerator was leading.

Leadership is sacred among corgis. Normally it belongs to whoever holds the treats. Tonight, hierarchy shifted. The refrigerator had earned status. It moved with dignity, unbothered by the man’s panting or the guests’ confused applause.

When the music ended, the humans muttered and clapped without conviction. We corgis convened a council immediately, right there under the banquet table. After spirited debate, we voted unanimously: the refrigerator was worthy of respect. A motion to grant it “Honorary Corgi” status passed 7–0, with one abstention (he’d found a sausage and was distracted).

Later that night, we returned to inspect our new ally. We sniffed the chrome, licked the handle, and left pawprints on the polished door. The refrigerator did not object. Such patience only confirmed our decision.

Our minutes record it plainly: Saturday — observed refrigerator dancing with uncommon grace. Refrigerator approved. Man questionable.

History may forget. Humans often do. But we corgis remember. And in the secret ledgers of Windsor, the refrigerator stands beside us.








  
  
Part 4 - Epilogue: The Refrigerator’s Fate




In the days following the incident, the refrigerator was quietly removed from the State Dining Room and placed under what officials called “administrative review.” For a week it sat unplugged in a side corridor, inspected by electricians, interrogated by clerks, and avoided by anyone with a sense of rhythm. 

Eventually a decision was reached: the appliance could no longer appear in public. It was too infamous, too conspicuous. Tabloids had already christened it The Waltzing Whirlpool. Rumors circulated that Netflix had inquired.

To avoid further scandal, the unit was reassigned to Balmoral, where it now chills pheasant pies and modest bottles of sherry. The staff there whisper that on quiet nights the refrigerator sways faintly, as if reliving its debut. Sometimes its compressor hums in 3/4 time, and the ice maker drops cubes in perfect rhythm, clink by clink, like applause from another age.

Thus the refrigerator endures: less an appliance than a legend, condemned to chill in exile, forever haunted by a dance it never sought.
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Chapter 2 – Fried Chicken





Watch the video (0:10) before reading the chapter.




[image: image-placeholder]






Scan the QR code or type the short link below.


https://windsorstory.com/friedchicken


Every chapter begins with a short video. Don’t miss it












  
  
Part 1 - The Fried Chicken Speaks




At last, recognition. For years I had been dismissed as picnic fare, greasy box-lunch filler, the guilty pleasure of motorway service stations. But that afternoon in Windsor Castle, beneath chandeliers and gilt-framed portraits, I ascended. I became cuisine, capital-C. 

The Beef Wellington had been rehearsing for weeks. Its pastry polished, its duxelles perfected, its mushrooms minced with the patience of monks. It expected the spotlight, of course. Wellington always does. Tradition is its whole costume. But tradition is heavy, and I am light — well, lightly battered.

I was brought in on a silver platter, golden-brown and glistening, the smell of seasoned triumph wafting ahead of me. Heads turned. Forks trembled. Even the corgis, wherever they were hiding that day, would have followed the scent. No one noticed Wellington’s sulk at the far end of the table. All eyes were on me, sizzling, unapologetic.

And then came the bite. Oh, what a bite. Crunch that echoed off vaulted ceilings. Juices that dripped like royal scandal. My skin shattered like fireworks over the Thames. For five seconds — the length of the video, but also eternity — I was the center of the state.

The Dignitary chewed with gusto, as though announcing to the world: this, this is the taste of triumph. A sauce boat wept with envy. A footman swore he heard applause, though it might have been just another drumstick hitting porcelain.

Of course, Wellington was furious. “Philistine,” it muttered from behind its pastry shell. But what could it do? I was hot, I was crisp, I was irresistible. Wellington is ceremony; I am joy. Wellington arrives with fanfare; I arrive with grease stains that people lick off their fingers.

They will try to write me off as a novelty, a culinary mistake. But the truth is clear: that evening in Windsor, fried chicken conquered the Empire. The parquet will forget the refrigerator’s dance, the staff will eventually forget the vol-au-vents that perished, but no one will forget my crunch.

I am not ashamed of my origins. Supermarkets, fryers, buckets emblazoned with grinning colonels — they are my heritage. Yet in that hall, for one glorious reel, I was crowned.

The Dignitary moved on, of course, as he always does. Attention span is not his strength. But I lingered. People rewound me, replayed me, shared me 16.5 thousand times. I am immortal now, encoded in pixels, replayed with glee by strangers around the globe.

Beef Wellington may return to menus, puffed up and arrogant. But I will remain the memory, the crunch that stole Windsor.
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