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There was the smell of cooking in the air. There
were wine barrels lining the walls, rough wooden tables
covered with scraps of food and a great open fire over
which hung an enormous cauldron.

Meg - that mysterious cook in the castle - was
happily chopping up some vegetables for the stew when
there was a wheezing, groaning sound and a blue box
materialised out of thin air.

She nearly dropped her knife in surprise, but she
had gotten used to mysterious goings on in the castle
recently, what with that ugly and horrible mysterious
wizard Irongron had received recently, not to mention
that mysterious Sontaran that was helping the master with
his struggles against Edward of We ssex.

The door of the blue box opened. Out stepped a
mysterious traveller in time and space. He was shortish,
wore strange things around his eyes and had a mysterious
fungoid growth on his face. "Hullo," he said, "I'm the
President."

"The President?" said Meg.
"Yes," said the President. "I want you to do me

a favour."
"A favour?" said Meg.
"Yes, a favour," said the President. "Are you a

parrot or something?" The mysterious President laughed
at his joke.

"What's a parrot?" asked Meg. She didn't laugh.
"You don't know what a parrot is?" asked the

President. "Well, that's one continuity cock-up Uncle
Terry hasn't made." He pulled out a brown, lumpy thing.
"What do you think ofthis?" he asked.

Meg looked in awe at the mishapen lump.
"Now, this is a wee potato."
"Po-ta-to," said Meg.
"Yes, right. They're a wee root vegetable. Very

nutritious. Make you lots of money if you plant them and
sell them."

"Sell them?" asked Meg.
"Yes, you're going to become England's first

potato farmer," said the mysterious President.
"I am? I'm not too sure"

"They're very versatile," said the President.
"You can chip them, boil them, roast them, fly them,
saute them. Hell, you can even eat them."

. "They have places for nutty people like you,"
Meg said.

"Really, where?" asked the President.
"Called the House of Lords, I think," said Meg.
"You can't say that. The House of Lords hasn't

been invented yeti"
"Sorry, I'm just saying what Uncle Terry tells

me to."
"Will you take the potatoes, please," said the

President. "Look, I've even brought you a book, Potato
Farming For Beginners ."

"A book?"
"Yes." The mysterious traveller was getting

desperate by now. "Please, you've got to help me. If I
?on't introduce potatoes to twelfth century England, then
In the twentieth century I'm going to ask Uncle Terry the
most saddest and pathetic question you'll ever hear. I'll
never live it down. Please."

Meg took sympathy on the mysterious President.
She took the potato and the book off him. The President
cheering up, handed Meg a five pound bag of spuds he
had got from Sainsbury's; "Take these as well," he said.
"You peel them, chop them up, and put them in a stew.
They're very good."

"Yes, sir," said Meg.
"And don't forget, when the new serving wench

comes in, tell her to peel the potatoes."
"Yes, sir." said Meg again
"Thank you," said the mysterious Traveller. He

got into the blue box. With a wheezing groaning sound it
disappeared.

Almost immediately a girl that Meg hadn't seen
before came round the corner.

"Who are you?" demanded Meg.
"Er, I'm the new serving wench," said Sarah

Jane Smith - that mysterious journalist in Time & Space.
Meg grabbed Sarah by the arm and examined

her hands. "You're no serving wench," she said. "These
hand~ have never done a days work in their lives." Meg
was nght too - remember Sarah was a journalist.

"Put me down," Sarah ordered haughtily.
"'Ere, what are you playing at?" demanded Mez.
"Oh, please help me," asked Sarah. "I've se:n

neither bread nor cheese in a week."
. "Very well," said Meg. She held the Sainsbury's

bag In front of her. "Peel these potatoes."
"Okay," said Sarah, and began peeling. "What's

that you've got?"
"A book," said Meg. "1 don't know why, I can't

read. Never mind, I'm sure we'll be able to use it for
kindling."

Sarah nodded and carried on peeling her
potatoes.


