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In a land far,
far away, beyond the mountains and over the sea, in a kingdom ruled
by a very short king, a grand woven tapestry was nearing
completion.

The huge
wall-hanging had been commissioned three years previously by the
King to commemorate his achievements, which, truth to tell, were
rather few. Fortunately, the weaver woman, who had been found after
a long search, and hired to oversee the project, had proved to be
both resourceful and creative. She had offered the King a contract
for the commission, which he foolishly signed without reading, and
which gave her the sole marketing rights to exploit the grand
project in pretty much any way she could imagine, and she was
certainly not lacking in imagination.

 


“Is there no
way round it?” the King had asked.

“No, Sire,” his
Vizier had replied. “I’m afraid ‘tis stitched up tighter than a
moorhen’s backside. I think ‘t’would be wise to read the contract
afore signing next time.”

 


Together with
her husband, one of the King’s former runners, the weaver woman had
set up the enormous tapestry backcloth to fill one wall of the
King’s Great Barn from top to bottom and end to end. Each day they
charged an exorbitant fee to the seemingly endless lines of common
women, who craved to be a part of this historic piece of royal
memorabilia by weaving a small portion of the design. And each
evening they carefully unpicked most of what had been woven during
the day in order to extend the life of the project as long as
possible, for there was money to be made, not only from selling the
weaving opportunities, but also from the sale of yarn, teas,
coffees, cake and souvenirs made in China, all branded with the
Tippy Tapestry trademarked logo.

There had also
been many other profitable spinoffs, TV shows, picture books, hot
air balloon rides and even a children’s playground with its own
rollercoaster. The Willy the Weaver dolls for boys had been
particularly successful.

Nothing lasts
forever, though, and the tapestry was now more than eighty percent
complete. There remained, however one large panel that was not yet
started. The weaver woman had never been entirely satisfied with
her design for that corner and each time it was begun, she would
shake her head and unpick it completely.

 


“The trouble
be,” she would say to her husband, as she pulled out yet another
thread, for she had a strange manner of speaking. “That the King
has given us an impossible taske.”

“How be that?”
replied her husband, who had fallen into her odd speech pattern
almost from the moment he’d met her. “’tis surely just a tapestry,
even though it be a bigge one.”

“’tis not the
size, ’tis the contente that be impossible, my dear. He has asked
for a tapestry to commemorate his grande deedes, but I’m afeared
that he is rather lacking in the grande deedes department, or in
many deedes at all, come to that.”

“There was the
Fat Chance lottery, my love. He did begin that,” said her husband,
sweeping the threads she had just unpicked from the floor beneath
the tapestry.

“Aye, and ‘tis
there in the designe already.”

“And then there
was the Publicke Convenience he created outside the Palace Gate to
stop the peasants pissing on the Palace walls.”

“Aye, but
methinks that a Publicke Latrine be not a good image for a Royal
tapestry.”

Her husband had
to agree. The King’s accomplishments were certainly few and far
between. It didn’t help matters, either, that he was only five foot
one and a quarter inches tall, and took up precious little of the
space in the design himself.

“Methinks you
could do more flowers,” suggested the weaver’s husband. “Some
pansies, perchance, or a border of sweete columbine? Maybe some
fishes or fowles?”

She shook her
head. “Methinks there be too many flowers already, my love. We do
need a new idea, alas.”

 


Inside the
Palace, the King was snoozing on the throne, as was his daily
habit.

The Vizier,
wearing his customary long black robe, coughed loudly for the third
time in an attempt to attract his attention. “Sire,” he said,
bowing so low that his beard was scraping the ground. “Sire, there
is a small matter for your consideration.”

The King
continued to snore. His crown was tipped to one side of his head
and a small line of drool was making its way from his wide-open
mouth towards his chin.

“Sire,” tried
the Vizier for the fourth time. This time with more success.

“Harrumph,”
said the King, opening one eye. “What is it, Vizzy? Can’t you see
that I’m thinking?”

The Vizier, who
hated being addressed as Vizzy by anyone other than the Princess
Talksalot, remained in his stooped position and apologised
profusely. “I am most sorry to disturb you, Sire, but there is a
matter that demands your attention.”

The King wiped
away the drool absent mindedly with his sleeve. “And what matter is
that?” he asked.

“Sire, the
peasants are complaining about a Great Boar that is striding the
land and terrorising the villagers.”

“Oh dear. I
told her there was nothing to be gained from mixing with the common
people,” sighed the King, thinking immediately of his wife.

“I’m sorry,
Sire?”

“The Queen. I
told her not to go, but she had this idea of distributing bread to
the poor. It’s that old fool mother of hers who will keep weaving
new wicker baskets. The Queen thought it would be good for her
image is she was seen handing out bread to the poor from a wicker
basket. I told her it would surely backfire.”

“Sire. I think
perhaps I did not make myself clear. ‘tis a giant boar that is
frightening the people. Not a great bore.”

“It could be
both,” muttered the King, sitting up straighter on his throne.
“What of this boar, then, Vizier? Can the Royal Huntsman not shoot
it? ‘tis about time we had another Royal Banquet, methinks.”

“Sire, the best
huntsmen in the land have tried in vain to trap the boar, but it is
both fierce and smart. Their arrows merely bounce off its tough
hide even if they can get close enough to shoot.”

The King had no
idea whatsoever how to approach the problem, but tried to adopt a
thoughtful looking pose with his chin in his hand, while waiting
for the Vizier to come up with a plan.

“I was thinking
you could announce a contest,” suggested the Vizier, whose back was
killing him from the perpetual stooping. “With perhaps a valuable
prize for the hunter who trapped the boar.”

“I was thinking
the same thing,” agreed the King, nodding. “A modest prize,
perchance.”

“My own
thought, Sire. A modest prize, indeed.”

“Something
symbolic, perhaps. A medal, maybe?”

“A medal,
indeed, Sire. An excellent suggestion.”

“Or a
certificate?”

“I’m sure a
certificate would be a welcome reward, Sire. Certainly. A small
certificate would be a most excellent reward.”

 


The contest to
capture the Great Boar was broadcast by the Royal Trumpeters
throughout the land on the following day, but there were few takers
from amongst the general population. The boar’s reputation had
preceded it and most folk had no desire to be anywhere in the
vicinity of its wicked tusks.

The Royal
Huntsman was despatched to track and capture the giant animal, but
each time he approached it, the boar sensed his arrival and
disappeared deep into the forest. After several days of fruitless
hunting the huntsman himself became the hunted and returned to the
Palace one morning with his arse hanging out of his pants and his
leggings all torn and bloodied.

“I’m sorry,
Sire,” he said. “The boar charged at us unexpectedly from the
forest, scaring my horse and tearing the arse out of my leggings
with its tusks. The wind is fair whistling about my nethers. ‘tis
enough to freeze the b….”

He was cut off
in mid-sentence by the King, who truly had no interest in the state
of the huntsman’s nether regions, nor wished to learn of the
discomfort being felt by any brass monkeys. Freezing or not.

 


Somewhat
surprisingly, the King’s daughter, Princess Talksalot, whose
defining characteristic was that she was exceedingly tall, six feet
five inches to be exact, offered to catch the boar herself. “My
friends the birds will help me find him,” she said. “And then I’m
sure I could talk to him nicely and explain that he was frightening
everyone.”

Luckily, her
builder husband, Prince Harry Prince, plasterer, master pargeter
and general builder was on hand to persuade her that this was not
one of her best ideas.

 


The Royal
Jester, a gaily dressed man wearing yellow and black diamond
spangled tights, a multi-coloured tabard and a tri-corned hat
adorned with bells, tried in vain to distract the King with a
stream of boar related jokes, but the King waved him away, unamused
for once by his antics and his pig’s bladder on a stick.

 


The boar
continued to terrorise the villagers and their rumblings of
discontent were increasingly directed at the Palace for the King’s
failure to sort the crisis. It was pointed out repeatedly that
since he had declared all the game in the forest to be Royal
property, it was therefore up to him to fix the problem. Another
unintended consequence that he’d failed to anticipate.

 


The Captain of
the Palace Guard was summoned and ordered to take a party of yeomen
into the forest to put an end to the boar. Unfortunately, they
seemed to be unable to march without singing loudly, which sent the
boar deep into hiding before they even got close.

 


“If I might
suggest,” said the Court Jester, one morning.

“Go away,
Fool,” said the King, without waiting to hear more. “We’ve no time
for your jokes today.”

The Jester
opened his mouth to speak, but was waved to silence by the
King.

 


“Sorry,
Jessie,” said the Princess Talksalot, when she met him in the
corridor outside the throne room. “Daddy is very busy with the
boar, but you can tell me your joke if you like. I promise to
laugh.”

“’tis no joke,
Princess,” replied the Jester. “I have an idea for catching the
boar.”

“Ha. Ha,”
laughed the Princess. “You are funny, Jessie. How could you catch
the boar if the best hunters in the land have failed?”

 


The following
day, before dawn, the Jester slipped unnoticed from the Palace,
minus his trademark spangled tights and tri-corned hat and dressed
instead in peasant garb of sacking trews and rough woollen tabard.
Over his shoulder was a small leather pouch filled with acorns, and
on his back a woven hazel hurdle.

He made his way
to a clearing in the forest where the boar had recently been seen,
and scattered the acorns on the ground before making his way back
to the Palace. He left the hurdle by a tree.

Each morning,
for the next five mornings, he repeated his trip, scattering more
acorns, and each morning he was gratified to see that the acorns
from the previous day had disappeared. He was also pleased to note
marks in the earth that could only have been made by a boar of
unusual size. The hazel hurdle was untouched.

On the sixth
day, he took with him, not only the bag of acorns, but also another
hurdle of woven hazel, which he erected beside his pile of acorns.
He was pleased the next morning to see that not only had the acorns
disappeared, but that his hurdle was still standing.

Every day for
the following week, he erected another hurdle alongside the
existing ones, fastening each new hurdle to the previous one and
gradually forming a circle around the daily acorn pile until there
was only a small gap left. And each day the acorns continued to be
eaten.

 


In the
meantime, the King had issued further proclamations offering medals
and honours for the hunter who could trap the boar, but he had no
more takers. There was great discontent in the land.

 


Two weeks after
he had begun leaving the acorn feast, the Jester arrived at the
forest clearing well before dawn and settled down in the
undergrowth to wait. Just as the sun was rising, the Great Boar
strolled nonchalantly into the clearing, followed by a fat sow and
ten striped piglets. They bustled their way into the enclosure and
began hoovering up their acorn breakfast. The Jester quietly closed
the remaining gap in the circle with his final hurdle. The boars,
busily eating, scarcely acknowledged his presence.

 


There was
general disbelief in the Palace when the Jester reported that the
boar had been trapped. The King, Queen, Princess Talksalot, Prince
Harry Prince, the Vizier and most of the remaining Palace staff
made their way into the forest to see for themselves.

“Oh, Daddy,”
said the Princess, delighted by the tiny striped piglets. “Aren’t
they sweet. They look just like humbugs. May I have one for a
pet?”

The King, who
was thinking more along the lines of a Royal Banquet, decided that
he could probably spare one of the smaller piglets, and, anyway,
knew that she would soon tire of feeding it and cleaning its
compound.

“How did you do
it, Jessie?” she asked. “You are so clever.”

“I wasn’t
always a Jester, Princess,” he replied. “When I was a boy, I lived
in the forest with my parents and I learned that sometimes kindness
and patience is more effective than force.”

 


Word of the
Jester’s success and the boar’s capture soon reached the ears of
the weaver woman and her husband in the Great Barn. They had just
finished unpicking that day’s weaving and preparing for the influx
of new weavers in the morning.

“Methinks I
have a new designe for the last corner of the tapestry,” she said,
pulling out her chalk pencil and sketching directly onto the back
cloth.

“Perchance the
tuskes should be not so bigge?” suggested her husband.

“Perchance,”
she agreed. “But what thinke ye of the figure?”

“’tis a fine
representation of the man. Methinks he will be well pleased.”

“’twill add
some much-needed colour in that corner of the weave,” she
added.

Her husband
nodded his approval. “Methinks the Jester will be well happye to be
included in the designe, though the King may find the dolphins a
stretch.”

“’tis but a
touch of whimsy, husband. ‘tis much needed after the scare of the
boar.”

“I have an idea
for some model boars as toyes for the children,” said her
husband.

“And boar
masks,” added his wife. “For the masked ball.”

“What about one
of those coin operated ride on models such as be outside the
supershoppe?”

“Or a boar
family themed roundaboute?”

“I have a
notion, too, for a children’s cartoone. We could call it Billy
Boar, or Pippa Pig?”

Yes, the
possibilities were endless.

 


… And the Royal
Banquet a few months later was also a huge success.

 


The End

 


Barnaby Wilde
(March 2021 copyright)
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In a land far,
far away, over the mountains and beyond the sea, Prince Harry
Prince, husband to the Princess Talksalot, general handyman
builder, plasterer and master pargeter, was completing his
conversion of the Queen Mother’s chambers at the top of the
Forbidden Tower. Old Queen Talksalot had been banished to the
Forbidden Tower many years earlier by her daughter, the current
Queen Talksalot. No one could remember exactly why the first-born
daughters in the royal line were always named Talksalot, just as no
one could quite remember, either, the reason for the banishment,
except that it seemed to be a tradition, handed down over many
generations, for daughters to send their mothers to the fourth
tower, to spin gold from straw, once they, themselves, were
married. One supposed that the same fate would await the current
Queen at some point in the future.

Old Queen
Talksalot had grown so used to living at the top of the high tower,
however, that nothing would now persuade her to move down to more
comfortable accommodation in the Palace below. This was in spite of
her only, shall we call them, bathroom facilities, being a metal
pail, which she had to empty herself, each night, while the bulk of
the Palace was sleeping.

It was while
Harry was clambering about in the highest attic of the whole
Palace, trying to find a suitable space to fit a header tank for
Old Queen Talksalot’s new ensuite shower, that
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