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“I’d like my pocket money now please,” said the boy, and in came a man with a wheelbarrow brimming with gold coins.

Edwin wasn’t an ordinary nine-year-old boy. He was a king, with a throne and his own suit of armour and a castle with secret passages and everything. Best of all, he had a crown.
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A crown is very important. If he didn’t have one, you would just say, “Look at that boy over there. Doesn’t he look amazingly normal, like any other kid?” But put a crown on his head and you say, “Wow! He’s a boy, and he’s a king! I bet he has fun and lots of adventures. What’s a king without a crown?”



 


[image: images]



 


This crown was really special because each point had a little crown on the top. The crown had crowns. You can’t get more crowny than that. No wonder King Edwin never took it off.

“Thank you very much,” said Edwin to the palace guard with the wheelbarrow, because even though he was the ruler, he was a very polite boy.

King Edwin delved into the gold and pulled out a great gleaming handful. All the coins had his face on one side. He always got a buzz out of that.

Edwin turned to his special helper. “I’m leaving the castle for a bit, Jill!” he said.


 


[image: images]



 



Minister Jill said, while writing two letters at once, one with each hand. Try it some time. It’s not easy.





Jill was always busy. Jill was a grown-up with a very grown-up job. Even though Edwin was the ruler of the kingdom of Edwinland, he needed an adult to help him with the complicated parts.

Who had to find a dancing bear for a birthday feast? Jill.

Who had to write a letter of apology when the dancing bear ate somebody’s arm? Jill.

Jill worked as much as Edwin played, and Edwin played a lot.

 

Edwin trundled the coin-filled wheelbarrow down a lane.

“Afternoon!” said King Edwin.

“Afternoon, Your Majesty!” said a passing peasant.



 


[image: images]



 


Edwin’s kingdom had peasants, but they weren’t miserable hungry peasants dressed in sacks and boiling nettles for dinner. No, these were merry peasants, all plump and smiling. Whenever the day’s work was done they danced in the town square for the sheer joy of being alive.

Edwin headed for the nearest village. Edwinland wasn’t a big country, so there was only one. It was called ‘ Village’. If they ever built a second village, then Village would be in serious need of renaming.

King Edwin went into a sweet shop. There were a lot of sweet shops in Village. He grabbed two heavy fistfuls of gold coins and spilled them across the counter.

“Hello. I’d like every chocolate, every chocolate bar and every chocolate-based snack in this shop.”
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“The usual order, your majesty? Certainly.”

Minutes later King Edwin left the shop with a huge mound of goodies in his wheelbarrow.

Then he bought everything in the next sweet shop.

  And

    the next.

        And

            the next.
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By half past five, Edwin was balancing an enormous wobbling tower of chocolate in his barrow. He tipped it into a giant funnel, attached to a pipe, attached to a wheel, attached to another pipe, attached to a piston, attached to … well, you get the idea. It was quite a complicated machine. King Edwin’s Nutritious Nibbles Ejector, Thrower and Hurler. Or K.E.N.N.E.T.H. for short.

The king rode K.E.N.N.E.T.H. through the streets of Village, spraying chocolate in every direction. The peasants ran out of their houses, grabbing all they could. It was their favourite part of the week.
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“It’s a powerful good king we have in this land,” the peasants would say.

“Spends all his pocket money on us, he does!”

“Yes. Because he loves us.”
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And they loved him right back. Some weeks they loved him so much they would declare Friday to be We Love the King Day, and everybody would celebrate instead of going to work or school. If it went really well, Monday would be a We Love the King Day too.
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On those days, Minister Jill would mumble things like ‘lazy peasants’ and ‘any excuse’ under her breath, but Edwin didn’t think she was being fair. The people loved the king, the king loved the people, they all loved chocolate, and that was that.

 

The next Friday, as Edwin sat on his throne waiting for his pocket money to arrive, he thought to himself, this isn’t a bad life. I’m a lucky boy. In fact I’m so lucky, I bet nothing will go wrong for me ever again.

The palace guard pushed the wheelbarrow into the throne room.

Edwin stared.

The barrow was empty.

“Your Majesty? The money’s all gone.”
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A tall figure rose from a dark and spiky throne.

“GUARDS? SEIZE HIM!” said the figure.

The sinister soldiers looked around, confused. There was nobody to seize. Emperor Nurbison slumped back down into his throne. He knew there was no one about, but he just liked shouting “GUARDS? SEIZE HIM!” whenever he felt like it. And that was quite a lot.

There are plenty of ways to tell if an emperor is an evil emperor. First take a good look at his castle, most likely as you are taken towards it in a cage on the back of a wagon.

The castle of a good king is made of warm coloured stone. Yellow or light brown. The whole thing is always wider than it is tall and there is a brightly coloured flag on the top. Edwin’s castle was just like that.

The castle of an evil emperor looks totally different. It’s always taller than it is wide. It’s made of black jagged stone, and it stands on a tall jagged rock. You can only get to it by a steep windy path with no hand rails. Evil emperors never care about health and safety.

Nurbison’s castle was just like that. Only his was extra super evil, because it was surrounded on all sides by a bottomless pit. Bottomless pits are very rare. Probably because they take a very long time to dig.

He wore a black cloak, black tights, black boots and a little goatee beard. To top it all off, his evil crown bristled with sharp spikes, and it didn’t glitter at all. In place of twinkly diamonds, he had priceless anti-diamonds which sucked light in and kept it there.



 


[image: images]



 




 


[image: images]



 




 


[image: images]



 


But his laugh set him apart from the rest of the evil crowd. “Bwahahahaha” had been done. So had “muhahahahaha”. So Emperor Nurbison plumped for a spine-chilling

 

“Foo Hoo Hoo Hoo Hoo Hoo”.
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Have a go. It’ll terrify everyone around you.



All the same, the emperor wasn’t laughing very much that day. He hadn’t done anything very dastardly all morning. After breakfast, he had deliberately trapped a fly in the double glazing and let it bump around between the two bits of glass for at least ten minutes before releasing it. But that hardly counted. “Globulus! The map!” said the emperor.






Globulus, the emperor’s servant, came running in. He was the exact shape and size of a beach ball. He unrolled a map across a huge wooden table.
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“See these many lands,” said Emperor Nurbison. “So many of them belong to me now. So, so many …”

Globulus pointed to the edge of the map.

“But not, kind of like, you know, Edwinland?”

“Edwinland!” spat the emperor as he jammed a dagger into the map. A great trick they teach you at evil school. “Ruled by that moon-faced boy with that ridiculous shiny crown he loves so much. He’s a proper little king flashypants. Somehow my sinister soldiers cannot defeat his palace guards …”

He glared at the sinister soldiers. They shuffled a bit and looked at the floor.
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“But soon!” Emperor Nurbison said. “Soon the day shall come when that foolish boy makes a fatal mistake. And then …”

Globulus and the sinister soldiers waited silently for the emperor to finish.

“And then … !”

Still everyone waited.

“AND THEN … Well, Globulus? Get the bowl!”

“Oh! Yes, Your Majesty!”

Globulus ran out of the throne room, and rushed back a few seconds later with a bowl of fruit.

“Like I was saying … And then I will crush Edwinland as easily as I crush this fruit!”
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Emperor Nurbison grabbed a grape and got crushing. Juice ran down his arm.

“Foo Hoo Hoo Hoo Hoo. Foo Hoo Hoo Hoo Hoo!” said the emperor. “Come on, join in everybody! Foo hoo hoo hoo hoo!”

Globulus and the sinister soldiers did the laugh. Not quite as scarily as Emperor Nurbison though. The emperor didn’t like it if you did anything better than him.

“Fetch my telescope,” said the emperor. “I shall watch Edwin’s kingdom. I shall watch and wait, and make my plans against him!” And with a last foo hoo hoo hoo, the emperor twirled his cloak and strode from the hall.
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King Edwin and Minister Jill were climbing inside a pig. The pig didn’t utter a single oink of complaint. It was made from china.

Kings don’t have normal piggy banks. They have massive ones. The official piggy bank of Edwinland was as big as a house and stood in the middle of the castle courtyard.

Any visitor to the Great Pig had to climb through a slot high on its back. There was a much easier circular door in its belly, stopped with a big rubber plug, but you could only use that when you were leaving.
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 said Jill

  as she

   tumbled

  through

the slot

  and thumped

   on to the

pottery floor.
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 said Jill again

  as King Edwin

 landed on her,

pointy crown first.
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Minister Jill walked from one end of the pig to the other. She crouched down and squinted. It didn’t make any difference. Whichever angle you looked from, there were absolutely no coins inside this pig.

“There are no coins inside this pig,” said King Edwin.

“I was just thinking that,” said Minister Jill.

“So where have they all gone then?”

“Well,” said Jill, “remember how I put you in charge of the kingdom’s money? To give you some practice for running the kingdom yourself when you’re a grown-up?”

“You mean when you let me choose how much pocket money I get? Yeah. That was brilliant.”



Minister Jill closed her eyes and pinched the top of her nose.

Ah, thought Edwin. That
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