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U

nbelievable as it may seem, Doris Renshaw, or Elsie Stabbings, had not once in their lives ever ventured any further than a few miles outside the comfort zone of their little village called Blonksworth.

Now for those of you who know very little of our great land of small villages, you may not have known that Blonksworth is a smallish village hidden somewhere deep in the vast countryside of West England, and for the unlikeliest of reasons was well known to a small group of people who it could be said, thought the village was well worth a place to visit.

Truth was, this small group of people who were more often than not regarded by the villagers as cranks, weirdo's, or outsiders, because they were dedicated lovers of all things that were unusual, strange, or ridiculous. 

In fact, they'd travel thousands of miles to the remotest places on the planet in their search for the unusual, and the small village of Blonksworth just happened to be one of a handful of places in the World where an old fashioned wooden vehicle turntable could be found. 

So this small group of dedicated/weird people, could be found during the summer months doing exactly what they’d have boasted of doing for most of their lives, which was to come to Blonksworth to have a look-see, and then revere the villages prized and most unusual contraption - its revolving wooden vehicle turntable.
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Y

et the villagers themselves who lived in this remote part of our great land, thought nothing of it, or regarded it as mildly interesting. Yet for others it was annoying that for years they’d seen these strange people excitedly gathering around the turntable like children.

In truth, the vehicle wooden turntable had been put there because of the narrowness of the streets, as there’d been nowhere else in the village that a large vehicle could have remotely been turned around in a normal fashion - at least, not without a certain amount of to-ing and fro-ing that would often create a great deal of swearing and gnashing of teeth by hugely irritated drivers when having to use the vehicles forward and reverse gears.

Now this wooden vehicle turntable worked in a similar fashion to a kiddie’s roundabout that we all know about, would allow drivers of large vehicles, such as buses and lorries, to drive onto its boards. The driver would then jump out of the cab and grab hold of a long handle that was attached to the turntable, and by pushing as hard as they could, would turn their vehicle completely around until it was facing the way it had just came.

And all this was done without any swearing and gnashing of teeth by the drivers. 

Maybe it was because the wooden turntable was situated at the bottom end of the village at the beginning of a short cobbled street which some villagers called a "killdesack", meaning a cul-de-sac, whilst others preferred to call it a go nowhere street. 

However it annoyed some residents, two of which are to be the heroine's of this story.
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I

f the truth was known, it wasn’t only these cranky outsiders who were regarded as weird in Blonksworth, because it could be said that most of the villagers were themselves kind of unusual, though they'd never thought that of themselves of course.  

It could also be said our soon to be heroine's, Elsie Stabbings and her best pal Doris Renshaw, were themselves as much of a spectacle as the wonderful old turntable was for anyone visiting the old village, as these two ladies were by far the most talked about of any of the villagers in and around Blonksworth. 

Truth to say, from all the odd-ball characters who were known in the village and the surrounding areas, most would have thought for one reason or another that Elsie was the weirdest. 

And one of the reasons why she’d achieved this dubious honour, was because she had for years and in all seasons, been always seen wearing in all weathers, and at all times during the day, the same old black-fawn full length bone buttoned duffel coat.  

Though were you to ask her why the coat had a strange fawn-black mottled look about it, she’d be always quick to reply aggressively and tell you. "It’s because I'd needed to hand-dye it from fawn to black, you see."

Then if you asked her why she’d done that, she’d more often than not tell you. ‘Because the shop hadn't any of the black one’s left that I wanted, I was kinda forced into buying a fawn one instead, and then had no other choice but to dye the fawn coat into the black one that I wanted.’    
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H

owever, earlier that day when shopping with her friend Doris at the ‘Top end’ of the village, where a handful of shops and a pub were situated, she'd been again heard to repeat those exact words to Freda ‘Say it again’ Tinkerbottom, who was another villager, on why her coat had a mottled look. 

And Elsie would as always, again repeat her reason why that was, and then tell her that the coat's original colour had been fawn before she dyed it to what it now was, as if that hadn’t been already glaringly noticeable to everyone, yet Elsie had still thought she needed to explain why this was.

Now poor old Freda who was almost as deaf as a post, and having no doubt already heard the story, and hadn't remembered, or maybe she hadn’t completely understood whatever it was that Elsie had said about her coat, which was no matter, because whatever she thought Elsie had said to her, she'd in turn relate it to her best friend, Jane ‘Specs’ Walnuts. 

Trouble was, with Jane being almost as deaf as Freda, it meant that almost everything they were told, would invariably turn out to be a completely different version of what they told each other than the original one. And it was the same in this case.

And though Jane may have also over the years been told the story of Elsie’s coat, all that mattered now for both ladies, was there’d been something for both of them to gossip about, as they both did always enjoy having a gossip about anyone, or everyone, in the village. 

So it wasn’t too long before Freda would then pass on to her friend Jane, a completely different slant on the story and was telling Jane that having met Elsie, was told all about the coat she'd been wearing. 

And having only partially heard all of what Elsie had told her about the coat having been fawn, and she’d needed to dye it to black, Freda told her friend Jane that Elsie had told her the coat was torn up the back when she’d bought it, and not as Elsie had said, it was fawn not black. 

She then went on to say that Elsie had also told her “that she’d then needed to take it back,” instead of Elsie saying she’d then needed to dye it black.

Now Jane was ninety-one years young, and besides her being more than slightly deaf, she'd a further disadvantage of being a very bad-tempered grumpy old lady. Though of course she’d never admit that to anyone, not that she needed too.

However, with her having to rely on watching her friends mouth movements for what she’d thought her friend had said, it was hardly surprising that she herself hadn't understood all of what her friend Freda had been telling her about Elsie’s coat.

And having got it completely wrong what Freda had said about her conversation with Elsie, would then in the squeaky high pitched voice that she was known for around the village, almost bite poor Freda’s head off when she said.

‘What do you mean she’s gawn and won't be back?  Now that’s utter rubbish that is, cos not more than twenty minutes ago, I saw her walking past this very window with that young Doris Renshaw, don’t you know?’

And then glaring at Freda added. ‘So don’t you dare tell me a pack of porkies?’

Now there were a few villagers who still remembered Freda ‘Say it again’ Tinkerbottom, and Jane ‘Specs’ Walnuts, in their younger years, especially Jane, for her being cantankerous, argumentative, and was likened to her having been just as mule-headed as Elsie Stabbing’s was known to be.

Which meant that for the next twenty minutes or so, both ladies could be heard arguing over Elsie’s duffel coat, even though there really hadn’t been anything for them to have been so heated up about anyway.

Though if truth be told, Jane and Freda couldn’t really have cared less if Elsie had needed to dye her duffel coat from fawn to pink, and then needed to put bright red spots on it, because all that mattered to them was the gossip.

—
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W

hile they were bickering among themselves, Elsie herself could be now be seen walking with her friend Doris towards the ‘Bottom’ end of the village where the turn-table was situated, it being at the other end of the village from the ‘Top’ end, where they did their shopping.

Elsie was again wearing the same mottled fawn-black duffel coat which she’d always worn at all times, and in all weathers, for the previous seventeen years or so  that had been the reason for the old ladies heated discussion.  

Although Elsie had worn many strange coats and garments in her time, none of them had ever been discussed nearly as much by the villagers as this mottled duffle coat, so it wasn’t strange even with it being very hot weather, and was thought to have by far the hottest day of the summer, she’d again chosen to wear it on this particular day, and would be heard to say to her friend Doris. ‘Blimey it’s flipping’ hot wearing this coat, Doris!’ 

And that wasn’t all that was strange about what Elsie wore, because she'd also wear each day as another one of her quirky habits, a strange looking bowler shaped black hat with the fawn-black duffel coat - ‘Cos they go together.’ She'd say.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





