
Father’s Chess Set 

THE KING  ~  by Skippy 

I have never considered myself an impatient man, but some times… if I could bellowout my 
frustration, I would! 

She’s off out with that old fool yet again, and I know he’ll pick her up without so much as a 
by-your-leave, and then leave her in the worst possible situation. 

It’s not my fault he rarely moves me from one spot to another!  Am I being unreasonable… 
but you don’t have to put up with her raging because she’s been knocked off yet again! 

I mean… she should show just a little decorum. 

After all, she is the Queen! 

THE QUEEN by Skippy  

“Why is he taking me there??  

Doesn’t he realise that wretched bishop is watching?  

I like to have a good look around, certainly not be pushed hither and thither.  

No! NO!! Not there, you fool – that knight has been trying to take me out for ages.  

What between the castle at my back, the bishop giving me the eye, and that blasted knight 
breathing down my neck, it isn’t funny.  No wonder I lose my temper. Listen to what I’m 
telling you, don’t turn a deaf ear, and sweep me into danger – AGAIN!!!!  

Vincent, can’t you play with me? PLEASE!!!! 

THE BISHOP by Skippy 

My neighbours are quite congenial. Not everyone lives betwixt a castle and a knight of the 
realm. 

However, life isn’t all a bunch of roses, there are the occasional thorns. The main thorn 
being the old codger who sorely tries our patience by taking us from our designated homes 
with such wild abandon and constantly places us in dire situations.  

We are all in agreement that we’re being treated like pawns!!  We are of the higher ranks 
after all!!  

And, as a man of the cloth, I feel that I should be treated with more respect. I am a Bishop!! 



THE KNIGHT by Skippy

“Daddy, what did you want to be when you grew up?” 

“You know I admire horses.  I helped on the farm and rode carthorses.  Then war came, so I 
purchased a healthy destrier and went to serve King and country!”  

“What was your horse like? Was he gentle and kind but also good in battle?”  

“He was one of the best, son. He carried me safely through many a battle and jousting 
tournament.”  

“Daddy, I want to be a Knight too.”  

“Just ask Vincent to pick you when he plays Father, then you'll win! 

THE ROOK/CASTLE  by Skippy 

Rook or Castle, now that’s strange. I mean rooks are basically of the black crow family, like 
the ravens living at the Tower of London. Now, that’s a castle!  

We originated in Persia some 1500 years ago, and were then known as Rukh, Persian for a 
siege tower or a chariot, or the mythical bird called a roc. 

 You could ‘ve fooled me, we look nothing like chariots, towers - yes, black birds - no.  

Definitely more regal – a tower or a castle. Shame we can’t lock Father up in one, because 
he always loses each time we’re out!! 

A PAWN  by Skippy 

LEFT, RIGHT! LEFT, RIGHT – COMPANY – HALT!!!  

AAAAAATEN’SHUN!!! --AAAAT EEEEASE!!! 

 Now, just remember, chaps, that WE are the FRONT LINE!!!!  If we could CHARGE like the famous 
“Light Brigade” - you never know, we might be able to win the battle!!! At least once in a while.  

Don’t blame us for the platoon losses , we do our best – it’s just that the chap in charge doesn’t 
know much about strategy.  

Typical upper-class – he’s damned hopeless. As far as he is concerned we’re the sacrificial lambs!!!! 
A shame we get knocked off so easily!! 

Who’d decide to be a pawn.


