By Jim Humphrey


Alighting from the morning’s shower, I dried, dressed, and was descending the stairs for my morning java when I espied the missus studying her Macbook with a look of alarm on her normally serene visage.
“Did you hear Helen Mirren told a band of gay drummers to fuck off?” she asked.
Now, I peruse some internet media with deep knowledge of celebrity hijinks, so I am not unacquainted with disputes from the entertainment world. But this was hard for my uncaffeinated mind to grasp.  Helen Mirren told a band of gay drummers to fuck off!?
Pouring my first cup, I answered my bride thus: “No, I had not heard that, but her suggestion to the homosexual timpanists seems entirely uncharacteristic. I’m familiar with her entire oeuvre, you see – by reputation, only, of course – and I know that Ms. Mirren, whose earlier work exhibited raw sexuality and  most of her flesh, would never tell anyone to fuck off when they could fuck on, in, behind or over. So what gives with the F. O.?”
My cherie, a fan of both British actresses and queer musical talent, related this tale. It seemed that Ms. Mirren was starring as the Queen in a theatrical production in London, the dialogue of which was being overwhelmed by the cacophony of the aforementioned percussionists pounding away in a nearby park. She bundled out of the show in full regalia to admonish the troupe to quiet down, releasing multiple f-bombs in the process. This display of royal displeasure had the desired effect, and local observers reported that the ensemble marched away down the street, playing a sotto voce “There’s no business like show business.” Happily, Ms. Mirren later apologized to the band and even attended one of their performances (as herself, and not the Queen, I believe, though the reportage is hazy on the matter).
“So, all’s well that ends well” I said. “But what have we learned from this artistic contretemps?”
“The English will obey their Queen even if she’s being played by Dame Mirren?” she suggested. 

“Exactly. And when the Queen  tells you to keep your fucking bongos calm and carry on out of her fucking earshot, it’s time to move along. More coffee?”
