

  

    The Prince & Barnaby's Quest


    Munchkin's Bed Time Stories


    Book #1


    Little Munchi


  




  Copyright


  Copyright © 2026 Little Munchi 


   All rights reserved.


  


  All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopy, recording, or otherwise—without the prior written permission of the publisher, except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages in a review. This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.
  
  

  
   
  




  Introduction
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  For weeks, Little Munchi and his merchant owner traveled across England, journeying along winding country roads, through bustling market towns, and past rolling green hills. At last, weary from their travels, they settled for a few nights at a cozy inn in a small countryside town.


  
One chilly evening, as a cool breeze rattled the window shutters and the scent of roasting supper drifted through the inn, Little Munchi sat quietly beside the merchant, listening carefully as travelers shared stories around the crackling fire. 


  
This time, the tale was about the King and Queen of Mistymoor, who were blessed with a baby son. 


  
But from the very day he was born, the poor child cried from morning until night. Then, on one mysterious day, the crying suddenly stopped... 


  
That night, when the humans had gone to bed and the lanterns throughout the town burned low, Little Munchi climbed into a quiet corner of the inn. He lit a tiny lantern of his own. In the soft golden glow, he nibbled a biscuit, opened his diary with gentle paws, and began writing down the story he had heard at the dining table.


  
"Tonight," the little cat murmured softly to himself, "I shall write about the King and Queen of Mistymoor and their baby prince..." 


  
And beneath the warm glow of the lantern, Little Munchi began to write the tale of  The Prince and Barnaby's Quest.





  A Royal Baby
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  Long ago, hidden far beyond the emerald hills and the crashing gray seas of England, stood the Kingdom of Mistymoor. 


  
  For many long years, King Reginald and Queen Elara ruled the Kingdom of Mistymoor with wisdom and kindness. Their people loved them dearly, and the grand stone castle overlooking the gray seas was filled with music, feasts, and laughter. 


  
  Yet behind the castle walls lingered a quiet sadness, for the royal couple longed deeply for a child of their own. 


  
  Seasons came and went, and still the royal nursery remained empty.


  Then, at last, to the joy of the entire kingdom, Queen Elara gave birth to a bouncing baby boy named Prince Cedric. Church bells rang across Mistymoor, lanterns glowed through the night, and the people celebrated for days beneath the misty skies.


  But there was just one tiny, ear-splitting problem. From the very moment he was born, Prince Cedric would not stop crying.


  He wailed when the sun came up. He howled when the rain came down. The King’s finest knights did silly dances in their shiny armor, clanking and clattering to make him laugh. Nothing. The royal baker baked a giant cake shaped like a dragon. Cedric just screamed at it.


  Desperate, King Reginald leaned over the cradle. "Please, little badger," he pleaded, juggling three blueberry scones to distract the baby. "I'll give you a pony! I'll give you a castle made of fudge! I'll give you the Isle of Ever-Spring, where nobody grows old, the trees are always made of treehouses, and summer never, ever ends!"


  Instantly, baby Cedric stopped crying. He blinked his big green eyes, gave a little gummy smile, and fell fast asleep.


  
King Reginald stood perfectly still, his hands frozen in mid-air. He was so
shocked that he almost dropped the blueberry scones right onto the sleeping
baby’s head! For the first time in weeks, the castle was silent. It was so
quiet that you could hear a mouse sneezing in the pantry.


  
The King scratched his golden crown, feeling very puzzled. "Was it my
magnificent juggling?" he whispered to himself. "Or was it the delicious smell
of the blueberry scones?" He couldn't quite decide if he was a world-class
circus performer or if the baker was simply a genius.


  
Just to be safe, King Reginald didn't want to take any chances. He called for
the Royal Baker immediately. "From this day forward," the King commanded, "there
must always be a plate of fresh blueberry scones in Prince Cedric’s room. 


  
The servants scurried to obey. Every morning, the room smelled like sweet
berries and warm bread. But strangely enough, from that day on, Cedric never
once cried. He didn't cry when the scones were fresh, and he didn't cry even on
the days when the baker forgot to bring them at all.


  
As the weeks turned into months, Cedric grew into an energetic and slightly naughty boy with a curious heart and a love for adventure. At times, he would stomp his feet and throw spectacular temper tantrums whenever things did not go his way. Even so, his laughter and bright smile could quickly melt away anyone’s frustration. He spent his days chasing frogs through the royal gardens, learning to read from giant books in the castle library, and practicing his own juggling tricks—though he used soft balls instead of scones. 


  King Reginald and Queen Elara watched their son grow with hearts full of joy. Though Cedric could be a little rebellious at times, they were grateful to see him growing into such a lively and spirited boy.




  The Forgotten Promise
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  The years flew past, and Cedric grew into a restless, adventurous boy. He was smart, spirited, and always had messy hair and dirt on his knees from exploring the castle’s hidden corners. He was never one for sitting still! 
  


  
  However, things took a turn on the morning of his tenth birthday when something rather unexpected happened. 


  
 While eating a large slice of Victoria sponge cake, Cedric turned to his parents.


  "Right," Cedric said, wiping crumbs from his chin. "I'm ten now. I’m ready for my kingdom."


  "Which kingdom, my boy?" asked King Reginald. "The Northern Valleys? The Eastern Woodlands?"


  "No," Cedric said brightly. "The Isle of Ever-Spring! The place where nobody grows old and summer never ends. You promised it to me when I was a baby, and it was the reason I stopped crying." 


  The King nearly choked on his tea. The Queen patted his back. "Oh, Cedric, darling," the Queen said gently. "That was just a story—a fairy tale to get you to stop crying. The Isle of Ever-Spring doesn’t exist."


  Cedric frowned. A promise was a promise. If his parents didn't have the Isle of Ever-Spring to give him, he decided he would just have to go and find it himself.


  
 Cedric stormed out of his birthday celebration and stomped up the winding stone
stairs to his bedroom. He slammed his door, threw himself into his throne-shaped chair, and grabbed a quill. At the top of a piece of parchment, he scrawled: "Operation: Ever-Spring." 


  
A hero, he decided, needed a weapon. He pulled the golden bell-cord to summon a
servant. "I require a blade," Cedric announced with his most royal scowl.
"Something sharp enough to slice through a mountain and shiny enough to blind a
giant." 


  
The servant bowed low, doing his best to hide a smirk, and hurried away with Cedric’s request. A short while later, he returned carrying a sword—but not the kind Cedric had imagined.



 
"I’m afraid the blacksmith has run out of steel," the servant said smoothly, offering a carefully rehearsed excuse.


 
Instead of shining metal, the weapon was a sturdy, clunky piece of oak, sanded smooth so the Prince wouldn’t get any "heroic" splinters.


 
Cedric sighed. It wasn’t exactly a dragon-slayer’s blade, but it would have to do for bonking any monsters that got in his way.



  
Next, Cedric thought about the long journey ahead. He couldn't find a magical
island on an empty stomach, and he certainly couldn't do it with soggy feet. He
added a list to his parchment: 


  
1.  Dry, woolly socks for the shivery parts of the world.


  
2.  Jam sandwiches for when my tummy rumbles.


  
3.  A compass to ensure I don't end up in the wrong direction by mistake. 


  
4.  A sturdy bag to carry it all. 


  
He sent word to the kitchens and the laundry, requesting that each item be
delivered to his room as soon as possible.
 


  
 By afternoon, his supplies began to arrive.
The socks came in a neat bundle. The jam sandwiches were carefully wrapped. The
compass arrived in a small velvet pouch.


  
For the bag, the servants chose a sturdy leather rucksack. Cedric swung it over
his shoulder and declared, "Now, that is what a hero needs."
 


  
But when he took the brass compass out of its pouch, his brow furrowed. The
little needle danced and wobbled, pointing everywhere and nowhere at once.
Realizing he didn't actually know how to read the thing, he slipped out to the
archives to find his father’s Royal Explorer. Sir Alistair was an old man who
smelled of ancient parchment and peppermint tea.


  
"The needle always seeks the North, Prince Cedric," Sir Alistair explained,
puffing on a pipe. "Keep it steady, follow the point, and the world is yours to
wander." 


  
Cedric nodded solemnly, memorizing the instructions.


  
He returned to his room and waited. He waited through dinner, through his
evening lessons, and through the slow tolling of the courtyard bell. Finally, he
heard the heavy thump-clack of the Great Hall doors being locked and the distant
"Sleep well, my dear" of the Queen. At last, the castle fell into a deep,
snoring silence.


  
It was time. 


  
He packed three pairs of socks, his compass, and six jam sandwiches into his rucksack. Then he fastened the wooden sword securely to his belt. Munching on a seventh sandwich, he sneaked out of the castle and tiptoed across the muddy courtyard. It was time to find a magnificent steed for his quest. 
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