C H R O N I C L E   O F   T H E  

   F I V E – H E A D E D   W O R M

   A N N O   S T E L L A E    2 1 1 9 ?
Minute # 11,940—WR4 2BQ

    The Pentocracy, in their robes of  Prelate, Chancellor, Registrar, King of Arms, and Gentleman Usher (Secretary),  was in fine fettle this night.   Complete, unequivocal success was in hand.   The labors of  many years, many decades, were now to be rewarded.  The world had been conquered by their arms, chiefly those of  wit, power, and money.  Now it was theirs to do with as they chose.   And they had specific plans for the brave new world they envisioned.      

   Meeting called to order after viewing a  little game of fives by proxies.  Old business…New Business…(See encrypted file WR5 2BQ for my extensive notes).   Move to track a certain troublemaker on the World Court.   Meeting adjourned.   Then while we were being served refreshments, an odd thing occurred.   We had in mind to celebrate our crowning achievement, the installation of  C. as world premier of the Second Universal British Empire (of course, we couldn’t call it that officially).   This was a most pleasing achievement, since he would implement all our policies.  Well, a servant had brought us our drinks, and we were forming suitable toasts when another servant, older than the first, came in with the cart to take the glasses away when we had finished.   That is what we supposed, at any rate.   But instead the old fellow, proving himself a poetaster,  began spouting doggerel of the most ludicrous kind.  It went something like this:

O Worm, thou are sick!

They secret joy, despair will pick.

A fortnight hence, two heads fall;

And three that’s left will stink and pall.

The royal net thy spite hath spun

Wilt soon be torn and come undone.

So toast thy wickedness today,

What thou reap, thy soul must pay!

      What nasty drivel!  What impudence!  Imagine, calling our august society a worm! As soon as he finished, he fled the room, leaving his young assistant standing there like a fool, mouth agape.   We called security immediately, but were informed the staff had no such older person as we described.   They secured the exits to apprehend him, but somehow he eluded security and got clean away.   The old man’s venomous verses left a rather sour taste like wormwood in our mouths, I must say.   Vengeance would have sweetened the incident, but we had to be content with reprimanding security and firing those in charge for allowing this outrage to happen.   –Pseudo-Fulgentius,  Gentleman Usher
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