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INTRODUCTION 
 

As the cinema hushed and the popcorn rustled the title music began – 
sounding for all the world like a speeded up version of Elgar’s ‘Pomp 

And Circumstance March’. 
 
 

The titles scrolled as they always did. ‘Suspend belief in the future…’ 
they said over the inky blackness of space, the picture of the galaxy 

shown with a helpful, ‘you are here’ label at the edge. 
 
 

The subtitle confirmed this was indeed part of a serial – ‘Space Vixens 
From Mars - Episode 25I – Richard III (Part 2)’. 

Then the back-story scrolled up… 
 
 

Abducted from Earth at the dawn of the 21st century, the Space 

Vixens from Mars police the fourth decade of the 26th – their 
ongoing mission to fight for truth, justice and humanity’s 

rightful place as part of the Great Galactic Coalition’. 
 

Then the camera flew in through the back and yellow of a starfield to 
show the ‘Red Planet’ itself – snow caps and burgeoning terraformed 

vegetation to the fore, with the legend, ‘Vous est ici’. 
 
 

‘The story so far…’ 
 
 

explained a disembodied voice… 
 

‘2567 - and it is a dark time for the great Galactic Coalition. As 

war rages the Republic of Mars is yet defended by women of 
good character - The Space Vixens From Mars.  

  

Yet in spirits from humanity’s future - into humanity’s past may 
yet an answer lie…’ 
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ACT ONE 

 

THE STORY SO FAR… Sent on a series of journeys through time and space 

by The Supreme Being to, ‘fix holes where the rain gets in’, the Space Vixens 

from Mars must use all their powers on improvisation and invention to 

succeed in the missions He has assigned them…  

 

    “Will I… Will I see you again?” the Princess Elizabeth’s heart was almost 

breaking at taking leave of her one true love, the dashing, handsome and 

noble Henry Tudor, Earl of Richmond.  

    “Of course you will, Lizzie”, he reassured. “But London is not a safe 

place for a Lancastrian such as I. Not at the moment. Not now your wicked 

uncle Richard has usurped your brother Edward’s throne - locked he and his 

younger brother - confusingly also called Richard - into the Tower dungeon 

and declared you all bastards”. 

    “My mad, bad uncle!” Lizzie was sore afraid. “He has taken power for 

himself, not for the good of the people. And now his son is dead, my mother 

the dowager queen is besieged in sanctuary, and dead to is Richard’s wife - 

the witche Anne Neville who first turned him to the Dark Side… I fear for 

my honour. He will do anything to secure an heir”. 

    “Yet I must go”, with a heavy sigh Henry knew survival first order of 

business. “The new First Sea Lord, Mr Churchill, can only tarry events so 

long. I must board my ship HMS ‘King Henry V’ - make for our friends 

across the sea”. 

    Yet their lovers tryst was disturbed by an altercation downstairs . “My 

uncle’s stormtroopers!” Lizzie knew them to be most precise. 

    “Then it is time for my exit”, gathering his love by the waist Henry gave 

her a kiss of passionate farewell. 

    “Will... will I see you again?” Lizzie fearfully implored as she reluctantly 

let him go. 

    “Of course you will”, Henry winked as he prepared to buckle his swash - 

leap out of the window into the street to make good his escape into a crowd 

of sympathetic but oppressed proletarians. “I’ll be back!” he shouted. 

    Just in time too - the door burst open and in stepped King Richard’s liege 

man - the hated Colonel Steven Purbrick, backed by squad of Royal 

Stormtroopers. 

    “I see the bird has flown”, he snarled. “Well, he won’t get far! Princess 

Elizabeth! You are under arrest!” 

    “On what charge?” 
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    “Treason, what else? Associating with the traitor and Social Democrat 

peer Henry Tudor!” 

    “Is it treason to see the man I love?” 

    “It is now. Guards! Take her away! Remember, she’s not to be harmed. 

The king wants her intact for his summit and poker game at Munich with his 

totalitarian chums, Herr Hitler, Senor Mussolini and Comrade Stalin!” 

    “No! Never!” Lizzie screamed. “This is England! Not some kind of fascist 

dictatorship!” 

    But Colonel Purbrick just laughed inanely that’s precisely what the 

kingdom had become…  

 

    “Wow!” the vixens fell again to Earth… 

    “Where are we?” 

    “A railway compartment?” 

    “Sounds like a bad old joke. There were seven Space Vixens in a railway 

compartment… 

    “Steam trains?”  

    “Yes! And look out of the window. London! I can see Battersea power 

station and the Houses of Parliament”. 

     And then it was everything in time and space froze - except the Space 

Vixens from Mars. 

    “Behold!” Mars’ patron saint Kylie appeared before them with a wave of 

her wand. “You mission this time is ensure the correct succession”.  

    “Steam trains?” Hannah guessed. “1936? We have to ensure George’s 

ancestor Bertie
1
 becomes king?” 

    “What?” 

    “The abdication crisis of Edward VIII. I’ll explain later”. 

    “No”, St Kylie smiled indulgently. “This is not 1936 on your Earth. It is 

1485 in a parallel world where the Dark Ages were no setback. Now - I must 

go!” 

    “No!” Melody insisted. “Wait! Tell us more?” 

    But the saint was gone - time restarted. 

    They were alone. 

    Left with but their secret identities from St Kylie… 

 

    “Now is the winter of our discontent”, the hideously deformed King 

Richard III rasped in his tobacco stained voice, “made glorious summer by 

my sun of York. And soon, instead of mounting barded steeds to fright the 

                                                           
1
 King George VI (Ed.) 
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souls of fearful adversaries, I shall caper nimbly in a lady's chamber, to the 

lascivious pleasing of a lute. I that am not shaped for sportive tricks, nor 

made to court an amorous looking-glass. I, that am rudely stamped, and want 

love's majesty. I, cheated of feature by dissembling nature, deformed, 

unfinished, sent before my time into this breathing world, scarce half made, 

and that so lamely unfashionable that dogs bark as I halt by”. 

    “Ah! Majesty”, the usurper’s sycophantic minion Catesby capered. 

“You’re too hard upon yourself, my precious”. 

    “Ah, good Catesby. Fi, since I cannot prove a lover I am determined to 

prove a villain. Send in Purbrick!” 

    “Yes Master”, Catesby scampered to the bell pull, and the Colonel was 

escorted in. 

    “You arrested the Princess?” Richard checked. 

    “Indeed Sire”, he confirmed. “She awaits your pleasure below”. 

    An inadvertent ‘carry on’ moment? The King was not amused - for he did 

the jokes here. “And yet, Purbrick, the traitor Henry Tudor has once again 

escaped arrest”. 

    “He will be caught Sire”. 

    “That’s what you said last time - and the time before that!” Richard spat 

venom. 

    “We seek him here, we seek him there. We seek that rebel everywhere. 

We have posted rewards - but he’s like Robin Hood. The people continue to 

harbour him!” 

    “Excuses!” the enraged monster’s wrath erupted - reached with his one 

good hand to powerfully grasp and lift the Colonel by the throat. “Too many 

excuses Purbrick! If Henry Tudor is allowed to escape all I have achieved 

could be undone!” 

    “I assure you Sire…” the Colonel, fought for air. 

    “No Purbrick! You’ve failed me once too often!” the king grasped harder. 

“I find your lack of faith disturbing…” he squeezed again - smashed his 

underling’s spine with a hideously audible ‘crack’. 

    “So perish all traitors to my realm”, Richard hissed. “Catesby!” 

    “Yes Master!” 

    “Remove the corpse - send in Hastings!” 

    “Yes, Master”, Catesby moved to drag away the empty corpse, gestured 

Major Blease open the door to admit Richard’s Prime Minister, Neville 

Chamberlain, Lord Hastings.  

    “Your Majesty”, with an ashen face Neville bowed, noted carefully what 

had happened to Purbrick. “Whilst I must share congratulations upon your 
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accession, the international situation remains grave. Herr Hitler dominates 

one end of Europe, Marshal Stalin the other”. 

    “There’ll be no change of foreign policy from my late brother Edward”, 

Richard assured as he moved to sit upon his stolen throne. “You keep 

appeasing them and we’ll all kick the French. They have it coming - the 

bastards! They drive on the wrong side of the road and eat croissants. Ensure 

the preparations for the summit continue. Get in some beetroot, sauerkraut 

and pasta. I have other, more congenial, business to attend too this 

afternoon…” 

 

    The Space Vixens secret identities would indeed be of use to their 

mission. Melody Jackson was cast as a reporter for ‘The Chicago Tribune’, 

Yoko Kurosawa as the sister of the Japanese ambassador while Helga Von 

Schliecher was a German armaments heiress. Short straw? Marie Lacroix 

was cast as the head of ‘Chanel’ in the UK; Sita Desai as HRH the Rani of 

Desai; Shona M’Benga as the Princess of Barashotoland and Hannah…  

    As always in these missions Hannah seemed to be the nexus of the 

Supreme Being’s attention.  

    For she was Lady Hannah Windsor - lady in waiting to the Princess 

Elizabeth… 

 

    A Princess Elizabeth who was currently in grave peril. But not only her - 

her brothers too as their wicked uncle entered a cell, deep within the Tower 

dungeons… 

    “Uncle Richard!” Edward V, the true king, protested as the hunchback 

usurper entered his cell. “I demand you release my brother and I - also 

confusingly called Richard”. 

    “Yeth!” the younger child-prince with the cutely endearing speech 

impediment agreed. “Edward ith the true king”. 

    “Rarr!” their angered uncle roared - and drawing his dagger stabbed both 

in a frenzy of ‘night of the long knives’ style bloodlust. 

    “Catesby!” 

    “Master?” his Gollum-like retainer bounced to do whatever was bid.  

    “Take his late majesty and his brother and bury them under the stairs. 

Make sure nobody sees you”.  

    “It will be done, Sire”. 

    “And make sure no witnesses survive. I want future historians to write 

long and turgid books erroneously claiming I was totally innocent as my 

dynasty begins my thousand year reich. I mean, ‘reign’…” 

    “Master”, Catesby crawled off… 
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* 

    “Saint Kylie said we have to ensure the true succession”, out on the streets 

of London Melody pondered. “But who would that be?” 

    “Standard! Standard!” a news hawker shouted. “Read all about it! Princes 

not seen in public today. Traitors to King Richard fear the worst!” 

    “’Traitors to King Richard?’” Yoko questioned.  

    “Its code”, Helga knew. “It’s a way of telling the truth in a dictatorship. 

You tell it as if it were a lie. Which it isn’t. People soon learn to read 

between the lines”. 

    “Just like the USE”, Shona considered.  

    “I remember my history now!” Hannah enthused. “At the battle of 

Bosworth - in 1485 - Henry Tudor skilfully placed himself behind a swamp 

to lure Richard III into charging him. Just as Henry had planned Richard got 

caught in the mud in his heavy armour and was put out of everyone else’s 

misery”. 

    “So this Henry Tudor copan is the rightful heir?” Marie-Clare checked. 

    “It’s not that simple”, Sita too recalled. “To end the so-called ‘Cousin’s 

War’ - the ‘War of the Roses’ - didn’t the Lancastrian Henry marry the 

Yorkist Princess Elizabeth?” 

    “Yes”, Hannah beamed. “They were childhood sweethearts before King 

Edward IV died and his spoilt little brother Richard of Gloucester usurped 

the throne from Edward’s son, also confusing called Edward, but number 5”.  

    “But we’re in the 1930s?” Melody recalled her film history, so it’s kinda 

like Sir Ian McKellan’s version of Shakespeare’s play, ‘Rickard III’? 

Right?” 

    “OMG!” Helga explained. “He was, like, so hot”. 

    “Shakespeare?” 

    “No, Sir Ian”. 

    “But he was gay?” 

    “Only because he never met me, Liebchen…” 

    “Ladies, we’re straying off the point”, Melody called them back for order. 

“So what happened? Back in our reality?” 

    “Henry killed Richard at the Battle of Bosworth”, Hannah recalled, “and 

they all lived happily ever after…” 

    “Apart from a few revisionist historians with books to sell…” 

    But just then there was a kerfuffle. A van drew up and the newspaper 

seller’s placard was hastily changed to ‘BBC ANNOUNCE PRINCES DIE 

IN TRAGIC TOWER MOAT BOATING ACCIDENT’. 

    “The hunchback Richard’s killed them already!” Yoko alarmed. 
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    “Disability is no indicator of evil”, Melody dismissed. “But in his case 

I’m prepared to make an exception…” 

 

    Luckily for the Princess Elizabeth here was a small window in her cell 

that shone inside but a little light. As her indolent guard dozed - and aided 

by some friendly mice - she was able to pass up a message to a kindly dove 

who had alighted upon one of the bars. ‘Help me Henry Tudor’, it said. 

‘You’re my only hope’. Like a scene from one of the Mr Disney’s new colour 

films sometimes life really does imitate art. Until - suddenly - the kindly 

animals ran, in fear for their lives, in fear of the approach of unspeakable 

evil. 

    King Richard III had arrived… 

    As the rusty door creaked open the guard hurriedly sprang to attention. 

“Heil oh Master! King of all England except for the bits where they don’t 

like you!” he hastily exclaimed. 

    “Well?” the malevolent monarch was straight to the point. 

    “The Princess Elizabeth refuses to name her accomplices in her evil plot 

to free the free kingdom from your benign rule oh Master. She says instead 

that someday her prince will come to rescue her from you evil clutches”. 

    “Ha ha! She’ll be lucky. No one can save her now. She’ll talk. 

Eventually”. “Won’t you, my dear?” he leered lasciviously at his trapped 

niece. 

    “Uncle Richard!” Lizzie stood her ground. “That’s disgusting! With your 

wife the queen barely cold! I know she was a manipulative bitch but…” 

    “She was cold in more ways than one”, he mused. “They said I was wrong 

to take advantage of her as a vulnerable widow, and they were right. Still, 

got my hands on her enormous tracts of land before she croaked, didn’t I?” 

    “You beast!” 

    “And you are a true beauty”, Richard reached to grasp her by the chin. 

“Having killed your brothers and taken the throne I intend to marry you”. 

    “Never!” Lizzie defiantly refused.  

    “You have no choice”, her wicked uncle most assuredly assured. “You, 

Princess, are a spy and a member of the Rebel Alliance”. 

    “And you, Uncle, have illegally seized the throne”. 

    “Now mine by act of parliament”. 

    “One you bought and paid for!” 

    “Enough!” the usurper’s patience was quickly exhausted. “The matter is 

closed! Marry me and I will spare your life”. 

    “Never!” 

    “You will give in to me”. 
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    “Never in a million years!” 

    “Then you shall rot and die in here if you will not become my bride!” 

    “And if I were to?” she mocked. “To simply to die in my turn like Auntie 

Anne?” 

    But the evil just grinned, released her. “I can wait, Elizabeth. A few days 

in here will soon cool your ardour!” 

    “Never! Henry Tudor will come to save me. Save me and the kingdom. 

With my brothers dead he is now the rightful heir! Together we will unite 

two houses, both alike in dignity, and heal this broken kingdom!” 

    “I think you overestimate his chances, my dear. Soon my agents will 

eliminate the pretender Tudor. To take the throne he’ll have to kill me first. 

And all my guards are totally loyal to me personally, aren’t you Underling?” 

    “Yes Sire”.  

    “They work on commission, you know”. 

    But to drown out his rhetoric Lizzie just calmed herself by music. 

“Someday my prince will come”, she sang… 

    But ‘Uncle Dickon’ cackled evilly. “Must be off, I’ve got my plan for the 

conquest and subjugation of the world to work on”. 

    Yet events were already moving out of his control… 

 

    “We need to use your pass as the princess’ lady-in-waiting to get into the 

Tower”, Melody decided.  

    “With our combined talents we should be able to break her out”, Yoko 

considered. 

    “Doable”, Helga agreed. 

    But suddenly there was a commotion in the streets. “Quick!” Sita shouted. 

“Turn the radio on”. 

    “…the BBC Home Service. Here is the news, and this is Alvar Lidell 

reading it. The Lancastrian rebel claimant Henry Tudor has landed in force 

on the coast at Milford Haven…” 

    “There’s not a moment to lose”, Shona immediately began to unpack her 

freshly imported ‘Chicago piano’ Thompson sub-machine gun - as out on 

the streets the oppressed masses began their sympathetic uprising.  

    ‘Henry is coming!’ they shouted. ‘Our day of liberation arrives!’ 

 

 

THE REALLY NICE 

EARL OF 

RICHMOND… 
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ACT TWO 

 

THE STORY SO FAR… In a parallel Earth - where the Dark Ages didn’t 

really happen - the Space Vixens from Mars must help a 1930’s Henry 

Tudor, the Lancastrian Duke of Richmond, and Elizabeth Plantagenet , 

Princess of York, establish a legal dynasty to heal a broken kingdom and 

unite their two houses, both alike in dignity… 

 

    “Sire!”  

    “What is it Catesby?” 

    “The peasants are revolting, they is Master. Yes, precious. Henry Tudor, 

landed he has”. 

    “So”, an evil smile cracked across King Richard III’s twisted visage. 

“Tudor wants to challenge me in battle, does he?” 

    “Master?” (the sycophantic Catesby hadn’t expected to see him so 

pleased).  

    “He falls into my trap - you numbskull! Have the BBC put it out that he’s 

Welsh - that their sheep will be at risk. A racist slur in always helpful”. 

    “And also that his mother is a religious fanatic?”  

    “Yes – that too . All that tree-hugging let’s-be-nice-to-everyone 

Christianity. Ugh!” he involuntarily shuddered like someone had walked 

over his grave – though in truth it was merely a tank crossing the car park. 

    “And Catesby!” 

    “Master?” 

    “Order the army concentrate upon Nottingham. Take hostages to ensure 

all commanders remain loyal. Round up the usual suspects, etc etc”. 

    “By your command Majesty, it shall be done…” 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

EVIL KING 

RICHARD 

HOLDS A 

RALLY… 
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* 

    Maybe it was a trap - then maybe again it was not. Henry Tudor’s landing 

craft hit the beach and his men disgorged under sporadic incoming fire - 

including the volunteers of the famous ‘International Brigade’, men of 

morality and character who thirsted for social justice; men like George 

Orwell, Ernest Hemingway, JRR Tolkien and Enid Blyton (who was 

technically a girl). They pushed ahead despite opposition from Richard’s 

forces, and by noon on D-Day were a mile inland.  

    Despite the danger of a beach assault the noble Henry Tudor, Earl of 

Richmond, had bravely landed to lead his men in the first wave. 

    “Careful my Lord - you’ll be killed!” he was warned by his trusty and 

experienced field commander, the Earl of Oxford, as a shell exploded 

nearby. 

    “I risk all to heal this fractured realm and to save the woman I love!” 

placing his trust on God Henry smiled, knelt, and piously offered up prayers 

- anything to quell his personal concern for Lizzie’s safety at the hands of 

her twisted uncle. “No Oxford. I must put my duty to the people before my 

personal feelings…” 

 

    Back in London - with Henry’s invasion afoot - the incognito Space 

Vixens were finding the Tower of London too heavily guarded to both get 

into and effect a rescue exit from. 

    “We’ll have to think of something else”, Melody decided. “Something to 

ensure the good guys win”. 

    “Air power!” Kurosawa realized. “Even in this time period it would prove 

decisive”. 

    “Yes!” Marie-Clare enthused. “I would love to fly a Spitfire”. 

    “The ME109 was better”, Helga countered. “It had a 20mm cannon for 

greater hit value, a float carburettor to escape in a dive…” 

    “But it was tricky to land and fly?” Sita countered. “over-responsive 

and…” 

    “Enough!” Melody ruled their debate over. “That sounds like a plane, 

Yoko. I mean a ‘plan’”. 

    “As long as we get to shoot something”, Shona approved. 

    “We’ll need uniforms”, Sita chipped in. 

    “Then perhaps”, Hannah thought on her feet, “it’s time for the Princess 

Elizabeth’s lady in waiting to do something for king and country”. 

    “That’ll be the rightful king, of course”, Yoko grimaced grim oriental 

determination… 

* 
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    The return of the king? As Henry’s forces sped to liberate South Wales - 

strove to reach the open terrain of the Midlands - across the country 

resistance uprisings in his support began to gather momentum. Despite their 

children being held hostage by Richard in special, ‘concentration camps’, 

the nobles of England began – if not always openly - to flock to the Earl’s 

banner. 

    “Gawd bless you my Lord! You be the one true king and no mistake”, an 

old woman came to offer flowers to the troops as Henry halted at the 

Tewkesbury crossing of the River Severn. “‘Ere, ‘ave a cuppa tea”. 

    “Thank you Ma’am”, he was grateful for the brew. “Have you something 

for my brave men too?” 

    “I’ll see what else we can rustle up, my Lord”, the grateful crone ambled 

off to be helpful. 

    “Lord Stanley?” Oxford suspiciously watched the empty sky.  

    “Stanley?” 

    “Aye my Lord. It all depends on Stanley. He’s married to your mother, 

isn’t he?” 

    “He is”, Henry smiled a secret as he sipped his tea. “And she has the 

knees of a saint”. 

    “Indeed”, Oxford knew their relationship to be exceptionally close. 

    But certainly nowhere near as close as Yorkist propaganda would have the 

world believe… 

 

    “How did you manage it?” as they changed clothes Melody was most 

impressed by Hannah’s progress. 

    “I told them the truth”, Mrs Windsor merely smiled serenely. “That the 

princess intends to serve the rightful king and needed uniforms for her 

ladies”. 

    “Lucky they didn’t ask which king”, Shona grinned as she tried hers on. 

    “Not the witch-king that’s for sure”, Sita quipped the kind of pun that 

always looks much better in print than spoken verbally. 

    “Now we just have to get in to see Lord Stanley. Do we know where he’s 

based?” 

    “We do”, Yoko affirmed. “Northolt aerodrome”. 

    “Do we steal a car or take the Underground?” Helga wondered. 

    “Given our stance on the ruling dictatorship would not the ‘underground’ 

be more appropriate?” Marie amused. 

    “As long as we don’t miss the party”, as always Shona M’Benga felt it 

wasn’t a proper mission if one didn’t get to blow-away some bad guys in 

Tarantino-like technicolour slow-motion… 
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* 

    Meanwhile, but a few miles away, deep in the Tower dungeon. “You see 

my dear?” like villains is all time and space King Richard felt the need to 

extrapolate his evil plans to those innocents he had incarcerated. “Your 

misguided friend Tudor thinks he can challenge my army in open battle. In 

doing so he will lose!” 

    “No Uncle!” trapped niece Lizzie stood her ground. “Henry will prevail 

because he is the people’s champion!” 

    “I find your lack of faith disturbing”, he merely leered lasciviously with 

all the over-confidence of those dictators who habitually surround 

themselves with sycophants. “No matter. Once your ‘champion’ Tudor’s 

head is on Tower Bridge you’ll soon change your tune”. 

    “You beast!” (such was his foul stench her cute animal friends had long 

departed in fear). 

    “And you’ll find out just how much of one I am, my dear”, Richard 

leered. “When this is done I’ll be back to see to you!” 

    “Never!” it was all she could do not to vomit at the prospect. 

    “Catesby! Lovell!” Richard called for his acolytes. “On we go to victory!” 

 

    “We caught them trying to infiltrate the base, my Lord”. 

    “We walked up to the gate and asked to see Lord Stanley”, trying to sound 

her most English Melody remembered to accordingly amend her accent 

(‘hey if Renee Zellweger can pull it off in ‘Bridget Jones – The Next 

Generation’’…) 

    “Who are you?” Air Chief Marshal ‘Bomber’ Stanley didn’t recall 

appointing so many WAAF
2
 officers.  

    Predictably, given the circumstances, it was Hannah who spoke up. “I am 

actually Lady Hannah Windsor, lady in waiting to the Princess Elizabeth. 

My credentials”, she handed over her ID. “These are my friends. The Lady 

Elizabeth needs your help”. 

    “So does your step-son”, Melody cannily added. 

    Stanley looked at her – narrowed his eyes – considered. It was so 

outrageous it could only be true. Equally, hoever, they could be spies, sent to 

entrap him by King Richard’s secret police, the hated ‘Special Patrol 

Group’. 

    “Leave us!” making a snap decision he rustled his moustache. 

    “My Lord!” 

                                                           
2
 WAAF = ‘Women’s Auxiliary Air Force’ (Ed.)  
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    “Leave us – damn you!” he now roared at his ADC and guards, who duly 

withdrew.  

    Yet if it all went wrong it would mean the Tower...  

    “How much do you know?” seeing they were alone Lord Stanley 

identified Melody as the leader. 

    “Everything”, Helga assured in her Marlene Dietrich voice.  

    “Indeed, Madam. Then you will know King Richard holds my son 

hostage?” he raised an eyebrow. 

     “But not your brother”, Yoko interjected. “One of you always wins”. 

    “And these days”, Marie egged the pudding, “modern air power is both 

flexible and immediate”. 

    Thoughtfully weighing her words Lord Stanley pondered, considered. 

“You know Lady Windsor”, he turned to Hannah, “I do like problems I can 

obliterate from the air”.  

    “I love this guy”, Shona quietly whispered to Sita. “He’s cute. A man 

after my own heart…” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE REALLY 

NICE 

PRINCESS 

ELIZABETH… 
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ACT THREE 

 

THE STORY SO FAR… In a parallel Earth - where the Dark Ages didn’t 

really happen - the Space Vixens from Mars must help a 1930’s Henry 

Tudor, the Lancastrian Duke of Richmond, and Elizabeth Plantagenet , 

Princess of York, establish a legal dynasty to heal a broken kingdom and 

unite their two houses, both alike in dignity. And now, the final battle 

against the evil King Richard approaches… 

 

    The next day – and all across England destiny awaited… 

    ‘…that’s another fine mess you’ve gotten me into, Stanley’, up on the 

silver screen Oliver Hardy delivered the punchline, and the movie ended. 

    It gave Melody Jackson pause for thought. “You think we can trust this 

Stanley guy?” she wondered as – back in mufti – five of the space Vixens 

left the cinema where they’d been killing time. 

    “Shona seems to think we can”, Yoko assured. “And she’s going along for 

the ride”. 

    “I still don’t see how overnight she could persuade Lord Stanley into 

letting her and Marie pilot the pathfinder?” Hannah was confused. 

    “Liebchen”, Helga quietly took her to one side, “some things are best left 

as true historical mysteries.” 

    “Come on!” Melody rallied. “It’s time. We’ve got a princess to rescue!” 

 

    “My Lord!” the dispatch rider saluted smartly. “The usurper’s army 

approaches”. 

    “Thank you”, the noble Earl of Richmond took the message from the 

scout. 

    “He’s confident?” Oxford considered.  

    “Why wouldn’t he be?” Henry smiled. “He has more men and they’re 

better equipped. Lease-lend Panzer III’s and the new Matildas. All we have 

are a few Great War surplus Renault FTs and Clios”. 

    Then Oxford smiled too. “It couldn’t be going better?” 

    “Indeed – he’s fallen for our trap! We’ve lured his tanks into attacking us 

in the snowy, swampy woods at Bosworth Field – the very place where his 

superiority in armour will be negated by terrain. Where we will have an even 

chance”.  

 

    Maybe. Maybe not. Twenty miles away King Richard’s army prepared to 

move off… 
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    “Come, bustle, bustle; caparison my tank”, he ordered his minions. “Call 

up Lord Stanley, bid him bring his air-power. I will lead forth my soldiers to 

the plain, and thus my battle shall be ordered”. 

    “The phone lines appear to be down, Master”, Catesby interjected. “The 

radio, jammed it is, yes, precious…” 

    “Then we shall do this alone. You I and my twenty nobles”. 

    “Fifteen Sire”. 

    “You, I and, my fifteen nobles”. 

    “Twelve now, Master”. 

    “’Tis enough, good Catesby! Remember whom we are to cope withal  - 

vagabonds, rascals, and runaways, a scum of base lackey peasants”. 

    “And oppressed proletarians…” 

    “Fi! Shall we permit these enjoy our lands? Lie with our wives? Ravish 

our daughters?” 

    “Sire? Didn’t you kill your wife?” 

    “Silence, cur!” 

    “And you don’t actually have a daughter…” 

    “Enough, Catesby! For when I prevail I shall take as wife my own niece 

the fair Elizabeth. Aha!” 

    At this some stormtroopers within earshot began to snigger. 

    “Silence!” the King shouted. “Base dogs! Fire up the tanks and let us be at 

them!” 

    “Aye”, Catesby helpfully added. “Come on! Give the king a break, lads. 

It’s not nearly as purvy as it sounds…” 

 

    “…state of the art for the late 30s”, Marie strapped herself into the pilot’s 

seat of the prototype Bristol Blenheim bomber. “You gonna be Ok on the 

guns?” 

    “Will I ever!” Shona relished the challenge of personing a turret. “It’ll be 

just like ‘Star Wars’. How you gonna navigate without sat-nav and 

electronics?” 

    “Map and compass”, Marie was sanguine. “Good old-fashioned tech. I’ll 

be fine as long as I remember we’re working in miles, not kilometres…” 

 

   Meanwhile, on the other side of ‘the hill’, deep in the snowy forest, the 

noble Earl’s men stood to, ready for the enemy onslaught. 

    Yet many were recruits, decidedly nervous. “Oh that we now had here but 

one ten thousand of those men in England that do no work to-day!” 
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    If it was a satire on the massive unemployment King Richard and his 

capitalist lackeys had deliberately created… it was yet a show of genuine 

fear (for only madmen and liars are never scared). 

    “What’s he that wishes so?” the noble Earl overheard. “Fear not, stout 

yeoman! If we are marked to die, we are enough to do our country loss; and 

if to live, the fewer men, the greater share of honour. God's will! I pray thee 

wish not one man more. No, faith, my comrade! Rather proclaim it - through 

my host - that he which hath no stomach to this fight, let him depart; his 

passport shall be made and crowns for convoy put into his purse. We would 

not die in that man's company that fears his fellowship to die with us. Old 

men forget: yet all shall be forgot, but he will remember with advantages 

what feats he did that day! We few, we happy few, we band of brothers. 

Remember the few! We shall fight them on the beaches, we shall fight them 

in the hills! We shall never surrender. For he today that sheds his blood with 

me shall be my brother. Be he ne'er servile this day shall gentle his condition 

- and gentlemen in England now a-bed shall think themselves accursed they 

were not here - and hold their manhood cheap whilst any speaks that fought 

with us upon Bosworth Field!” 

    At this stirring speech from the Earl all cheered and rallied to their duties. 

    “My sovereign Lord, bestow yourself with speed”, a messenger arrived. 

“Richard’s tanks are bravely in their battle set, and will with all expedience 

charge on us”. 

    “All things are ready, if our minds be so”, Henry grasped his trusty sword 

and machine-gun. “Perish the man whose mind is backward now! Thou dost 

not wish more help from England, friend?” 

    “God's will my Lord, would you and I alone could fight this battle royal! 

We shall sleep in peace, the tyrant being slain. We fight in safeguard of our 

wives and to free our children from the sword. Sound drums and trumpets 

boldly and cheerfully! God, Harry and Saint George! Richmond and 

victory!”  

    Just in time too - for the first tanks began to edge into Bosworth Wood, 

guarded by Richard’s stormtroopers. A bridge too far? As they entered 

Henry’s prepared killing ground they took fearful casualties from concealed 

anti-tank guns and Molotov cocktails...  

 

    Yet Richard’s forces succeeded in advancing by sheer weight of numbers 

so far their evil king felt confident enough to advance toward the front line.  

    “Quantity has a quality all of its own”, he snarled. “A golden guinea for 

the man that brings me Tudor’s head”. 

    “That much, Sire?” 
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    “Tudor’s skull. An ideal wedding present for the Princess Elizabeth, don’t 

you think?” he snarled. “A clear statement on intent…” 

 

    “He yet has the numbers and the means, my Lord”, Oxford urged. “You 

must retreat!” 

    “Never!” Henry vowed. “What? Have Richard say I darest not face him in 

battle? That I abandoned my true love?” 

    “But my Lord…” 

    “No, good Oxford. Here we stand. Here we fight. He we win, or here we 

lose. Give me Stanley - or give me night!” 

    Prophetic words indeed - for at that very moment a lone bomber shot 

overhead to unleash its load of flares straight upon Richard’s armour… 

 

    “Ye ha!” Marie shouted. “Bombes allez!” 

    “Bang on the nail!” Shona triumphantly observed.  

    “Oui! And here comes the RAF to follow up!” 

    Indeed it did. Good to his word ‘Bomber’ Stanley had mustered his full 

force. Guided by the contrast of the incognito Vixens’ pathfinder flares – 

vivid against the snow-covered trees – the target would indeed be difficult to 

miss. As Henry’s forces pulled back from contact - to melt through the 

woods - Richard’s relatively immobile tanks took the full force of Stanley’s 

onslaught… 

 

    The trap was sprung - the battle’s outcome no longer in doubt. 

    “I am undone!” the evil king looked for a means of escape . “A horse?” he 

pondered aloud his options in the close terrain, that a vehicle could get stuck 

in the mud. “A horse? My kingdom for a horse?” he considered escape. “No 

- I think not!” he realised his best chance was now was to sneak out of the 

country - rally support for his fellow fascist dictators. Abandoning his men 

he drove off his jeep at a tangent - only to become trapped and grounded in a 

marsh… 

 

    Henry Tudor had indeed prepared his ground well…  

    “My Lord!” a messenger arrived. “King Richard is mired in the swamp!” 

    “Then I go to end this”, Henry drew his weapon. 

    “No my Lord!” Oxford warned. “You could be killed!” 

    “No!” the noble Earl denied. “I must finish this now or there’ll never be 

peace in this realm!” - and off he dashed to terminate the usurper who had 

threatened the girl he loved… 

* 
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    “Come on you bastard! Come on!” Richard swore at his vehicle. Slowly, 

finally it edged out of the swamp and onto fresh snow. 

    But then it stalled - and a lone figure barred his way. 

    “Richmond!” the king sneered. “We meet at last! When we first met I was 

the master - and I guess I still am!” 

    “You’re only a master of evil, Richard! You’ve gone too far this time. The 

people are fed up with wage restraint. They’re rebelled against your tyranny. 

I’m to be king now - king of a free and just kingdom with no racial prejudice 

and where the buses run late if they want to! Surrender the crown and I will 

spare your life!” 

    “Pah!” the hunchback spat! Prepare to die Richmond!” he lunged at Henry 

- only for his blow to be expertly parried. 

    “I’m not the sort of chap to murder a cripple”, Henry stepped back as his 

foe recovered, combat stance reengaged - blade ready. “Surrender and I 

guarantee you’ll stand fair trial for your crimes before a court of justice. We 

fight for truth, freedom, democracy etc etc, here this day”. 

    “I think not”, Richard ungentlemanly kicked snow in the Earl’s face 

before lunging at him with his sword. Surprised by such unchivalrous 

conduct his blade was knocked from Henry’s hand. Quickly picking it up 

Tudor sprung to his feet - only to find… 

    “Very gallant”, Richard levelled his gun. “But I - on the other hand - am 

absolutely happy to use any means to achieve my aims”. 

    “Even murdering your own nephews”. 

    Richard smiled evilly. “Nothing will ever be proved…” 

    Confession? Good for the soul? Maybe. But in the case it became an epic 

fail. Unknown to them both - released by the remaining Space Vixens - the 

Princess Elizabeth was stood nearby – had arrived in the nick of time.  

    “You murdering cur!” she exclaimed. “You killed my brothers!” 

    “You too if needs be”, undaunted Richard aimed the revolver at Henry’s 

head. “Get ready my dear - because when I’ve killed Tudor I’ll shoot you in 

a totally different way…” 

   ‘Bam!’ A single shot rang out - and King Richard III fell - dead. 

    “Good shot, my love”, Henry calmly complimented his betrothed. “But 

we can’t put him on trial for war crimes now?” 

    “Shot whilst trying to escape?” as daughter of the Woodville witche 

Elizabeth was more than able to bend the truth as she calmly blew the smoke 

from the barrel of her gun. “You came for me”, she beamed at her one true 

love. 

    “Did you ever doubt I would, Lizzie?” Henry nonchalantly replied. 
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    “No”, she ran into his arms. “Our new Tudor era begins here! We’ll never 

be apart again!” she laughed and kissed her one true love. 

    “Aw, cute”, the Space Vixens from Mars knew now there work here was 

done… 

 

    And so it was. Henry and Elizabeth lived happily ever after and brought 

peace, justice, stability and a lawful succession to their realm with a series 

of sound but frugal fiscal policies. They encouraged the arts and 

exploration, extended trade, disbanded private armies and won victory in 

the Second World War, ending dictatorship and the setting up of the 

National Health Service, all paid for by just taxes appropriate to their 

ability to pay… 

    And evil King Richard III? 

    Like his friend Adolf Hitler, but a few years later, he was buried under a 

car park… 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


