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To Alisha – my little Princess
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Introduction

In recent months it has emerged that Prince Charles has long been in the habit of writing highly opinionated letters to various government ministries and departments. This revelation has provoked anxious debate as to whether the Prince is exceeding himself in attempting to influence policy in this way. Is he overstepping his constitutional bounds, or quite properly and democratically airing his views as Prince of the realm and concerned citizen?

   Certainly, there have been calls for the letters to be made public in order that their contents can be laid open to wider scrutiny. And now, thanks to one of the most extraordinary leaks of modern times, we can see, for the first time, the full extent of the Prince’s tireless epistolary efforts.

   It was approaching 5.45 in the evening, just as staff were leaving for the day, when a stooped, haggard fellow with the elegant but harassed air of a gentleman’s personal gentleman appeared, unannounced in the office doorway at Aurum’s publishing HQ. Reception hadn’t buzzed him up – it later turned out that he’d slipped in via an open window in the back alleyway. Half-hiding his face in his lapels, he scuttled up to reception, deposited a jiffy bag on the desk, mumbling something about a ‘package from his employer’, then scuttled off, out the doorway and down the stairs with the alacrity of a cockroach. An Aurum editor gingerly approached the package, which, it turned out, contained a memory stick. On that memory stick were discovered scanned-in copies of hundreds of letters sent by Prince Charles, spanning seven decades. The decks were immediately cleared at Aurum – all staff were tasked with poring over this remarkable cache of material.

   Even at first glance, it was clear that this was a veritable trove. What was most remarkable was the sheer breadth of Charles’s addressees. Up until now, he was thought to have confined himself to writing to government. As well as Presidents, Prime Ministers and his Holiness the Pope, we now see that he has long considered it his business to write to a whole range of public figures from the worlds of sport, popular music, the arts and show business. From Tracy Emin to Sir Alex Ferguson. From Fiona Bruce to Michael McIntyre. From Lady Gaga and Justin Bieber to Harold Pinter and Charlie Sheen. He has taken the trouble, as future King, to establish a rapport with these famous individuals, express his admiration, give career advice where appropriate, attempt to involve them in his own good works (Outward Bound, the Prince’s Trust) or simply to ask them who, exactly, they are.

   There are recurring correspondences. He has a jovial, backslapping rapport with former Deputy Prime Minister John Prescott, for example, to whom he writes frequently, although sadly we are not privy to Mr Prescott’s responses, if any, to the Prince’s thoughts and suggestions. His Highness also corresponds with regularity to Eileen Derbyshire, better known as Coronation Street’s Emily Bishop, whom he appears to regard as a mother figure, of the sort he perhaps lacked in his formative years.

   We see Charles at his best tussling with the great minds of the day, including Jean-Paul Sartre on the topic of existentialism. As he patiently explains to the Frenchman, it’s not just about ‘being’, it’s about ‘doing’ – getting things done – the Charles philosophy, arguably the superior one, in a nutshell. He also upbraids Sir John Betjeman and Ted Hughes when he suspects that their hearts are not always in the verses they submit when called upon to commemorate important Royal occasions.

   For Charles, correspondence is a means of expressing his most profound speculations about life, the Universe, the self, the soul. Hence letters addressed to Mankind, to the leader of any party of aliens to have established first contact with planet earth, to God and to the plant kingdom, with whom Charles has long pressed for a meaningful dialogue.

   A picture emerges, too, of Charles’s family, through illustrative anecdotes peppered throughout the correspondence and in letters to the likes of HRH Princess Anne, the late Queen Mother, Prince Philip and the Queen herself. At times we sense a certain distance in these relationships and yet they prove revealing of precisely the level of esteem in which Charles is held by other Royals, even if that level is not always high.

   Charles is also a man of paradoxes; one who believes that in order to go forwards we must go backwards, and that while there are many alternatives there is, in the case of the Monarchy, for example, no alternative. Charles is a man who is very, very concerned. About everyone and everything. And that concern invariably hovers around the level of tremendous, often hitting the heights of ‘extremely’. He at once avoids dogmatic, precise prescriptions and the woolly, bureaucratic rhetoric of inaction. Something, he says, firmly, time and again, must be done. What that entails is a detail he leaves to smaller men – technicians, functionaries and so forth.

   There cannot be discounted the possibility that the letters are not in fact, genuine; an elaborate literary hoax. Certainly, some of Charles’s correspondents appear to be under the impression they are counterfeit, to the Prince’s occasional exasperation, as it means his letters too frequently end up going ignored altogether.

   Surely, however, a hoaxer, motivated by malice and mischief, would not go to so much trouble to create the flattering and impressive picture that emerges of the Prince from these correspondences – a man constantly striving to get past the material distractions of modern life, back to the soil and to the soul, back to a golden age where balance and harmony were reconciled. A man not afraid to use what he calls the ‘non-intellectual realm’ of the mind, as inspired by his mentor Laurens Van Der Post. A man who at once strives to be an ‘ordinary chap’, as much a fan of Status Quo as the next, yet who deep in his heart realises that the role for which he is constantly grasping is potentially a huge one, embracing all faiths, all species, and which straddles both the material and non-material worlds.

   We must accept, then, on balance, that these are the definite article – but who was responsible for the leak of these letters, some written in Charles’s childhood, others composed only a few months ago? It seems hard to believe that it was any member of his staff, who at all times show themselves to be one hundred per cent amenable to absolutely every thought and idea expressed by their employer. This surely cannot be because they know, to coin a phrase ‘which side their bread is buttered’ but is more likely out of genuine inspiration at his Vision.

   Perhaps a clue lies in the note which accompanied the memory stick, only discovered days later, having dropped from the jiffy bag and become attached to the bottom of a chair leg. It is anonymous; it reads as follows:



To whom this may concern

  Look here, one can’t tell you how one got hold of these letters but, you know, I really think it would be appalling if they never saw the light of day. One has sweated over them – that is to say, Charles, sweated over them – and hang it all, some of us believe he’s a jolly misunderstood ‘fellow’, who ought to have been King a jolly sight sooner than he’s going to be, while Mama – his Mama, our Queen – continues to be so bally ‘stubborn’. Do what you will with these, there’s good fellows. You’d be obliging your future Sovereign, who knows nothing about all of this, but would definitely, absolutely approve. These letters show the real Charles – unlike myself, who is not the real Charles, I must make that clear. Nor is it either of my brothers, or my sister for that matter.



Yours, &c

Mr X



We may never know the true identity of ‘Mr X’. However, we are eternally in his debt for providing us with a quite extraordinary glimpse into the mental workings of our future King.



David Stubbs

July 2011


Leaders of Britain (For a Short While )





Harold Macmillan

10 Downing Street

London

England

21 November 1958



Dear Mr Macmillan





I’ve been thinking a lot about politics and I’ve decided that I’m a supporter of the Labour Party. I know you’re for the Conservatives, but that’s all right – it’s just that I’m for Labour.

   I think everyone should have absolutely equal shares. At the end of every month, they should count up just how much money the country has made that month, then take the number of grown-up people in the country and give each of them exactly the same amount. They could send them the money by postal orders with those whose names begin with ‘A’ to ‘D’ getting theirs on a Monday, ‘E’ to ‘G’ getting theirs on a Tuesday, and so on to stop there being queues at the Post Offices.

   Of course, the Royal Family would have to get extra because we’ve got special duties and things we need to look after, like the Crown, the Throne and all the dogs, but I think it would work jolly well for everyone else. Oh, and everyone should wear top hats, not just the posh people … and they should be MADE to wear them, even if they don’t want to, because that’s being equal.



Yours, in equality

Master Windsor (Charles)



Harold Macmillan

10 Downing Street

London

England

13 October 1961



Dear Mr Macmillan



In our Geography class we had to read up today about the population explosion. Our teacher says we are making too many babies. If there’s a population explosion, I don’t mind sharing my room with Andrew but I’m NOT sharing with Anne because she’s a girl and she’ll just clutter everything up with her dolls and horse things. But then she would get to have a room to herself, which isn’t fair because I’m sharing with Andrew. So we should agree that if Mummy makes another baby, then Anne should have to share her room with the new baby, who might be a boy or a girl. Would you share your room with the Chancellor of the Exchequer?



Yours truly

Charles



Harold Wilson

10 Downing Street

London

England

17 October 1964



Dear Mr Wilson



Speaking as a prince and a mature schoolboy looking forward to being a grown-up of the future, I am writing to congratulate you on becoming Prime Minister and wish you well in forming my mother’s Government.

   I was very excited by that speech you made about the ‘white heat of technology’. Last Christmas, I was given a Meccano set by my Uncle Dickie and it’s provided me with heaps of fun. I expect by the year 2000 pretty much everything in the whole world will be made out of Meccano, which is quite thrilling in some ways but also a bit of a worry. Will it all stay up? Mine often doesn’t. I don’t think I have a future in architecture!

  Well, must dash – I have a short meeting with Father. By the way, you’ve met Ringo Starr. Could you ask him why he hasn’t replied to the letter I sent him?



Futuristically, yours

Charles



Edward Heath

10 Downing Street

London

England

20 June 1970



Dear Mr Heath



On behalf of myself and my sister and two brothers, I’d like to take this opportunity to congratulate you as you ‘set sail’ on your leadership of a new Conservative Government. I must say, I’m inclined to think British politics is a bit like a ‘see-saw’, with Labour on one side and the Conservatives on the other, and it would be interesting to see how the Liberals fared if they were given a chance under Mr Thorpe. I think that’s what the vast majority of sensible people would like to see, although they never seem to vote for it, which is rather queer. But you’re in charge now, so I suppose we all just have to hope you do a good job.

   I like your ideas about Conservatism with a human face. I’ve always felt the best sort of Conservative is a smiling one and I’ve met a few over the years. Winston Churchill was sometimes a bit gruff, like a bulldog on an enforced vegetarian diet. Mr Macmillan was OK, though I didn’t like it when he said that we’d ‘never had it so good’ – I was at Gordonstoun at the time. Not a cheering thought when you’ve spent the afternoon being mock crucified with tent pegs on a bicycle-shed door! Anthony Eden always looked rather ill. In fact, all the Conservative Prime Ministers I met became very ill during their time in charge. You’re feeling quite well, I hope?

  Anyway, congratulations again to you and Mrs Heath.



Yours faithfully

Charles, POW (Prince of Wales, not the other kind!)



Jim Callaghan

10 Downing Street

London

England

6 April 1976



Dear Mr Callaghan



I expect you’re as surprised as everyone else was to find yourself Prime Minister after all these years, but as my father is fond of saying, ‘Wonders never bloody cease!’ A bit salty, I know, but not too shocking for a man of your naval background, I’m sure.

   I don’t envy you, I must say – scowling punk rockers, litter in the streets, faceless tower blocks that stifle the soul of man and take him further and further away from the grass that is our heritage, Wales ablaze with burning holiday cottages, the unsolved Lord Lucan mystery and continued confusion about the decimalisation system. All I can say is as one who has always sought a meaningful, rather than ceremonial role, I can guarantee your in-tray will never be short of constructive suggestions as to how best the likes of you and me can help restore Britain to the days of Eden. Not Sir Anthony Eden, I hasten to add – rather a mess, as I recall, his brief tenure – but the other sort.



Yours, in hope and determination

HRH The Prince of Wales



Margaret Thatcher

10 Downing Street

London

England

5 May 1979



Dear Mrs Thatcher



Well, I would be deceiving you if I said I wasn’t rather taken aback by your rise to Number 10, but let no one say Charles is a ‘male’ chauvinist pig. Congratulations to you, Mrs Thatcher, and to your husband Denis, who I suppose will have to boil his own breakfast egg from now on.

   I must say, I was impressed by your quoting from St Francis of Assisi at Downing Street – how did it go? Where there is discord let us bring … well, cord! I’m hoping this will be a continuing theme of your period in office after all the adversarial strife we’ve been suffering. Let the 1980s be all about working together: yourself, the Monarchy, in particular those of us looking for a role within it. One thing I hope we see eye to eye on is the blasted new buildings they keep erecting across London, blighting the view and adding to a sense that the national soul is settling into some sort of cement-like torpor. I trust that under Mrs Thatcher, the property developer will get short shrift!

   If there is to be a keynote word to what historians will call ‘The Thatcher Years’, I hope and believe it will be this: compost. Do you take an interest in compost? I have yet to meet anyone, certain members of my family apart, who appears not to do so. Let us meet at the earliest possible opportunity and talk compost.



Yours, in fellow leadership

HRH The Prince of Wales



Margaret Thatcher

10 Downing Street

London

England

10 August 1987



Dear Mrs Thatcher



As you know, the problem of the inner cities continues to gnaw at the very vitals of the body politic and plays havoc with the soul of this country. Forgive me, but I must speak plainly: we must show these people that we are very, very concerned and will strive to be as concerned as humanly possible. I suggest we use this sentiment as a platform, an action plan to move forward and actually do something concrete, though not involving actual concrete (which is at the heart of the whole problem, if you ask me).

   It occurs to me, your name is Thatcher, so thatching must be in your blood. Suppose the soulless slate and lead of modern roofs were to be replaced with a thatched alternative? This little taste of the warp and weft of a vanished England reintroduced to the very heart of our conurbations could prove a tremendous fillip to the wretches who have to live in such ghastly places. I’m sure you could lend your generations of family expertise to such an initiative; it could be the making of your legacy. Imagine, instead of being remembered as ‘Margaret Thatcher, Milk Snatcher’, you’d be ‘Margaret Thatcher, Thatcher’.



Yours, constructively

HRH The Prince of Wales



Margaret Thatcher

10, Downing Street

London

England

16 August 1987



Dear Mrs Thatcher



Today I received a letter from one of your fellows, which beneath the usual Civil Service oil, effectively advised me to go boil my head. His gist was that you, Mrs Thatcher, had no time available to act as ‘period roofing consultant’. Can you not make time? From my end, I know I can.



Yours, etc.

HRH The Prince of Wales



John Major

10 Downing Street

London

England

29 November 1990



Dear Mr Major



Well, congratulations, of course, on reaching Number 10, but I know you’ll forgive me when I say that until a few weeks ago I hadn’t the faintest idea who you were. I know the last time we did meet, you had one of those identity laminates clipped to your breast pocket, which was jolly helpful. I’d advise you, for the time being at least, to hang on to that laminate, particularly when at the Palace. My grandmother is not good with new faces – catching sight of you approaching down the corridor she’s likely to take you for an official from her bank and go scurrying off to her quarters to camp out until one of her gentlemen-in-waiting sounds the all-clear.

   The best of luck – in your in-tray, you will find a number of initiatives and suggestions which I submitted to your predecessor, who sadly never found the time to give them her fullest attention. I trust your sense of priority is more attuned with the needs of our kingdom than hers.



Yours, in hope and faith

HRH The Prince of Wales

   

   PS I did get your name right, didn’t I? I’m suddenly plagued by this inkling you’re called ‘Geoff’. Ah, well!



John Major

10 Downing Street

London

England

12 July 1996



Dear Mr Major



I must say, I was impressed by your ‘Cones hotline’ initiative – it’s the sort of lead we hope our politicians will take, although alas, all too often fail to do so. I assure you my staff are on constant ‘Cone Alert’ with a large jotter in my office available for them to write down any infractions spotted on their travels. So far, it would seem from glancing at its pages that there is nothing to report, which suggests the motorway people have already taken heed of your scheme.

   I wonder if I could run by you an initiative of my own: a five-point plan to get Britain back on its feet, which, although ‘apolitical’ in nature could, with your support I hope, become official government policy, or at least form the general basis for policy. It runs as follows:



SOCKS: Pull them up!

PECKER: Keep it up!

IDEAS: Buck them up!

CHINS: Keep them up!

EARS: Prick them up!

   

   If you read down the left-hand side, it forms the mnemonic ‘SPICE’, which seems to be a buzzword at the moment. I’m sure you’ll agree, as a man who wants to get things done himself, it’s a catch-all corrective against pessimism, despair, cynicism, spinal curvature of the soul, slacking and slouching. So, once your men in suits have put some flesh on these bones, shall we clear our respective diaries to make a joint announcement? I’ll raise another alert among my staff.



Yours, ‘on the hotline’

HRH The Prince of Wales



John Major

10 Downing Street

London

England

14 July 1996



Dear Mr Major



Pulling back in the Bentley towards the Palace, I spotted a cone! It was lying on the pavement, next to an abandoned shopping trolley. Possibly the result of student ‘high jinks’, but thought you should know all the same.



Yours, etc.

HRH The Prince of Wales



John Major

10 Downing Street

London

England

16 July 1996



Dear Mr Major



Has anything been done about that cone? I need something in writing for my records.



Yours

HRH The Prince of Wales



Tony Blair

10 Downing Street

London

England

3 May 1997



Dear Mr Blair



Well, I must congratulate you, of course. Labour in power, eh? That used to mean smelly pipes, beer and sandwiches; also trade union leaders shambling in and out of Number 10, representing members whose ‘jobs’, sadly, mostly involved filling the atmosphere with ghastly industrial effluvium.

   You, I sense at a glance, are different: you remind me of myself as a younger man. A moderniser, impatient with the old dogmas, eyes blazing with ambition, tough on things, tough on the causes of things … I like that. I sense we can work together. I have not always felt able to make the same sort of connection with your predecessors but with you I feel confident enough to say that when you are eventually relieved of office, you could perhaps work with me as a senior advisor on my staff. Yes, I believe that’s how much we see eye to eye on things (and the causes of things).



Yours, millennially

HRH The Prince of Wales



Tony Blair

10 Downing Street

London

England

11 March 2005



Dear Mr Blair



Concerning the Eurovision Song Contest, then. As you know, this is an important gala occasion, perhaps on a par with the annual Royal Variety Show, in which the best and brightest European songwriting talent ‘battle it out’ under the bright lights. My staff and I tune in every year – it’s their annual treat.

   However, in recent years the United Kingdom has fallen behind. This does no good to our credibility as a trading partner. Hang it all, at this rate we’ll get fewer and fewer foreign orders, more and more jobs will be lost and there’ll be more and more ‘boys in the hoods’ on street corners.

   I feel it’s my duty to take a lead and so I’ve taken it upon myself to pen some ‘lyrics’ to which music could be set with a view to entering the Contest. I’d like your honest opinion.



Paean to This Green Jewel of Mine



Merrie, Merrie Englande

Where stout yeomen and apple-cheeked wenches caper

round yon maypole

Where hope lies, like the turnip, in the soil

Where the farmhand, like the slug, is happy with his lot

Where the herbs that flourish in yon hedge cure all that ails thee



And where the church bells ring out their Song Of Pleasantness



Bing Bing-a-Bong, Bing Bing-a-Bong

Bing Bong-a-Bong, Bing Bing-a-Bong



Bing Bing-a-Bong, Bing Bing-a-Bong

Bing Bong-a-Bong, Bing Bing-a-Bong



(repeat several times)



   The last bit I slipped in to ‘jazz it up’ a bit for the young ones. As for musical accompaniment, may I make a bold suggestion: that you yourself, as a guitarist of note, compose a melody? It would certainly be a demonstration of Government and Monarchy really working together for their subjects. Could you let me have your reply, with sheet music sample, within 48 hours?



Yours, in tune

HRH The Prince of Wales



Gordon Brown

10 Downing Street

London

England

28 June 2007



Dear Mr Brown



So, at last you have your moment in the sun. I, too, know what it is to be kept around waiting, waiting and waiting, despite one’s expectations as a young man and the sense that the person incumbent was holding on for as long as they could because they suspected the fellow champing at the bit to take over was some sort of dundering incompetent.

   And with those comforting words, I wish you well in what will doubtless be a long and successful tenure in office.



Yours, in fellow stewardship

HRH The Prince of Wales



David Cameron

10 Downing Street

London

England

12 May 2010



Dear Mr Cameron



So, now that you and Clegg have thrashed things out, I can finally extend congratulations on your partial electoral success. It’s not to everyone’s liking in this so-called meritocratic age that an old Etonian has his hands on the keys to Downing Street but between you and me, better an Eton man than a Gordonstoun one (or certainly some of those who came to manhood via that particular institution, in which sadism among boys was practically part of the curriculum).

   As you hover on the threshold of governmental responsibility I see in your fresh face and rosy cheeks the perhaps naive optimism of a young lad who fetched up for his first term at Gordonstoun. His name too was David. I forget his surname – I was later given to understand that he would, in time, have been groomed to fag for me. But this was never to be. I remember in the dining hall some of the fourth form boys were discussing putting on some sort of Christmas cabaret whereupon David – who had been sitting adjacent to them – interjected, trilling about how at his prep school he had ‘done a turn’, singing ‘Food, Glorious Food’ from the musical Oliver! This, to my mounting horror, he proceeded to demonstrate in a soprano that carried across the hall.

   As a public schoolboy I need hardly remind you, Mr Cameron, that no one likes a chatty little swine, especially a new bug – but a singing one? Like a close escort of some hapless victim of Stalin’s purges summarily removed from the Star Chamber, the fourth formers took him out of the hall and into the boys lavatories where, by all accounts, they gave him such a fearful roughing-up that he was under the care of Matron for three days before his father did what I wish mine had done – which is to say, drove up to the school in his Rolls and whisked him away for good, leaving the housemaster with a piece of his mind into the bargain.

   That was the Gordonstoun way and I trust it’s not the Eton way. I like what you say about compassionate Conservatism. I, too, dream of presiding over a kingdom in which one’s subjects do not suffer bullying, ear-tweaking, ragging or urination in lunchboxes. At a glance, I can see that had you gone to Gordonstoun, you would have been what we called a ‘roastee’, not a ‘roaster’.



Yours, in sympathy

HRH The Prince of Wales



David Cameron

10 Downing Street

London

England

12 May 2010



Dear Mr Cameron



It just came to me: Partington. That was his name, David Partington – no idea what became of him. Well, carry on, eh? Those essential public services won’t cut themselves!



Yours, etc.

HRH The Prince of Wales



David Cameron

10 Downing Street

London

England

13 October 2010



Dear Mr Cameron



Pootling through Central London in my official car, I was deeply conscious of how slow our progress was, which was the dickens of an annoyance as I was late for my appointment at the Federation For Corporate Concern’s annual conference. I was due to deliver a keynote speech entitled, ‘There You Are, My Man – The Importance of Giving a Little Back’.

   As we sat in gridlock, I did, however, spot a remarkable sight – that of enterprising young men pulling around tourists in brightly painted rickshaws for a token fee. I felt like I’d been blessed with a vision of the future and I invite you, Mr Cameron, as a man of the future, to implement it. Suppose commuters formed a ‘rickshaw pool’ in which, say, one man pulled two of his colleagues to work, only for each of them to reciprocate over the coming days? The Cabinet could take a lead.

   The next time I’m being driven through London it would be tremendous to have my chauffeur wind the window down, enabling me to see you cheerfully pulling Mr Clegg and Mr Osborne along to Parliament, with Mr Osborne returning the favour to you and Mr Clegg the next day, and Mr Clegg taking his turn the day after that. You could call yourselves ‘the jambusters’! Of course Mr Eric Pickles presents a problem but perhaps he could be declared exempt from the scheme on the grounds of circumference.



Practically, yours

HRH The Prince of Wales



David Cameron

10 Downing Street

London

England

10 November 2010



Dear Mr Cameron



Time was, you know, Cameron, when a politician wasn’t a politician unless he had the sort of beard a small bird could nest in! Sadly, those days are past. You yourself, it seems, are the ‘new model’. During our conversations at close quarters I have been fascinated to study your face. It’s as if you are made of silicone. Have you ever shaved? Do you have some bizarre skin condition? In which case I apologise for bringing the subject up.

   How long do you think it would take you to grow a beard? My wife reckons about twelve months but I’m inclined to think anything between two and three years. This is not flippancy – I wouldn’t take up your valuable time with this issue were I not genuinely intrigued.



Yours, in anticipation

HRH The Prince of Wales



Tony Blair

Houses Of Parliament

London

England

3 July 2011



Dear Mr Blair



I know you’re no longer an ‘MP’ but I suppose they’ll be glad to forward your mail after all that you did for parliament.

I must say, I’m astonished to read what your sidekick Campbell has to say in his diaries about my excessive and interfering letter writing. He wasn’t confusing me with either Andrew or Edward, was he? Off the top of my head, I’m hard pressed to remember any letters I wrote to you at all. Yes, there was China, and fox hunting, oh yes, and the whole GM foods question, I grant you, and the hereditary peers business I now recall, and, ah yes, Europe, nuclear power, the role of the loom in the so-called ‘service economy’, the one about yoghurt, one written in error intended for the ‘hoofer’ Lionel Blair, one in which I sent you some cuttings of limp parsley acquired from one of our ghastly supermarket chains asking what was to be done, several demanding why your deputy, portly fellow, name escapes me, senior moment, my apologies … ah yes, Prescott! – why Prescott hadn’t yet replied to my letters and requesting you to give him a ‘nudge’ and perhaps no more than a couple of hundred others. Other than that, none at all, to my knowledge.

   What irks me is that you never brought it up with me yourself. In our meetings, you were rather apt to regard me in that boggle-eyed way of yours, with that rictus expression clamped to your chops as if you had smiled too much as a child and your face had set that way. I’m sorry, that isn’t a facial affliction, is it? I made a similar ‘gaffe’ once with Gordon Brown and his eyeball.



Wounded, yours

HRH The Prince Of Wales

   

   PS – I resent this insinuation of your fellow Campbell that I am somehow out of touch and elitist. I should say that I would never, never ask anyone to do anything that I, myself, would not ask my manservant to do.


The Beat Musicians: Those Who Make Us Swivel to the Rhythm





The Beatles

Parlophone Records

London

England

13 April 1963



Dear Beatles



I don’t really like ‘pop’ music because even though it has a good rhythm, it seems a bit silly and repetitive, and just for girls who are into fashion. But The Beatles are something different. I don’t know what it is about you, but I find myself humming your songs and sometimes even snapping my fingers when I hear your tunes – they’re ‘catchy’, ‘man’!

   I’ve decided I really don’t want to be a prince; I think I’d really rather be a Beatle. I wonder if any of you would care to do my job? I was thinking of you in particular, Ringo: you’re only the drummer, that’s the easiest instrument; I could manage that. And you get to sit down during the concert, which the others don’t! You could swap places with me, Ringo – you could do my job, I’m sure of it. I’m very grown-up and serious about this, intensely serious. Not like I was with Tommy Steele, this is serious. Tomorrow, I’m going to ask my mother and father if we can swap. Will you ask your mother and father too, Ringo? You’d be king one day – King Ringo the First. I want to meet girls.



Yours

(Soon to be ex?) HRH The Prince of Wales



John Lennon and Yoko Ono

Amsterdam Hilton Hotel

Amsterdam

The Netherlands

13 April 1969



Dear Mr Lennon and Miss Ono



I hope you don’t consider this correspondence an intrusion, nor that you are required to get out of bed in order to fetch it, thus scuppering your whole ‘gimmick’. I expect you have people to do that sort of thing for you, anyway. Being idealists, I don’t suppose you believe in Princes and suchlike, but I trust you have nothing against Wales and so on that basis we can meet halfway.

   This ‘Go to bed rather than make war’ idea of yours is jolly fine, I think in principle, but as a young man on the point of carrying out my family’s long tradition of military service, I don’t believe I can in my heart of hearts advocate loafing to that extent. Perhaps if you were to compromise – if you could adjust your message so that it was something like ‘Be sure to get a good, peaceful night’s sleep’ then I could cheerfully give it the Royal seal of endorsement. With the amount of rushing about in the modern world, ‘shut-eye’ is on the decline, I’m sure we might agree. Could we not work together on this?



Your humble servant

HRH The Prince of Wales

   

   PS On a lighter note, when I heard The Beatles might be splitting up, my first reaction was ‘Oh, no!’ – think about it!



Johnny Rotten

Virgin Records

London

England

17 May 1977



Dear Mr Rotten



Senior palace officials advise me not to make contact with you in this way but I have done so nonetheless and so I hope I might appeal to what I believe to be the vestige of decency you have in you and keep this correspondence between ourselves. I think if the Royals are to modernise, we must not be ‘aloof’ but keep ‘channels of communication’ open between oneself and ‘street-fighting toughs’ like you.

   I realise you’re an ‘angry young man’ – I get angry myself sometimes, so I know exactly how you feel – but I understand you plan to release your punk disc ‘God Save The Queen’ to coincide with my mother’s Jubilee celebrations. Regretfully, in a democracy I cannot ask you to suppress your free speech. Might I then suggest that instead of attacking my mother on this, her most special occasion, that I place myself in her stead? Write a punk song about me instead, if you really must get things off your chest. I can take the brickbats. It might run as follows:



God bless the Prince

Let’s make him into mince

He’s got stupid stick-out ears

Gets his kicks shooting deers.

   

   If that last line doesn’t work, my brother Prince Andrew, whom I took into my confidence, suggests, ‘His friends are all queers’. I think he himself is going through a ‘punk rock’ phase – that is a revolting slander and it appalls me to think this is the sort of thing my brother obviously believes you might write and if that’s what it takes to ‘seal the deal’, I will fall on that particular sword but how could you be thought to think such a thing?



Yours, in secret

HRH The Prince of Wales



The Three Degrees

c/o Motown Records

Los Angeles

California

United States of America

15 November 1978



A bit of ‘guesswork’ on my part, sending this to the Tamla Motown address. It may well not be where you make your records at all, but I’m sure Diana Ross, if she discovers this letter the way she legendarily discovered Michael Jackson, will be kind enough to pass it on.

   I must admit I hesitate to put pen to paper – to sully these sheets, as it were – but following your truly extraordinary performance at my 30th birthday party, I felt I had to convey to you the depths of feeling you stirred in me. I’m not a music ‘critic’ so I can’t put my finger on it – whether it’s the fact that there are three of you ladies, the way you seem to heat up a room with your presence, or those terrific rhythms which seem to affect one somewhere below the head and above the knees, you are a credit both to your gender and to the ‘soul’ community in general.

   I just wish there was some way we could put our heads together on one of my pet projects: what are your views on the Preservation of the Royal Yacht, the National Fruit Collection, bio-degradable Wellington boots? Perhaps you might get involved in all three between you, one Degree per project. Take your pick, ladies!



Yours, in a sort of canine devotion

HRH The Prince of Wales



The Village People

New York

USA

6 May 1979



You may remember that I wrote to you before following the success of your hit disc, ‘YMCA’. I remember saying to you that while discotheque was, and still isn’t, my sort of thing, you clearly had a knack of combining exhortation with entertainment, which almost certainly accounted for your huge success among young people. I advised you, you’ll recall, to target your songwriting skills towards the Armed Services, who are always short of new recruits, and I was immensely gratified when you took up my suggestion with your ‘follow-up’ song, ‘In The Navy’, which was as much of a success as its predecessor.

   I hope you don’t mind my scratching my chin a bit doubtfully, but if I might venture a criticism, it is that the accompanying promotional film may have given a misapprehension of ‘life at sea’ for the fresh cadet. For a start when piped aboard you are not greeted by men in hard hats, police caps or Red Indian headdresses. There is no unsupervised semaphore disco dancing on deck. Rather, one must first undergo early morning drill from a gunnery instructor, acquaint oneself with the rudiments of Morse code and learn how to navigate picket boats into pontoons. None of this features in your film and it is, I regret to say, the poorer for it. An opportunity missed, but we can move forward together and learn from our mistakes.



Yours, man to man

HRH The Prince of Wales



Stevie Wonder

c/o Motown Records

Los Angeles

California

18 August 1979



Dear Mr Wonder



How does it work when you get correspondence? Do your people translate it into Braille? (I’m afraid none of my people have Braille.) Or does someone read it out loud to you? This concerns me as there will be a temptation, this being a letter from me, for whoever reads it to do so in a ‘Charles voice’, which can end up sounding inadvertently comical.

   Well, that can’t be helped. I was writing to congratulate you on your latest album, Journey Through The Secret Life Of The Plants. A lot of the so-called, self-styled ‘critics’ have scratched their heads at this remarkable ‘double gatefold album’ and even wondered aloud if you were under the influence of certain substances when you wrote it. However, you, like me, have vision (I say, I’m awfully sorry, that didn’t come out at all right but you know what I mean). I confidently predict The Secret Life Of The Plants will be remembered long after all your other works, such as Songs In The Key Of Life, have been forgotten. I thank you for this work – and, may I say, the plants thank you also.



Yours, in horticultural appreciation

HRH The Prince of Wales



Adam Ant

c/o CBS Records

London

England

17 September 1981



Dear Mr Ant



It’s been hard to avoid your song, ‘Prince Charming’, which currently sits at Number One in the hit parade. I regret to say that whenever my brothers Edward or Andrew see me in the corridor, they strike up with a low, jeering chant of ‘Prince Charlie, Prince Charlie’, based on the tune to your disc – I suppose they think it’s funny.

   May I correct you, however, on one specific point? In your lyrics, you say, ‘Ridicule, ridicule is nothing to be scared of’. I can assure you, from my experiences at Gordonstoun, that it very much is. Any chance you could amend the offending words before next week’s edition of Top of the Pops?



Yours, constructively

HRH The Prince of Wales



Phil Collins

Virgin Records UK

London

England

16 October 1981



Dear Mr Collins



I wonder if you could settle a bet between my father and me? I insist the words to your song are, ‘I can feel it coming in the air tonight’. He contends the last bit goes ‘Coming in the heir tonight’. Which of us is right? He is being rather ‘leery’ about it and it’s upsetting my wife.



Yours, urgently

HRH The Prince of Wales



‘Prince’

Paisley Park Studios

Minneapolis

United States of America

4 April 1987



Dear ‘Prince’



As you are no doubt aware, 1987 marks the 35th anniversary of my mother’s accession to the British throne. To mark the occasion, I struck on the idea of a pop concert to take place at Buckingham Palace – but a concert with a difference. My wheeze was to give the thing a royal ‘theme’, as reflected in the selection of artists.

   And so, with the help of one of my staff (and no help, I should add, from my wife, who mistrusts my instincts in these matters – I’ll show her!), I came up with a shortlist. It comprises:



Prince (yourself)

Princess (the singer of ‘Say I’m Your Number One’ by the songwriting firm of Stock Aitken Waterman)

Queen

King (you know their disc, ‘Love And Pride’, I take it?)

   

   What I thought was that we might arrange the sequence of turns according to Royal hierarchy. However, my staff have already ‘put out feelers’ to Princess, whose people have expressed misgivings about her appearing bottom of the bill. Apparently, it’s considered ‘demeaning’ in showbiz ‘circles’. So, I wondered if you would open instead? My governess taught me that a little gentleman should always accede to a lady’s wishes (not that I’m saying you are little).

   So, what I thought is that you could kick things off with a half-hour set commencing about 8.15pm British time, followed by Princess, with Queen penultimately taking the stage and finally, and fittingly, King topping the bill. If that sounds amenable, do please have your people contact mine. No fee – all monies to The Prince’s Trust – but lashings of tea and unlimited Battenberg cake.



Yours

HRH (The actual) Prince of Wales



Sinéad O’Connor

Chrysalis Records

London

England

12 February 1990



Dear Miss O’Connor



Before congratulating you on your latest hit single, one thing I must first establish – your hair, or rather lack of it. This is not due to some illness I have not been made aware of? I thought I’d ask straight off so as not to ‘put my foot in it’.

   Anyway, I must say, this song of yours, ‘Nothing Compares 2 U’ – I happened to catch it on the television set and was most struck by your performance to camera. You have the knack of making a fellow who had no part in whatever it was that caused your unhappiness to nonetheless feel a bit of a ‘heel’. I wanted to ask, though – are those tears real, or do you simply have the ability to ‘turn on the waterworks’ at will? Is that something you ladies can do? It would be most useful to know, the next time my own wife’s eyes turn moist after some little contretemps so I can satisfy myself that she is in fact ‘putting it on’.

   Incidentally, I find myself in the curious situation of being ‘in’ with the group Status Quo. If you wish, I could arrange for you to support them on one of their upcoming tours – it would be great exposure for an ‘up and coming’ artist.



Yours, in assistance

HRH The Prince of Wales



Liam Gallagher

Oasis

Manchester

England

16 August 1996



Dear Mr Gallagher



Actually, even as I write, I’m not quite sure if you’re the Gallagher brother I wish to be addressing. I would check with a member of my staff, but they’re already much too hard pressed with other important work to be distracted by frivolities such as this. If you are the wrong brother, I’m sure you’ll get wind during the course of this letter and be good enough to pass it on to the brother I am clearly talking to. One hesitates to talk of monkeys and organ grinders … Well, you know my meaning.

   I’d like to extend my warmest felicitations on your fine compositions, ‘Wonderwall’ and the one with ‘Champagne’ in the title. I don’t suppose you necessarily relish the Royal seal of approval (as a dedicated punk rocker, you’d probably spit in my face or something!), which is why I’m corresponding from a safe distance.

   The reason I congratulate you is this. It has in the past been the complaint of many a father and, indeed, husband, on being made to sit through Top of the Pops that firstly, what they play isn’t music, it’s just noise, and secondly, that you can’t tell the girls from the boys. My father, Prince Philip, made the same complaint when looking in on Anne and me watching the same programme in the 1960s and I found myself repeating the same complaint in the 1980s. However, here we are in the 1990s. I watch you and I can tell it’s just good old-fashioned music, like the good old days. And I can very much tell who are the boys and who are the girls: you’re all boys. This, I feel, is progress and you should be proud of yourselves. Keep it up!



Yours, pleasingly unconfused

HRH The Prince of Wales



The Spice Girls

c/o Virgin Records

London

England

3 November 1997



Dear Spice Girls



I must admit, in the heat of our encounter I was rather flustered and didn’t quite catch which of you was which, though ‘Ginger Spice’ was unmistakable! I’m writing to commend you for really putting Britain on the map – it’s a long time since Britannia was considered ‘cool’ and I expect I’m in some way to blame for that, though I strive daily to attain that condition of tepidity so oddly valued by today’s young people. (What do you think it is about me – the kilts, the concern?)

   And now, a delicate matter: amid the cameras and jostling I was all too keenly aware of kisses being planted on my cheeks and even of my hindquarters being pinched (by Ginger and, I believe, Black Spice? I’m sorry – I’m not au fait with your ‘soubriquets’). All of this was of course most improper, if somewhat flattering, and I certainly felt anything but cool in the midst of it all, particularly under the collar!

   But my serious point is this: certain sweet nothings, I recall, were whispered in my ear. If they were meant in earnest, I must at once nip in the bud any cherished hopes on the part of any of you ladies, lovely as you are, of a liaison. Had I been many years younger, my late Uncle Dickie might have encouraged me to ‘horse around’ with the lovely likes of yourselves prior to any serious betrothal but I am an older man, with a serious role to play in the administration of our Kingdom, and cannot afford to have that undermined by an ill-judged choice of bride. Spirituality and Gravitas, not Sporty, not Baby, must be my watchwords.



Yours respectfully, but alas, also distantly

HRH The Prince of Wales (Now Spoken For)



Liam Gallagher

Oasis

Manchester

England

6 January 1998



Dear Mr Gallagher



You know, having caught a ‘five-star’ review in a magazine called Q, which one of my staff left lying around, I decided to give your latest long-playing disc a play. I must confess, even to my conservative ears it sounded as if you were rather ‘playing it safe’.

Have you ever listened to the group Status Quo? Even though their recordings essentially sound the same, they have a knack of making each new disc ever so slightly different from the last. Could you not, perhaps, take a leaf out of their book?



Yours, constructively

HRH The Prince of Wales



Robbie Williams

c/o EMI Records

London

England

6 January 2003



Dear Mr Williams



I’m looking to really ‘pep up’ my latest Prince’s Trust line-up. In the past, I’ve had Phil Collins (who is always game and I suppose I shall keep him on), but who nowadays reminds of some faithful but elderly beater struggling to keep up, thrashing weakly through the grass long after the grouse have rocketed.

   What I’m looking for is some ‘fresh meat’ or ‘blood’. I need a younger act, who in their original use of beat rhythms and lyrics makes the young feel invigorated and refreshed, reminds us that we live in challenging, but optimistic times and that tomorrow belongs to our youth. In other words, someone who really fires us up the way The Beatles once did, once upon a time.

   It’s a shame there’s no one around like that presently, don’t you feel? But the search goes on – meanwhile, until I track down such a ‘turn’, I wonder if you yourself would care to be on ‘stand-by’?



Yours, and so forth

HRH The Prince of Wales



Sir Elton John

c/o Watford Football Club

London

England

12 January 2006



Dear Sir Elton



Congratulations on your betrothal or should I say ‘partnership’. I must admit, it was quite a personal shock when it came out several years ago that you were a homosexual after songs like ‘Crocodile Rock’ and ‘Saturday Night’s Alright for Fighting’ and albums such as Captain Fantastic And The Brown Dirt Cowboy, but I am quite accepting of it all now. Of course, I have nothing within reason against homosexuals. Many of my grandmother’s staff, although not similarly persuaded did know, or know of, many men who were. I know your people have been through very difficult times in recent years despite the remarkable, almost excessive cheerfulness you collectively maintain.

   Just a matter of protocol: this upcoming event at Highgrove to which you and your ‘plus one’ are cordially invited, how should you be announced? I was thinking, ‘Your Royal Highness, Lords, Ladies and Gentlemen, Mr and Mr Elton John’. Is that right? It is important to get these things correct, I feel.



Yours, in acceptance

HRH The Prince of Wales



Madonna/Celine Dion

c/o MTV

Los Angeles

California

United States of America

20 April 2008



Dear Misses Madonna/Dion



I trust you don’t mind my addressing you jointly: it seemed more practical and would convey that I am speaking to the both of you with one voice, not addressing either of you as I wouldn’t the other. This concerns a recent report by an ancestry ‘website’ that both you, Ms Ciccone and you, Ms Dion, may well be related to me via my wife, the Duchess of Cornwall. It seems there is a common, though distant lineage dating back to one Zacharie Cloutier, a French carpenter who settled in Canada in the seventeenth century.

   Now, as you read the article through, it’s clear the ancestral connection is so bally tenuous as to be barely worth mentioning. Obviously the authors are bent on ‘mischief-making’ against the Royal Family. Some might say I should simply ignore this sort of thing but I’m convinced it’s all part of a ‘drip, drip, drip’ process that threatens to erode the Monarchy and really must be nipped in the bud, if our institutions are to be preserved.

   To this end, I’ve drafted an open letter to the media, to which I hope you will both attach your names at the bottom so that we can once and for all scotch this nonsense:



We, the undersigned, wish to make clear any link between ourselves and the Royal Family is both spurious and tenuous. Headlines in which our names are bracketed with that of His Royal Highness The Prince Charles, whose tenacity and vision for Britain we both greatly admire, are thoroughly frivolous and threaten to undermine the good work he does for his many good causes, such as Young British Enterprise and freer access to holistic medical treatment.

   We are pop stars (and perfectly alright if you like that sort of thing) but hang it all, we’re not Royalty and we never will be.

   

   If you wish to make minor alterations, by all means run them by my staff but if I hear nothing from you in the next twenty-four hours, I’ll give it the ‘go-ahead’ as written. Qui tacet consentire, as my Latin master used to say.

   

Yours, expectantly

HRH The Prince of Wales

   

Dave Lee Travis

c/o Radio 1

The British Broadcasting Corporation

London

England

1 June 2008



Dear Mr Travis



I write to you because I need advice from a younger disc jockey and your name sprang to mind.

   I was looking to book Britney Houston for one of my Prince’s Trust concerts. However, when I raised this with my sons, both of them shook their heads and left the room. Is she no longer ‘in’? I thought she was quite popular.



Yours, in puzzlement

HRH The Prince of Wales



‘Bono’

c/o U2 HQ

Amsterdam

Holland

16 July 2008



Dear ‘Bono’



I’m sending this to Holland – I understand that is where you have relocated for business purposes. I’ve had a flash of inspiration and thought I would dash it off on paper before some high-handed Palace official talks me out of it.

   I admire the bluntness of your colleague Mr Bob Geldof, who, like you, wishes to ‘Make Poverty History’. The message to the ‘masses’ is a plain and simple one: Give us your money. Words are not enough – action is needed and that is the action required.

   Here’s what I envisage – a philanthropic gathering of myself (Prince Charles), yourself (Bono), Richard Branson and Bill Gates. We pose for a photo, to be published in the form of a poster to be stuck up all over Britain and beyond. It shows us standing shoulder to shoulder, staring the onlooker squarely in the eye, with our hands outstretched and imploring. And above us, in bold typeface, the words, ‘GIVE US YOUR MONEY’. And beneath us, the words, ‘WE NEED IT NOW!’.

   It’s that simple. No waffle, and no reams of gobble-de-gook about Third World this and that, just the basic message in a nutshell. I’ll have my people compare diaries with yours first thing in the morning.



Yours

‘Charlo’ (I’m joking, of course) HRH The Prince of Wales



Lady Gaga

c/o Universal Music

Los Angeles

California

United States of America

11 November 2009



Dear Lady Gaga



First off, one thing I must ascertain at once – you are indeed a lady, aren’t you? I don’t mean of noble breeding, I’m with-it enough to understand that in your case the ‘Lady’ thing is a conceit and that you’re not truly laying claim to being one of the Hampshire Gagas – I mean an actual, physical lady. One cannot be too careful, I find, in this day and age, and feel it’s best to make discreet preliminary enquiries.

   If you are not a lady, then I trust that, as a gentleman, you will not reveal this correspondence ever took place. However, if you happen to be one, then do write back as I have a proposition to put to you concerning one of our ‘Outward Bound’ events. You’ll agree that all of us, whether lady or gentleman, could do with more fresh air in our lungs.



Yours faithfully

HRH The Prince of Wales



Lady Gaga

c/o Universal Music

Los Angeles

California

United States of America

1 December 2009



Dear Lady Gaga



I received a return of correspondence from one of your people, which in its tone was implicitly sceptical about my bona fides. In view of this, I must declare all future correspondence between us to be closed. I am not accustomed to accusations of being a ‘hoaxer’.

You see, unlike yourself, I am what I purport to be: I am a prince. And I see what you are doing by calling yourself ‘Lady’ but you forget that some of us have long memories. We remember, for example, Ray Alan and Lord Charles, the ventriloquist double-act. So you see, you may think you are doing something ‘shocking’ and ‘original’ by subversively affecting to be a member of the nobility for entertainment purposes but it is nothing new. The aristocracy may be in decline, but it survived Lord Charles and it will survive your onslaught also.



Yours

His Royal Highness The Prince Charles Philip Arthur George, Prince of Wales, KG, KT, GCB, OM, AK, QSO, PC, ADC, Earl of Chester, Duke of Cornwall, Duke of Rothesay, Earl of Carrick, Baron of Renfrew, Lord of the Isles and Prince and Great Steward of Scotland



Bob Geldof

35–38 Portman Square

London

England

30 June 2010



Dear Mr Geldof



I’m not writing to you in your capacity as a ‘pop star’ but then, I suppose, few if any do nowadays. Rather, I was thinking, with it being the 25th anniversary of Live Aid, I watched once more the Wembley Stadium extravaganza you and your friends put on. I must say, it was dashed embarrassing – was that really my haircut back then? – but my heart went out once more to those poor Ethiopians and it pains me that despite your efforts, there are still food shortages in the Third World.

   I’ve spoken to you before about the vital role allotments could play in Africa – to each family, a strip of land on which they could grow marrows, runner beans or local produce. However, the drawback is clear: a lack of watering cans. Well hang it all, we’ll let them know it’s ‘Christmas Time’ again and do something about it! Let’s have a national campaign to donate unwanted watering cans to Africa. I’ll set the thing in train – I’ve a can that’s seen better days. Bit rusty and leaky, but usable. I’m prepared to donate it to the fighting fund. I enclose said can – if you could pass it to the relevant African agency and get the publicity going for more of the same, I’d be most grateful. Doing me a favour, really, it’s cluttering up my shed.



Yours, because people are dying

HRH The Prince of Wales

   

   PS I see your middle name is Zenon. You kept that quiet from your ‘punk rocker’ friends, didn’t you?



Rick Parfitt

Status Quo

London

England

6 August 2010



Dear Mr Parfitt



It’s funny, I must have seen you fellows play about a dozen times during the course of my life, at various variety shows and what have you. Wherever I go, you always seem to be booked. I’m really not sure why, it’s certainly not at my request, but there it is – I’ve become strangely familiar with your oeuvre, so much so as even the most ardent ‘Quo-maniac’. Indeed, in a strange kind of way, you’ve rather got under my skin.

   It’s clear that, like many of us now, you are in the autumn of your years. And yet, in the moments between the slumber that is the prerogative of us senior fellows (that, and frequent night trips to the bathroom), I was quite taken by your onstage gyrations. There is a sort of Shamanic quality about the repetitive rhythms and motions of rock music, which you and your partner, Francis Rossi, embody to the full. It’s as if you’re in some sort of physical, yet spiritual communion with the pulses of nature itself, something lost to the rest of us.

   Seeing you onstage makes me realise that it’s not too late for me to learn of these pulses. By Royal Command, I therefore summon the both of you to Highgrove, where you will teach me the possibly ancient and healing wisdom of ‘rocking’. Not all over the world, maybe, but all over the ballroom for a start.



Yours, raring to go

HRH The Prince of Wales



Justin Bieber

c/o MTV

Los Angeles

California

United States of America

12 November 2010



Dear Mr Bieber



As someone who takes an interest in the doings of former members of the Commonwealth like Canada (you’re always welcome back – just ribbing!), I thought it my Sovereign duty to congratulate you on being the most-googled person in the world. It seems you are quite the up-and-coming young crooner. I also read, however, rather snide remarks alleging that in a recent interview, when asked about the ‘Germans’, you professed ignorance as to who, or what, the ‘Germans’ were.

   Do not be upset by this – it’s not such a bad thing as one might think. A little knowledge can be a dangerous thing for a young man. Take my son Harry. He found out at an early age who the Germans were and without going into the sordid detail, got himself in hot water as a result.

   And so, my advice to you is this: get on with your career, remember to get lots of fresh air and exercise. No need to worry your young head at this stage about the Germans, save that knowledge for later life. It’s rather complicated and grim.



Yours, advisedly

HRH The Prince of Wales



Keith Richards

c/o Rolling Stones Records

London

England

28 December 2010



Dear Mr Richards



I have greatly enjoyed reading your autobiography, which my brother Andrew bought me as a Christmas gift. He has a funny turn of mind – he’s often given to presenting me with seasonal gifts, which he thinks I will find entirely unsuitable (last year it was a pair of ‘Speedos’. He was wrong then, and he is wrong again this year, so once again the last laugh is on me!).

   I enjoyed your account of life with the Rolling Stones, finding it ‘rich’ and anecdotal. However, I was uncomfortable with one passage in which you talked about writing to Tony Blair and encouraging him to ‘stick to his guns’ over the Iraq war. On the rights and wrongs of that conflict I make no comment, but I would ask you: do you think it wise, as a man in your position, to pester members of government with letters telling them what they should or shouldn’t do? They are busy people and you, in turn, might be best advised to stick to your own business, which is ‘rocking’ and ‘rolling’.



Yours, constructively

HRH The Prince of Wales



The Brothers Gibb

c/o The Bee Gees

Warner Music Group

Los Angeles

United States of America

8 January 2011



Dear Brothers Gibb



First off the bat, let me congratulate you on your continued success in the field of discotheque, where I understand you continue to flourish in what many consider a ‘here today, gone tomorrow’ brand of popular music. And now to brass tacks: as you must be aware, I’ve just published a book called Harmony. I shan’t give the plot away but essentially it’s to do with getting back to nature’s own geometry, an ancient wisdom we’ve lost sight of amid the smoke and soot of the industrial age – equilateral triangles, vesicas, the golden section, you know the sort of thing. My co-writers explain it so much better than I do.

   Anyway, I read in a periodical lying around that all the rage these days are so-called Talking Books, or ‘Audio CDs’ and what I was wondering was, it might attract readers from the younger generation if you were to enter a recording studio and sing certain key passages from the book in harmony, which I understand is your forte. One Bee Gee providing the falsetto, another the – well, you know your business.

   For your troubles, I could promise you a small percentage of the royalties. I understand one of your biggest hits is called ‘Stayin’ Alive’ and hang it all, what with the global warming and losing sight of the triangles, ‘Stayin’ Alive’ is more important than ever for all of us on Planet Earth, don’t you feel? Speaking of which, I also understand we are down to the last two Bee Gees so you’ll appreciate we’re in a race against time to get this done while you’re still with us.



Yours, in close harmony

HRH The Prince of Wales



Mick Jagger

c/o Rolling Stones Records

London

England

6 February 2011



Dear Mr Jagger



Aged seventeen, and in my sixth form, I was voted by unanimous ballot by my peers ‘The Boy Least Likely To Turn Out Like Mick Jagger’. As ‘punishment’ for this supposed inadequacy, I was made to stand on my desk and perform your hit disc, ‘I Can’t Get No Satisfaction’ – jelly legs and everything.

   I have not turned out like Mick Jagger, but have you turned out like me? Perhaps a little, as you advance with age: you are no longer quite so wild and crazy, and a little less rubber-lipped. And, I understand you live the strenuous life with plenty of exercise. In fact, I was writing to tell you that you were the subject of an ‘off-the-cuff’ quip of mine: Learning of your health ‘kick’, I remarked that nowadays, instead of calling you Mick Jagger, they should call you ‘Mick Jogger’. My staff roared – which was gratifying as they are currently under instructions not to laugh at my jokes unless they find them genuinely amusing.



Jovially, yours

HRH The Prince of Wales
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