
Princess Lorry
“What about him, Phil? He’s cute!”

“I’ll take your word for it, ma’am. No, don’t...”
“Hey, you! Can you come here, please?”
“Me? Sure,” said the young man. “Ma’am,” he added when he saw the Princess and her escort.
“What’s your name, sir?”
“Um, Gilbert, ma’am. How can I help you? One of my pies, ma’am?”
“No thanks, Gilbert. Erm, you’re a commoner, aren’t you?”
“Er, yes, ma’am.” The boy’s brow furrowed.
“Ma’am…” Phil said warningly.
“How would you like to be the Baron of this place? What’s it called, by the way?”
“Ma’am, please…”
“That would be great, ma’am! My fiancée would love that! This place is called East Slumping, 

ma’am.”
“Your fiancée?” The Princess was disappointed.
“Ma’am, please! You can’t do that!”
“Can’t I, Phil? OK, sorry Gilbert. But anyway, can we please have, oh, a dozen of those pies. 

Assorted. They look tasty! And a dozen cakes, please. Assorted. Can you give them to my driver, 
please? He will pay you. Nice to meet you, Gilbert.”

“Certainly, ma’am. It will take me a few minutes.”
The Princess nodded, and she and Phil made their way back to the car.
A very pregnant girl came up behind Gilbert.
“Who was that?”
“Some bigwig. Maybe the Princess.”
“She wouldn’t come down here, would she? They bought some pies?”
“And cakes. She said something about me being a Baron. She must have been teasing me.”
“Mmm. ‘Baron of East Slumping’? Nah!”

***
“Well, that was a disaster, Phil.”

“Yes, ma’am.”
“How many boys did I talk to, altogether? Ten?”
“About that.”
“None of them really chatted to me, did they? I wonder why?”
“Well, it’s not surprising really, is it? You’re the Princess. They are just ordinary people. They 

were overawed.”
“Yeah,” said Princess Lorraine. “But stop calling me ‘ma’am’, Phil. We’ve known each other 

since we were kids.”
“OK, sorry Lorry. It’s hard when I have to call you ‘ma’am’ all day. But anyway, I have to give 

my report. I’ll see you at the ball, later.”
“OK, Marquess.”
“Huh!” He smiled as he left.

***
“Phil! Help! Talk to me for a minute!”



He’d passed her as she made her way from the main ballroom to the annex where there was a 
buffet for those who preferred to browse for food themselves, rather than feed from the trays that 
the waitresses were carrying through the throng.

“What’s up, ma’am.” They were in public.
“If I meet one more Lord’s son or Baronet’s son, I’m going to scream. ‘I’m George, son of the 

Duke of Flooflah, and my ancestors go back generations. We have land in Googar Province and the 
biggest mine in the Woowah Region’,” she mimicked “And so on and so on.”

Phil laughed. “Yeah, I saw. You were practically sprinting from place to place. But 
diplomatically. Were they really all like that?”

“Almost. One or two seemed OK, but I couldn’t stop to chat! And that Lord Robert 
Whatzisname! Laughs like a donkey! I can hear him now over the din.”

“Yeah. Bob. Lord Beaufield. I went to school with him. He’s always been like that, but he’s a 
nice guy, actually. It’s a nervous habit, that laugh.”

She considered. “Hmm. Poor guy. But still. I’m going to tell Dad that I’ve got a headache. He’ll 
know I’m not telling the truth, but he’ll understand.”

Phil squeezed her hand and nodded, and she smiled at him and left.
***

“What am I going to do, Phil? I have to get a husband and quick, or Dad is going to insist I marry 
some dope that he has picked out for me. I want to marry someone who I love and who loves me! 
It’s too hard.”

“Well, Lorry, the problem is that you are too well-known. In the Court everyone knows you’re 
the Princess, and outside of the Castle you have an escort everywhere you go.”

“That’s true! I can make them stay behind!”
“It’s not as easy as that. You’ll still look like a Princess.”
“Oh yes. True. I’ll see if Sophie will lend me some dresses. She’s a maid. She’ll have ordinary 

clothes.”
“I hope you will ask her nicely?”
“Of course I will.” She was offended by the question.
“You need to be out of the Castle for a few days, at least, to give you time to find a suitable 

husband. I know just the place, but, you know, Lorry, it won’t be as comfortable as your rooms in 
the Castle.”

“Oh, yes! A cute little cottage with roses round the door.”
“Erm, perhaps.” The cottage Phil was thinking of was not cute, but it was serviceable. “It doesn’t

have flush toilets and has only well water.”
Lorry was not deterred. “It sounds amazing! I’ll go there tomorrow! Err, where is it?”
Phil smiled. “I’ll take you. You’ll need to pack. I’ll get my sister to advise you.”
“Good idea! Thanks!” She flung her arms around Phil and hugged him. “You’re my best friend!”
He kissed the top of her head.

***
“Hey, Phil, a word, please?”

“Your Majesty?”
“So, how’s it going with my daughter? Is everything going to plan?”
“Yes, sire. She’s agreed to spend a few days at my Gran’s cottage.”
The King nodded. “Good, good. Oh, why don’t you ‘smuggle’ her out of the Castle?”
He winked, and Phil laughed.
“A great idea, sire. And no doubt you will ground her for something just before that?”



“Yes, yes. Excellent. Well, please keep me informed, Phil.”
“Sure, sire.”
“Erm, Phil?”
“Yes, sire?”
“How long will she last, do you think?”
“Three, four days?”
“Mmm. I think you are about right.”

***
“This is it?” asked the Princess, a day or two later.

The cottage was not surrounded by flowers, but maybe in spring it would be. A few tiles were 
missing from the roof, and the gate shrieked like a banshee when they opened it.

“It’s wonderful, Phil! Wonderful.”
“Er, yes. I’ll take your bags upstairs for you. Only two bags?”
His Gran had left the place a bit untidy, and it was dusty, too, but Lorry didn’t seem to notice. 

His Gran seemed to collect pans and there were dozens of them, stacked up on all the flat services.
“Thanks, Phil. I’ll make a cup of tea.”
When he returned from dumping her bags, she was looking at the big range and looking puzzled.
“Wow! It’s more complicated than I expected. How do I light it?”
“I’m not sure. We had an electric range at home, but I think Gran…”
He pulled open a door in the range. “No, that’s for cooking. Ah, this one!”
He started to lay the fire while she watched closely.
“Ah, I’ve seen the maids laying the fires back home! I can do this,” she said confidently.
“It’s best to keep it alight all the time. It’s heating as well as cooking.”
“Ah, thanks. I will.”
Soon the fire was starting to catch and Lorry went to the tap for water. She turned it on and it 

went “Glurk!” No water came out.
“Oh, Gran has a water tank, but you have to fill it from the well,” Phil said.
They went to the lean-to shed and Phil rapped on the water tank.
“Boing!” it said.
“Dry,” he confirmed.
“Yeah, the gauge round here agrees. What do we do?”
“Pump,” Phil said.
He started pumping the crank and soon she reported that the gauge was moving.
“Let me try, Phil, please. I’ll have to do it when you aren’t here.”
“Sure.”
She pumped with enthusiasm for a while until he stopped her.
“That should do, Lorry. The gauge reads half full, and as long as you’re careful that should last 

you for now.”
“That wasn’t too bad. I should be able to handle that.”
“It might become a bit of a chore, Lorry.”
“Yeah. Never mind. I’ll cope.”

***
“How long has it been now, Phil?” asked the King.

“A week. I’m surprised.”
“Yes, But our agents say that she seems to be doing OK.”
“I’ll visit her tomorrow, sire.”



***
“I’ve finished the hedge at the bottom of the Twelve Acre field, Mr Braddick. Have you got 
anything else down at that end?”

“Well, there are the drains down there, Jones. I’ve been putting it off, ‘coz it’s a nasty job.”
“No worries, Mr Braddick. Just let me know what you want done.”
“Mmm, Smith is doing a great job at the other end of the farm. But you want to work down 

there?”
“Yes, sir. We told you when we offered our services that one of us would be working down 

there.”
Mr Braddick laughed. “Yeah, and you showed me your Security Service cards too. How could I 

refuse?!”
Jones smiled. “But you’re getting stuff done that you’ve been putting off for years.”
“Yeah. And I’m getting it done practically for free! I’m very grateful.”
Jones strolled down to the south end of the farm. Down there, he had a good view of the cottage 

that the Princess was using and smiled. Then he shouldered his shovel and considered the problem 
of the drains.

***
Phil knocked on the door and a girl opened it. Phil’s jaw hit the floor. The girl was wearing jeans 
with a tear above the knee. She had a woolly sweater on that was a little grubby. Her belt was a 
piece of orange string. Her hair was pulled back into ponytail, and she wore no makeup.

“Lorry?”
“Yeah! Phil! Come in. Come in.”
Phil walked into the cottage. When he got to the living area, he stopped.
“Wow!” he said.
“What do you think, Phil?”
“It’s different! Where have all the pots and pans gone? Is that a spice rack? That’s Gran’s table, 

isn’t it? But someone has stripped it and re-polished it. Boy, everything is tidy! Mmm! Are you 
baking bread?”

“Oh, yeah! Just a minute!”
She grabbed a cloth and pulled a tray of three loaves out of the oven and put them on a cooling 

rack.
“Three loaves?”
“Yeah, one for Mr Jenkins. One for Mrs Burgess next door. One for Mr Simpson down the lane. 

Tea?”
“Please. So how have you been getting on?”
“Well, you remember when you left me here? I got a bit sad, but then Mrs Harris came round. 

She brought me a cottage pie! I made her a cup of tea and we chatted. I asked her how she made the
cottage pie, and she invited me round to her place. We made a pie together!”

“Didn’t she wonder why you couldn’t cook?”
“Oh, everyone knows I’m from the Castle! They think I was a lady in waiting, or something. 

Jenna, Mrs Harris’ daughter, she helped me tidy up this place. She said ‘You won’t have done any 
house work, would you?’ I agreed. They’ve all been so helpful! Come and look at the garden!”

Phil remembered his Gran’s garden. Most of it had been taken over by a fierce tangle of 
brambles. What he saw was a neatly dug plot, with seed packets on sticks, and poles neatly arranged
for the future bean plants.



“Roger, Mrs Midden’s son dug it for me. Mrs Midden is next door on the other side. She taught 
me some dress making, but she was impressed by my sewing skills, she said. I like embroidery and 
I decorated some of her dresses. Everyone round here has been really helpful.”

“Wow!”
“Anyway, have some tea and a biscuit.”
The tea was fine, but the biscuit… It was rock hard and Phil couldn’t get his teeth into it.
“Yeah, I know,” said Lorry. “They’re bad, aren’t they? Mrs B, next door, is going to teach me 

how to make them properly. But it seems I’ve got a knack for bread. Lots of people round here are 
buying my bread!”

“Lorry, you’ll have to come back to the Castle some time.”
She sighed. “Yes, I know. But it’s so nice here. I told everyone that I’ll have to go back, and they 

all tell me that they will miss me. Roger will look after the garden for me, he says.”
“’Roger’. You came here to get away from the Castle and look for a husband. Have you had any 

luck?”
She laughed. “Roger is married and I met his wife. She’s nice. No, I’ve not met any possible 

husbands.”
“Well, I have to get back.” Phil stood up.
The Princess stood up too, and moved towards him. He wrapped her in his arms, and she smiled 

up at him.
“Sometimes you need to take a step back to see what’s in front of you,” she said, and kissed him.

***
“So she’s happy down there?”

“Yes, sire. And she’s made friends with all her neighbours.”
“They think she is a lady in waiting, I believe you said.”
“Yes, sire.”
The King stroked his beard. “She’s surprised me, I must admit. I’m proud of her, though. But she

has to come back. Please tell her next time you see her, Phil.”
He paused. “No, I mean, please ask her to come back. I won’t order her! Tell her I miss her.”
“I will do, sire.”

***
“Cake?”

“Yes, please, Lorry.”
They looked at the cake. The outside was a little dark, while the middle had slumped a little. It 

tasted pretty good, though.
“Mrs B, next door, says that my oven was too cold when I put it in, and I turned the oven up too 

far. She says it’s hard with a range like mine. The next one is going to be better!”
“Lorry, you need to come back to the Castle. Your Dad is asking when you are coming back. 

He’s missing you.”
“I see,” said the Princess quietly. “What about you, Phil? Are you missing me?”
He stood up. “Are you kidding me?”
He moved to her and took her in his arms. “There’s only one thing stopping me proposing to you

right now.”
“What? What’s that?” She looked shocked.
“You’re a Princess and I’m only a Marquess. Protocol says that you should propose to me.”
She punched him hard in the stomach.
“Ooof! Why did you do that?”



She looked furious. “Protocol! Propose to me right now, or I will have Dad send you somewhere 
horrible!”

“What?” He gathered his senses. “Uh, Lorry, Princess Lorraine, will you please marry me?”
“Of course I will, you idiot! I wish I’d guessed what the problem was!”
“I was waiting for you, and you were waiting for me? To propose I mean?”
She kissed him. “Yes, you dimwit!”
“How long have you been waiting for me to propose to you?”
“Since my Dad started suggesting that I should think about getting married for the Crown’s sake!

I just wanted to be proposed to. By you, Phil. I started thinking about the boys I knew, and I knew 
that you were the one that I wanted. I started this whole ‘looking for a husband’ thing hoping that it 
would trigger you into action. I am so mad!”

He wondered if he should point out that girls sometimes proposed to their boys these days. He 
decided not to mention it.

“Promise me that you won’t get madder?” he requested.
“Why? Why should I?”
“Well, um, a while back, I went to see your Dad.”
“Hmm?” Her voice was tinged with suspicion.
“I asked him what he would think about us getting married. He thought it was a good idea. 

‘You’ve known her since you were kids. Besides, I’ve known your family for ages. You’re good 
people.’ he said. He was the one to point out that you should propose to me, and not the other way 
round.”

“Grr! So you were conspiring behind my back? You asked him first?”
“Err, yes. That’s why he started to suggest to you that you needed a husband. Arrgh!”
She had charged at him, and he fell back on the sofa. She fell on top of him.
“I don’t know who is the dumbest, you or my Dad! There is no such protocol! I think that he was

teasing you! And I’m supposed to be the dumb one!”
“You’re not dumb.” He kissed her, which effectively shut her up and calmed her down. But after 

a few minutes she pushed him away and stood up.
“Anyway, Phil, could you go down to the local shop and buy a bottle of wine, please? We have 

to celebrate!”
While he was away on his errand, there was a knock on the back door?
“Come in!” she called. “Oh, hello Mrs B.”
“Hi Lorry. Here are the veges from our garden for you.”
“Thanks, Mrs B. How much do I owe you?”
“You have a loaf for me? That’s just two dollars then. Has your boyfriend gone?”
She paid Mrs B. “Yes, but he’s just popped down to the shop. He’ll be back in a minute. He’s not

just my boyfriend! He’s my fiancé! He just proposed.”
“Congratulations, dear! You make a nice couple.”
“Thanks, Mrs B!”

***
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