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Tapestry 3 – Suited and Booted






In a time long,
long ago, or maybe more recently, and in land far, far away, over
the mountains and beyond the sea, the King’s commemorative tapestry
was finally finished. The canny weaver woman and her loyal husband,
a former King’s halberdier, had dragged out its manufacture as long
as they possibly could, but even they had to admit defeat and agree
to the King’s demand that it be declared complete, handed over and
rehung in the Palace.

“Alle
goode thinges do come to an ende some daye, my love,” said the
weaver woman, for she had a queer way of talking.

“Do ye
thinke the King would stump up for another one?” asked her husband,
who had strangely picked up her manner of speech. He scratched
frantically at his groin as he spoke.

“Sadly
husband, I do not. I did suggeste to he that this first should be
one of a pair, but he said that he had rather gone off tapestries
as this one had taken so long to make and anyway he could order one
from Tarragon Prime that would be delivered within twenty-four
hours, should he want another.”

“Six
years do seem rather a long time, I suppose, wife, even though it
were a bigge ‘un.”

“Aye, it
were a bigge ‘un indeed,” she agreed.

Her husband
continued scratching. He was also shifting from one foot to the
other and his face was developing a distinctly ruddy
complexion.

“Do ye
thinke ye could stoppe playing pocket billiards, husbande, while ye
are conversing with me?”

“’tis
these new-fangled tightes that you wove for me, dear wife, they be
awful itchy.”

“There’s
some folke who’d be grateful for new tightes, husband.”

“But I
think ye might not have chosen the best fibre for the weave, my
love.”

“’twas
but an experimental yarne, husband, and I must say they do fit ye
awful well. The new butte uplift panel be doing a fine jobbe too,
but perhaps ye be right. Maybe nettles is a step too far. A grande
pity, for they are right goode value. Maybe if ye wore them for
just a while longer ye’d get used to the feel?”






In the empty
Throne Room, the King was alone. He scratched idly at his crotch
and noticed that the seam of his black and yellow striped tights
was coming apart. His ruffed jacket was also looking as though its
best days had come and gone. The cuffs were frayed and two buttons
had gone AWOL some time ago. Perhaps the Queen was right, he
pondered. Maybe it was time for a wardrobe refresh. He didn’t,
though, share her enthusiasm for clothes and shoe shopping. Clothes
shopping was such a bore. Maybe next week, or the week after. He
pulled at a loose thread and watched the seam open a little
more.

He was woken
from his reverie by an unannounced young man carrying two parcels.
“Can you sign for these, mate?” he asked.

“Who be
you?” asked the King, for he, too, lapsed into quaint language from
time to time.

“I be
Dan. Who be you?”

“I be the
King. What be you doing in my Throne Room?”

“I be
looking for the Queen. I got two parcels for she.”


“Parcels?”


“Packages. Shipments. Orders. Consignments. Deliveries.
Tarragon Prime. Whatever. ‘tis all the same to I.”

The King eyed
the packages under Dan’s arm. “More shoes, I suppose.”

“One of
‘em could be shoes,” agreed Dan. “’tis about the right size. Feels
like shoes.”

The King
sighed, signed the proffered note pad and took the two
packages.

“I have
to photograph you holding the parcels,” said Dan. “’tis company
policy.”

The King stood
a little straighter, raising himself to his full five feet one and
a quarter inches and turned slightly to offer his best side to the
camera, but Dan had already gone. The blurred picture of the King
climbing down from the Throne had been quite sufficient for his
purpose.

He picked at a
loose corner of the first parcel. It did indeed look like more
shoes. Somehow, the packaging came completely apart in his hands
and he found himself contemplating the Queen’s latest purchase.
Gold, with a four-inch-high heel. That would make I almost as tall
as she, he mused. There was no one around, he noted, so he slipped
off his own tasselled slippers and tried on the new shoes. They did
indeed make him considerably taller and he strutted unsteadily
about the Throne Room enjoying the new sensation, imagining himself
looking down on his subjects, instead of perpetually having to
crane his neck upwards. So engrossed was he in his day dream that
he hadn’t noticed the entrance of the Grand Vizier until he
stumbled over him.

“Entirely
my fault, Your Majesty. Entirely my fault,” murmured the Vizier
from his permanently stooped position somewhere below the King’s
eyeline. His back was being particularly troublesome today, not
helped by this idiot falling over him. Due to his permanent stoop
and consequent downward facing gaze, he couldn’t fail to notice
that the King appeared to be wearing a pair of gold, high heeled
woman’s shoes. Naturally, as was his usual way, he said
nothing.

“Quite,
quite,” replied the King, wondering whether he should mention the
shoes, or hope, maybe, that the Vizier hadn’t noticed.

“Perhaps
I should come back at a more convenient time, Your Majesty,” said
the Vizier, already backing towards the Throne Room door and
completely forgetting the initial reason for his visit.

The King opened
his mouth to speak, but was saved from having to think of anything
to say by the noisy entrance of a man on a unicycle juggling three
Indian clubs. He was dressed mostly in white, with a belted, long
sleeved, embroidered shirt, which extended almost to his knees, to
create a short, ruffled skirt, over white stockings that ended in a
pair of black tasselled shoes with upturned toes. On his head, he
wore a black tasselled fez.

“It’s
time for mid-morning mirth,” said the Jester, wobbling to and fro
on the unicycle. He noticed that the King was wearing a pair of
gold, high heeled shoes. “Perhaps come back in ten minutes,” he
suggested. “If you’re busy.”

The Vizier
maintained his backward retreat in the direction of the Throne Room
door, or what he hoped was the direction of the Throne Room door,
unfortunately impeding the already unstable Court Jester and
causing him to drop one, then two of the Indian clubs. The third
bounced onto the Vizier’s back and rolled off towards the King, who
continued to totter on his new heels.

The King
stumbled over the Queen’s parcel, the second of the two left by the
Tarragon Prime delivery. He took another step to regain his
balance, but trod on one of the Jester’s dropped clubs, causing him
to fall into the path of the Jester himself. In an attempt to avoid
cycling over the King, the Jester swerved right and ran over the
Vizier instead. A moment later and all three men were in a confused
heap on the Throne Room floor.

“My fault
entirely, Your Majesty,” gasped the Vizier, from somewhere
underneath the Jester.

“I could
come back in ten minutes,” suggested the Jester, trying to
extricate his unicycle from the tangle of arms and legs, but the
King was listening to neither of them. Instead, he had become very
aware of the cooling sensation from the Throne Room marble floor
which was now pressed against his naked buttocks. The seam of his
black and yellow tights having given way entirely under the stress
of the crash.

“’twas
not a good day to have gone commando, methinks,” he
muttered.

The Vizier,
whose face was pressed uncommonly close to the King’s meat and two
veg, was inclined to agree, but, as was his custom, he closed his
eyes and kept his thoughts to himself.






Meanwhile, in
the Great Hall, preparations for the handover of the King’s now
‘not so new’ commemorative tapestry were well advanced. The
tapestry had been commissioned six years previously by the King to
celebrate his outstanding deeds, of which, sad to say, there were
very few. The weaver woman, who had proved to be a most inventive
and entrepreneurial business person, had contrived to tie up the
King’s contract so tightly, that she was able to make a more than
decent living from the tapestry by arranging to have the actual
manufacture made by multitudes of local peasant women who paid her
for the chance to be a part of this historic project. There had
also been numerous spin-off opportunities in the form of branded
merchandise and TV appearances, not to mention the sale of yarn,
children’s rides and a small café.

The Queen stood
in front of the grand tapestry with her daughter, the Princess
Talksalot, who, at six feet ten inches tall, towered above her
mother.

“Daddy
does look a bit small …,” said the Princess, gazing at the woven
image of the King in the centre of the tapestry.

The Queen was
tending to agree, but, on the whole, thought that that was perhaps
a good thing. It left plenty of room on the tapestry for more
interesting items.

“… and
his stomach is a bit round.”

Well, she got
that right, thought the Queen, but she said nothing.

“I do
like all the flowers,” continued Talksalot. “And the Jester. I
think that Jessie is bigger than Daddy, actually.”

“Probably
because he’s more useful,” muttered the Queen. “I think my
favourites are the dolphins.”

“I wonder
why they’re there?” said Talksalot.

“Just a
space filler, I expect,” said the Queen, not knowing how close to
the truth she was, for the weaver woman had struggled to fill the
huge canvas with relevant designs in view of the King’s notable
shortcomings in the inspiring deeds category.

“Where is
the fool, anyway?” asked the Queen. “He’s supposed to be here.
Everyone is waiting.”

There was
indeed a considerable crush in the Great Hall, crowded with people
summoned for the grand handover. They’d been waiting for some time
already and it was getting far too warm despite the fresh air
blowing in through the under-floor vents.

“He’s
probably with Daddy,” said Talksalot, thinking that her mother was
referring to the Court Jester.

“Your
father was the fool I was referring to. He’s supposed to be here
for the official handover. He’s probably forgotten about the whole
thing.”






In the Throne
Room, the left and right sides of the King’s yellow and black
striped tights were no longer joined in any meaningful way and had
slid most of the way towards his ankles. He attempted to cover his
confusion with his hands. Unfortunately, no matter how he tried to
keep his eyes closed, the Vizier could see only an image of the
last turkey in the shop on the night before Xmas. Unusually, it was
the Jester who was taking the more practical approach of looking
for anything that might relieve the King’s embarrassment.

“There
must be something,” he muttered, looking about for a curtain, or
sheet to drape around his master.

The Throne
Room, however, was surprisingly bare of fabric ornamentation, being
mainly decorated with polished marble and flaming braziers, neither
of which offered much scope for concealing the King’s naughty
bits.

In hope more
than expectation, the Jester tore open the Queen’s second parcel,
which had become rather trampled during their melee and was now
leaking some sort of cloth garment.






In the Great
Hall, the perspiring guests were becoming somewhat restless waiting
for the King to appear.

“Where is
the fool?” repeated the Queen. “He should be here.”

“Perhaps
we should send a search party?” suggested the Princess.

Wearily, the
Queen had to concur.






“I think
you should put it on, Your Majesty,” said the Vizier, agreeing with
the Jester for once, much though it pained him to do so.

They were
interrupted in their deliberations by the sound of marching
men.

“I think
that speed may be of the essence, Your Majesty,” continued the
Vizier, having seen more than enough of the King’s bare arse for
one lifetime.

At that moment,
however, three uniformed men marched into the Throne Room. They
were dressed in the King’s colours, red and green blouson top, with
ruffed collar and polished brass buttons and close fitting yellow
and black striped tights. Their heads were topped off with plumed
steel helmets and each carried a long, metal tipped pike with a
wooden shaft and a suspiciously sharp looking metal point.

“Found
you!” the three cried simultaneously.

“Who be
you?” demanded the King, still clutching the garment that the
Vizier had urged him to put on and waving his arm at the soldiers,
temporarily forgetting his state of undress and exposing his crown
jewels to the world.

“I be
John d’Arme, one of the Palace guard,” said the first. “And I have
been sent by the Queen to find you. We’ve been searching high and
low.”

“I be
John d’Arme two,” replied the second. “And I have also been sent by
the Queen to find you. We’ve been looking everywhere.”

“I’m with
them,” shrugged the third. “I wasn’t really looking.”

“What
does she want this time?” asked the King.

“It’s the
handover,” said John d’Arme number one.

“Yes,
it’s the handover,” repeated John d’Arme number two.

“What
they said,” shrugged the third.

“You
should be in the Great Hall,” said John d’Arme number
one.

“For the
new tapestry,” continued John d’Arme number two.

“Why
aren’t you wearing any pants?” asked John d’Arme number
three.

The Vizier,
whose stooped position was once again bringing his eyeline
uncomfortably close to the King’s todger, was inclined to
agree.

“It’s
well past the hour for the handover, Your Majesty,” he said,
belatedly remembering the initial reason for his visit. “It’s what
I had come to inform you of before the Fool ran me
over.”






The babble in
the Great Hall died away as the King’s retinue arrived, somewhat
late, for the handover ceremony. His way was led by the Court
Jester wobbling on his unicycle, followed by the two halberdiers,
John d’Arme One and John d’Arme Two, leading the King, who was
walking rather painfully in his gold stilettos. The third John
d’Arme followed the King and, a long way behind, shuffled the
stooping figure of the Grand Vizier clutching the King’s tasselled
slippers.

“Your
shoes, Your Majesty,” he wheezed, to no great effect.

“One fool
leading another,” thought the Queen as the procession made its way
towards the front of the assembled throng.

There was
almost complete silence as the King hitched up his new tartan skirt
and climbed onto the raised dais in front of the grand tapestry.
The whispering started almost immediately, broken by the occasional
stifled snort of laughter.

“It was
the only thing I had to wear,” muttered the King to his
open-mouthed wife. “It was either that or come all sheets to the
wind.”






Somewhere in
the Royal Palace, later that day, three men sat drinking ale in the
Court Jester’s room.

“She
wasn’t happy,” said the Captain of the Guard. “Not at all
happy.”

“I don’t
suppose there’s many a wife that would have been,” answered the
Vizier, “Seeing her husband dressed up in her clothes, especially
when she hadn’t even tried them on herself.”

“He might
have got away with it if he hadn’t stood over the air vent,” said
the Court Jester to the Captain of the Guard. “Still, it was quick
thinking of you to use your helmet like that.”

“Always
knew there’d be a need for it one day,” nodded the Captain, taking
a sip of his beer.






In the weaver
woman’s cottage, she sat with her husband in front of a roaring
wood fire.

“On the
whole,” said the husband, poking unnecessarily at the fire. “It
went rather well, all thinges considered.”

“Aye,”
she replied. “Though I fear most folke spent more time looking at
the King’s Johnson than they did looking at my
tapestry.”

“It were
difficult not to when his skirte blew up like that.”

The weaver
woman was quiet for a while. “It do give me an idea, though,
husband, and it may put us in goode steade with the King.”

“Not
another tapestry, my dear, surely?”

“Not a
tapestry, husband, but ‘tis an idea that might be goode business
for a poor weaver woman and her husband, provided we copyright the
idea and register the designs before we present them to the
King.”






And so it was,
in due course, that the uniform of the Palace Guard was changed
from a red and green, brass buttoned doublet paired with yellow and
black striped hose, to a woven tartan kilt with an over the
shoulder plaid sash. In recognition of the King’s albeit
inadvertent role in modelling the first version of the new style,
it was decreed that the kilt would be worn with no undergarments,
bringing the guards a certain relief in the long hot summers, but
rather less in the even longer cold winters.

The weaver
woman, as was her nature, negotiated a tightly worded contract with
the Palace to be the sole supplier of new uniforms to the King’s
guard. She also made a handsome income for a few years promoting a
fashion trend amongst the younger women of the land for a much
shorter version of the guard’s kilt, which was preferably worn with
modesty preserving pants.

After some
experimentation, she managed, as well, to produce an itch free yarn
from common nettles, much to the relief of her long suffering
husband who continued, in defiance of the latest fashion trends, to
wear his yellow and black striped tights every day of the year,
with the exception of Xmas day, when he donned a hilarious festive
sweater with a woven red nosed deer on the chest, a red bobble hat
with white fur trim and a small brass bell, and a pair of red
tights with a vertical white stripe.






The End
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Smog


Where mist or fog block out the light, a dragon’s breath can
put things right.


Once upon a
time, in a land far, far away, over the seas and beyond the
mountains, there was a whole kingdom covered in a dense fog. A
total pea-souper. An impenetrable, heavy, blanketing fog that
blocked visibility in all directions and crept in through the
cracks under the doors and around the windows until it was as thick
inside as out. Somewhere, deep within the Royal Palace, the King
was lost in the gloom.

“Is that
you, Vizzy?” he asked, sensing someone nearby, “I can’t see a
bloomin’ thing.”

“Indeed,
it is I, Your Majesty” replied the Vizier.

Despite the
King being only five foot one and a quarter inches tall, the reply
from the permanently stooped Vizier came from a place even lower
than himself.

“Where
exactly are you, Vizzy? I can hear you, but dashed if I can see
you, though.”

“I think
I’m in front of you, Your Majesty, though it is possible that I may
actually be behind you. It’s rather difficult to tell in this
fog.”

“Do you
think if we both stretched our arms out, Vizzy, we’d be able to
feel one another?”

“It is
certainly an idea worth trying, Sire.”

A moment later,
the King felt the Vizier’s fingers brush across his groin, while
his own arms flailed wildly in the space above the other’s deeply
arched back.

“I think
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