
Gelée Royale 
 
This is the most classic of all classic fairytales: The prince marries a common girl. For weeks and 
months in advance, there is no end to the chattering and whispering, the speculations about the 
design of the wedding dress are filling the magazines cover to cover, the animosities between 
members of both families involved are delightfully editorialized, the debate about the appropriate 
venue for the ceremony is narrowly escaping a constitutional crisis, and the invitation list, the seating 
plan, the ring, the menu – what a fuzz! 
 
Obviously, our rather prosaic, non-fairytale republican reality has a hole somewhere that needs to be 
filled with Gelée Royale from time to time. There are wedding ceremonies every day between 
unimaginably rich, unimaginably beautiful, or otherwise unimaginable people, and nobody takes 
notice. It is the element of royalty, of nobility, of a higher purpose, which takes our breath away.  
 
Sure, the air of royalty created by Christian Wilhelm Walter Wulff (German President) is rather 
modest in comparison to the innate nobility of William Arthur Philip Louis of Windsor-Mountbatten, 
Prince of Wales. And Angela Merkel’s (German chancellor) remarkable cleavage shown at the 
Bayreuth Wagner Festival a couple of years ago has not caused anybody to shout “how de-light-ful!!” 
as far as I remember. As opposed to Kate Middleton – 
 
And, as far as nobility is concerned, we are not really spoiled, given the latest scandal around the 
fake doctorate of then-Secretary of Defense Karl-Theodor zu Guttenberg. Obviously, there is some 
room for improvement. 
 
On top of it, there’s this unbeatable combination of a prince of highest descent with a lady of “low”, 
common pedigree. The prince and the Cinderella, so to speak, and it wouldn’t have been possible 
only a hundred years ago.  
 
Really? I’d look at it the opposite way. At the latest, when the lower lip of His Majesty is approaching 
the knee cap, and when the skulls of the offspring are playing into square shape, it may be time to 
consider the genetic health of the commoners. Fortunately, in the case at hand, this is not an issue – 
the mother of the groom was a commoner, after all, and the result is, by all means and purposes, a 
hunk. Good for him. Good for Kate.  
 
But does it really have to be played this thick? Granted that the Treasury has estimated that for every 
Pound Sterling spent on the Prince’s wedding, there will be two Pounds Sterling (they don’t even 
reckon in Euros, to be safe) of revenue from tea cups, paper napkins, chocolate and soap bars 
featuring the image of the newlyweds and promising lasting memories, and that this will benefit the 
economy - 
 
Okayokayokay. But in times when a good chunk of the subject population is counting their pennies in 
order to make ends meet, there is no need for sucking fifty Euros out of their pockets for a piece of 
soap, right? And I, for one, would not be enthusiastic enough to wipe the spaghetti sauce from my 
face with Kate’s printed face, at least not for as long as William is looking on, adamantly smiling.  
 
What it all comes down to: Kate and William are getting married. They are, after all we know, 
wonderful young people, and we wish them all the best. Gerald and Isabel are getting married, too.  


