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Once upon a
time, as all good tales begin, in a land far, far away, a king with
big ideas, but only a small purse, wished to commission a grand
tapestry to commemorate his achievements, which, in truth, were
scarcely enough to fill even a modest sized sampler.

He summoned the
finest weavers in the land to his palace on the hill and explained
that he had been on Wikipedia and that what he had in mind was
something along the lines of the Bayeux tapestry. Each weaver in
turn quietly consulted his smartphone, or tablet and gulped,
blanched or turned just a little queasy, knowing the state of the
king's coffers, when he discovered that the Bayeux tapestry was two
hundred and thirty feet long and that the king could scarcely
afford even a poster sized, unframed print, let along a hand
crafted wall hanging. Each, in turn, found a reason to decline the
commission.

"Sire," said
one. "I fear that my skills are not sufficient to render the full
glory of your achievements to the standard that would be
appropriate. Much as I am flattered by your request, I must request
your forebearance to withdraw my name from your consideration."

"Sire," said
another. "Whilst it would truly be an honour to work on so a grand
project, I fear that the arthritis in my fingers is progressing at
such a rate, that I doubt my ability to complete such an important
commission before I am unable to weave another stitch. I humbly
crave your pardon, but I would ask you to withdraw my name from
your list."

One after
another, after calculating their potential loss on the contract,
each weaver found a reason why it would be innappropriate for him
to accept the king's request.

"Sire, my loom
is insufficiently large … "

"Sire, sadly,
my eyesight is failing … "

"Sire, I have
developed a tremor in my wrist … "

"Sire, the roof
of my workshop is letting in water … "

The king,
however, was reluctant to give up on his grand idea, especially as
he had promised the queen that this was the year, for sure, when he
would get the palace redecorated.

Even when the
king's smart ass son pointed out to him that the Bayeux tapestry
was not, in fact, a tapestry, but an embroidery, he was not
dissuaded. Runners, for the king could not afford horsemen, were
sent out in all directions to scour the kingdom, which was not
large, looking for any weaver who would take on the assignment.
After several weeks searching, when every number in the Yellow
Pages Directory had been exhausted and when even the mighty Google
had failed to throw up a weaver willing to waste the rest of his
life on the king's self endorsement, one of the runners came at
last to an unassuming cottage on the very edge of the kingdom.

In the cottage
lived a poor woman, widowed these many years, who earned a modest
living by weaving small items, like table mats and drinks coasters,
on her tiny hand built loom. In truth, the king's runner was almost
of a mind not to go into the hovel at all, but he was seduced by
the sign outside offering free tea and coffee and even more so by
the smaller sign saying 'wye-fye available' which was displayed
next to an even smaller sign saying 'sorry, cashe only, no credit
carde facilities'.

The cottage
interior was dark, lit only by the light of a solitary candle. In
the gloom, the king's runner could barely make out a woman sat at a
small loom, weaving what appeared to be a very tiny banner bearing
the words 'You don't have to be mad to work here, but … " The
remainder of the phrase was, as yet, unwoven.

"Help yourself
to tea or coffee," said the woman, without looking round. "I have
to finish this jobbe for the gifte shoppe before five."

The king's
runner found himself a small pewter tankard from the rack and added
a ladle full of boiling water from the cauldron bubbling above the
log fire before enquiring the whereabouts of the tea bagges.

"In the drawer,
under the microwave," said the woman. "There's milke in the fridge,
if you need it and honeye in the jarre if it be not sweete
enough."

"I'll thank ye
for the milke," said the king's runner, falling effortlessly into
her strange way of talking. "But I shall pass on the honeye, if
it's all the same to you, for truly I am sweete enough
already."

The woman
stopped her weaving for a moment and turned to regard her witty
visitor. "Why, sir," she said. "I see that not only art though
sweete, but from thy apparel, though art gaye as welle."

"Aha," said he.
"Appearances can sometimes be deceptive, sweete maid. For 'tis the
king who insists we dress like this. If I may speake frankly, I'd
just as soon wear jeans and a T shirt, for I do find these tightes
cut me up somewhat and are the devil's own nuisance when using ye
olde urinale, if ye catche my drifte."

"Tis for that
very reason I gave up wearing drawers many a year ago, young sir,
but let that be a secret atwixt we two, for I'd not want all and
sundrye thinking that I be a loose woman, if ye catche my
drifte."

The king's
runner and the weaver woman nodded conspiratorily as each caught
the drifte of the other.

"I have a
question, ma'am, if I may be so bolde," said the king's runner.

"Aske away,
young sir," said she. "Aske away."

"I was
awondering why ye speake in this olde way?" he asked. "Now that the
year be 2016?"

"I thought
t'was you, young sir. I was merely responding in kinde. For the
sake of goode manners."

"But I was
responding in kinde, too," he laughed. "What a pair of donkeyes we
be." And the two of them laughed and laughed until his tightes
split.

"If ye would
like to slip them off, young sir, I could pop a zippe in that seam
instead of stitching it closed. Ye might find that more
convenient."

"If ye could
leave a tad more slacke in the fabric at the same time," he added,
unable to snap instantly out of the olde speake. "That would be
mightily appreciated."

"What brings ye
here, to my humble cottage?" she asked, while sewing his tightes,
as he stood warming his naked buttocks against the log fire.

"In truthe," he
replied, " 'tis nothing but a wilde goose chase. For the king is
looking for a skilled weaver to complete a big jobbe."

The woman's
ears pricked up at the sound of the words 'king' and 'big jobbe'.
Perchance there was opportunity here?

"That do
intereste me, young sir. I haven't had a big jobbe since my poor
husband died, many a long year. Perhaps ye could tell me more."

"I think
'twould be more 'n a poor peasant woman like yourself could
handle," said the king's runner, a trifle condescendingly. "Every
other weaver in the kingdom has already turned him down."

"I think I
should be the judge of that, young man," she said, reprovingly.
"Perforce ye shoulde tell me more, afore ye jump to
conclusions."

"I stand
corrected, ma'am. No offense was intended. Please forgive my
unwitting insolence."

"No offense
taken, young sir, but I think ye may be standing a little too close
to that fire, for I do detect a faint scent of roast buttock if I'm
not mistaken."

The king's
runner sprang smartly away from the glowing embers clutching at his
singed backside.

"In truth, thou
art now a little too close to me, sir, if I may remark 'pon it. The
light in here is poor enough already without having your meat and
two veg in my eyeline. Which do reminde me. Ye were about to tell
me about the king's big jobbe."

The king's
runner covered his modesty with a small woven mat bearing the words
'all goode thinges come to he who waits' as he explained the king's
desire for a huge woven picture to cover his walls and promote his
accomplishments, few though they be.

"Aye, 'tis a
big jobbe," she agreed, when he had finished outlining the exact
specifications. "'tis a jobbe that is not without opportunity,
though," she added, thoughtfully.

She handed him
back his yellow and black striped tightes, now complete with
frontal zippe. "I just needs to warn ye," she said, before he put
them back on. " 'tis a health and safety matter that ye should be
aware of. If ye wears no drawers beneath the tightes, beware of the
zippe."

The king's
runner thanked her for her sewing and was about to make his
departure.

"I'll take the
jobbe," she said. "But I do have certain requirements."

 


The king's
runner took the woman's offer back to the palace.

"She do neede a
large barne or hall, Sire," said the runner. "To accommodate her
weavers. Also she do neede you to supplye the back clothe for the
weaving. She will supplye the yarne, herself."

"Why are you
speaking in this strange manner?" demanded the king.

"Truly, Sire, I
am unsure. 'tis a habit that once slipped into is strange difficult
to slippe out of."

"Hmm," said the
king. "Does this weaver woman have any more demands?"

"There are a
few, Sire. She has given me a liste and a contracte, which she
requires you to sign. She has also asked for a broadband link,
bottled mineral water and fresh flowers in her roome each day."

 


Two weeks
later, the weaver woman moved into a tower suite at the king's
palace. Outside the palace a large outside broadcast TV truck was
parked. Heavy electrical cables snaked their way into the Great
Hall, which had been made available to the weaver woman to
manufacture the huge tapestry. A small painted sign close to the
castle drawbridge read, 'Tippy Tapestry, this way' with an arrow
pointing towards the Great Hall.

A small line of
common women were chattering excitedly next to the 'please queue
here' sign.

At nine thirty
a.m. precisely, four of the king's buglers played the first ever
public rendition of what was to become the Tippy Tapestry TV theme.
The TV cameras panned round from the buglers to the ribbon tied
across the door to the Great Hall. At nine thirty one a.m., the
king cut the ribbon and declared the Tippy Tapestry project
open.

The excited
young peasant women, pressed forward as the huge wooden door swung
open and surged up to the newly installed ticket booth.

"Be a part of
history," proclaimed the bill board over the ticket booth. "Five
pounds for ten minutes weaving on the king's tapestry. Coloured
yarn and needle packs available to purchase inside."

Inside the
hall, an enormous back cloth had been erected on the rear wall. A
series of ladders had been leaned against it, with small platforms
at intervals. A drawing had been crudely executed in charcoal on
the back cloth. Small numbers, corresponding to different coloured
yarns had been written into each small section of the picture. A
long table had been erected opposite the tapestry. Racks of
coloured yarns and needles were displayed on the table, for sale to
the budding weavers.

A photographer
stood, ready to picture each new arrival and advise them that their
pictures would be available, for a nominal fee, by the exit when
they left.

At the far end
of the hall a small café had been set up, under a sign saying Tippy
Tapestry Tea Shoppe. Beside the café was a second counter, labelled
Tippy Tapestry Gifte Shoppe, with a selection of egg timers,
novelty mugs, fridge magnets, teddye bears and postcards.

The TV cameras
followed the first customers inside and filmed them buying their
overpriced lengths of yarn, before following them across to the
tapestry itself.

The weaver
woman, dressed in a smart red business suit, was being interviewed
with the yet to be started wall hanging in the background.

"When do you
think the tapestry will be finished?" asked the interviewer.

"The most
important thing," said the weaver woman. "Is not the speed, but the
quality of the finished product. It may take several years to
complete."

 


That evening,
the weaver woman and her frankly adoring king's runner, spent a
quiet hour unpicking part of the day's weaving. "After all," she
explained to her new beau. "We don't want them to finish too
quickly."

"It was such a
clever idea of yours, dearest," he replied. "Making people pay to
take part. There were nearly three hundred today."

"We haven't
even started, yet, my love," she continued. "There's the TV reality
show rights to come and I'm negotiating with a chinese supplier to
manufacture Tippy Tapestry weaving sets for sale on the interwebbe.
The Tippy Tapestry roller coaster should be operating by the summer
and I've got an idea for doll sets, too. I thought we could do a
weaver woman doll and a king's runner doll. That should give us
scope to sell male and female clothes for the dolls and, maybe,
even adult ranges for the parents. We've got exclusive rights on
the king's runner zipped range of tights, which are looking
surprisingly popular based on the advance orders and then there's
the Tippy Tapestry soft drinks range, which should be in the major
supermarkets by next week."

 


The king sat
inside his palace, reading the contract he'd signed with the weaver
woman. "There must be a loophole here, somewhere?" he said to his
chancellor.

"I think, Sire,
if you'll pardon the expression, that she's got it sewn up tighter
than a duck's arse. Next time, if I may advise it, you would be
wise to read the contract before signing away the merchandising
rights."

The king
fidgeted on his throne and pulled at the crotch of his tights. "I
must say," he muttered. "This new fangled zippe hasn't made these
tightes any more comfortable."

The chancellor
sighed, gently. "If I might advise, Sire. I think the zippe should
be at the front."

 


Inside the
Great Barn, there was the sound of happy banter and the tinkling of
coins as the weaver woman and the king's runner counted the day's
takings.

"The Tippy
Tapestry bouncy castle should arrive tomorrow," she said. "And I'm
talking to The British Balloon and Airship Club about running an
international Tippy Tapestry hot air balloon meeting from the
castle grounds this summer."

The king's
runner beamed at his clever partner. "I've had an idea, too, my
love," he said. "How about a Celebrity Weaver of the year
competition?"

"Strictly Come
Weaving?" she added.

"I'm a weaver,
get me out of here?"

"I think we
should unpick a little more, my dear," she replied, picking up her
sharp scissors. "I think this could run and run."

 


The End
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 Just Another Tall
Tale

 


 


Once upon a
time, in a land far, far away, over the mountains and beyond the
sea, there lived a king with one unmarried daughter. Princess
Talksalot was very beautiful, but she had one characteristic that
put most suitors off. To date, indeed, it had deterred every single
hopeful who had ever travelled to court her.

Yes, there was
no way to hide it, she was very tall!

Truth to be
told, she was unusually tall. Almost seven feet tall, in fact (six
feet ten inches to be precise). She towered over everyone she
met.

How the King
and Queen had come to have such a tall daughter had never been
satisfactorily explained, for the Queen was only five foot five
inches tall herself and the King only five foot one and a half.
(The half was important).

Nevertheless,
between them, somehow, they had contrived to create a daughter who
would have been welcomed into any basketball team, had such a sport
ever been played in that distant kingdom, but since the national
sport was horse racing, it was clear that she wasn't cut out to be
a jockey.

It should be
said at this instant, that the Princess was not only beautiful, but
she had a fine figure, to boot, well proportioned, with a handsome
bust, and legs that seemed to go on forever. If the Queen had only
allowed it, Princess Talksalot could truly have made a fortune as a
supermodel. The Queen, however
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