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King Triangle & Circlesnake Spy

Once upon a time, the land of Shapesong had magical beings in all shapes. Rectangular humans. Star-shaped foxes. Fishes shaped like a donut.

Until, one day, a new king sat on the throne. He was a Triangle himself, wearing a Triangle crown, and a Triangle robe, with Triangle fangs coming out of his mouth. In fact, you could look at him for days, and find no part that wasn’t a Triangle.

And on his first day he said: “Only Triangles are allowed in my kingdom! Everyone else is the wrong shape and doesn’t belong here!”

Nobody had seen this coming. Nobody understood why. Nobody was prepared. Especially not his own son, the Prince, who was a proud Circlesnake.

Prince Circle woke up to guards around his bed. They took him to the “dungeons”, which were prison cells below the castle. Like a basement meant for locking up bad shapes.

“But … but father!” was all the Prince could say. He had no way to fight back. The guards easily rolled his body down the stairs, through the hallway, and into a small gray box.

Shapesong was a large kingdom. And so, many animals hoped that King Triangle wouldn’t notice them. Cats shaped like Pentagons thought they were safe if they lived far away from the castle. Hedgehogs shaped like Trapezoids hid inside cupboards to hide their shape.

The animals would be wrong. King Triangle was furious whenever he saw something that was not a Triangle.

The walls of the castle? They had to be broken down and made a Triangle too. His bed? A Triangle mattress, of course. The doors in the castle? All Triangles as well, which meant they opened by going upwards.

He forced everyone in the palace to look at screens so much that they didn’t just get Square eyes, they got Triangle eyes. And needed glasses afterwards. Triangle glasses, of course.

In the dungeons, Prince Circle met other animals. A farmer shaped like a Hexagon. A guard unlucky enough to be an Ellipse. They thought his father was insane. Gone mad!

“Someone has to stop him,” said the farmer.

“Yes. It’s not right,” said the guard.

“My father must have a good reason,” said the Prince. Even though he couldn’t imagine what the reason would be.

The other prisoners shook their heads. Which, in most cases, meant shaking their entire shape.

The farmer said: “Trust me, Prince Circlesnake. Before morning, the Piqarine Painter will save us.”

Ah. Yes. The Prince had heard of that name. A thief. A criminal. Stealing gold from King Triangle, though mostly stealing his paintings for some reason.

The problem was that he only ever heard the name. The Piqarine Painter did whatever she liked, but nobody could see her or catch her. She could be a ghost. She might be in the castle already …

“And what … what will happen to my father then?” asked the Prince.

“The punishment is to lose a corner,” said the guard. “But your father is already a Triangle …”

“He’d become a line!” said the farmer. “Nobody survives that!”

The Prince shivered. His father a line? He had nightmares about it. Lines couldn’t have eyes, or a mouth, or arms. It looked terrible. Must be painful, too. No living thing was meant to look like a line!

Then something flashed past his dungeon cell.

It went too fast. Like an explosion. Like smoke spreading, then disappearing. If he looked real hard, he thought he saw a fierce animal dancing around.

Then, all the cell doors suddenly opened.

The smoke was gone. They were all free.

“Haha! Told you!” said the farmer. “Thank you Piqarine Painter!”

Everyone fled the dungeons. They were outside before anyone noticed. They probably went back to their home, grabbed their family, and ran away.

Prince Circle didn’t know what to do. His father had locked him up! Just for looking like a Circle! But … but … he couldn’t let the Piqarine Painter win. She was his biggest enemy. He had trained for years on how to defeat her with a snake bite.

Most of all, he couldn’t let his father become a line.

Prince Circle didn’t escape when he could. A huge mistake, dear reader, if you ask me.

He walked back into the palace, and demanded a talk with his father King Triangle.



King Triangle sat on his Triangle throne. A Triangular book called The Shape of Good Kings lay on his lap.

“I thought I was very clear!” yelled the king. “My son was to be locked up! Does he look like a Triangle? Eh? Didn’t think so. Why is he here?”

“We did lock him up,” said a guard, shifting on his feet. “But he escaped and came back.”

King Triangle frowned. “Hmm. To be expected. Circles can’t help but come back to where they came from.”

“I want to help you, father,” said the Prince.

“You’re not a Triangle. You can’t help me. It would look terrible if I let my own son free!”

“I have a plan. Let me travel through the kingdom. The shape animals … they trust me.”

King Triangle jumped from his throne. “They do? What makes you think that?”

“I spoke to some of them in the dungeons. As you said: I am not a Triangle. They would never … suspect me.”

King Triangle chuckled. “Ah yes. I see. You want to spy on them. You think you can find shapes hiding from me, then tell me about them?”

“Yes,” said the Prince. He bowed and lowered his eyes. “After all, I am just a humble Circlesnake.”

“Hmm. Hmm.”

King Triangle walked towards his son. Triangles can’t walk very well, of course. They’d have to shuffle, if they could move at all. But most animals in Shapesong had tiny little legs and arms around their shape to help out. Scientists didn’t understand how such strange animals were ever created. They got a pointy head just thinking about it.

“Alright then,” he whispered to the Prince. “Be my little snake. Travel the kingdom, pretend you could be friends with a filthy Square or Pentagon. Then bite them when they’re not looking.”

The Prince swallowed. It was a dangerous plan. The weight of it made him sag and almost become an ellipse. He just hoped he could pull it off, save his father, and become King Circle himself in the future.

“Why must everyone be a Triangle?” asked the Prince.

“I’m the king. I don’t have to explain myself.”

“But what if they ask me? What if some Rectangle animal asks me why you’re doing this?”

“Hmm. Very well.”

King Triangle started pacing around the room. His pointy head seemed to glow, which always happened when he was thinking. Then he spread his tiny hands, which always happened when he was telling a story.

“I once had a Circle friend. A bear. His face and body were both inside a perfectly round Circle, which made him very strong. So he became a builder.”

King Triangle pointed all around himself. “He built large parts of this castle!”

“Sounds like a nice friend.”

“But he was not!” yelled King Triangle. “He built doors shaped like a Circle! Said he had to do it, or he couldn’t enter the castle himself! Can you imagine? Doors shaped like a Circle!?”

“I can—”

“You can’t, that’s right! He had completely ignored the plan. He had wasted gold and wood on doors that I couldn’t even open. My bear friend betrayed me!”

“I … I don’t understand,” said the Prince. How did this explain anything? A Circle bear let him down, and now the king arrested all the other shapes?

“You’ll understand when you’re older,” said King Triangle. “Now go out and spy for me.”



A farmer stood before King Triangle. He was a Triangle himself, so he didn’t need to fear. Still he shivered and shook, his hands sweaty.

“It’s impossible, sire,” said the farmer. “We can’t grow bananas in the shape of a Triangle for you.”

“Try harder.”

“With respect, sire,” the farmer’s voice nearly broke. “My family are the best farmers. It can’t be done.”

“Then bananas are forbidden, forever. Try oranges shaped like a Triangle. Or apples.”

“We tried them all. It’s not possible.”

King Triangle stomped the floor. He almost destroyed his own throne in anger.

“Surely we have better farmers! Someone must know how to make a Triangle Pear!”

“We do. But you locked them all up.”

Before long, his name had changed to The Triangle Tyrant. The word tyrant, here, means “very mean person who wants all the power for himself”. It should not be confused with the word hydrant, which is used to supply water when fighting a fire. It should certainly not be confused with the word handstand, which was something a Triangle couldn’t do. They’d try to balance on their pointy tip … and just fall over. Embarrassing.

King Triangle did not like to be embarrassed in front of everyone.

And so he yelled to the farmer: “Begone, you liar! To the dungeons with you! Locked up for life!”

This was problematic, as the dungeons were currently being rebuilt. They used to be Square—a sensible shape for a room, don’t you think—but that obviously wasn’t an option anymore. Before long, the dungeons were all Triangle shaped. And the guards were constantly getting lost.

Then they changed all soccer courts to be triangular too. This was a massive advantage to the side whose goal was just a single point. Not to mention the Triangle ball that didn’t roll as easily as it used to. So they completely changed the rules and made it a sport with three teams.

This afternoon, King Triangle looked for a magician that could shape the clouds like Triangles for him. And the sun—did it have to be a Circle? A Triangle sun would do just fine. Better, even. Shapesong would never have looked so beautiful and hooky!

The problem, dear reader, was that all magicians were gone. No, they were not on holiday. Even though many hoped they were.

The landscape of Shapesong was full of evidence that magic once existed. But now it was gone. All they had left were mysterious things called Shaeprints.

They appeared everywhere. Shapes cut out of stone, shapes cut out of wood, shapes cut out of the walls. It was like a footprint pushed into dirt, but in the form of a basic shape.

Every home had at least one Shaeprint. A few Circle holes in the wall. A Square cut out of the roof. The castle even had Pentagons and Hexagons cut out of its towers.

What did they do? Were they decoration? Was a knight bored and used his sword? Nobody knew.

They only knew that it felt weird to go near them. You got all tingly. Goosebumps. You’d feel both angry and happy at the same time. Your eyes saw everything in a slightly different color.

These Shaeprints were magical, alright. But how? And what did they do?

King Triangle had figured it out. Or, well, he’d stolen the secret from a certain Circle bear.

His hands held two stones. They were cut like Triangles. And perfectly so. Their edges were smooth, their size exactly the same.

More importantly, the Triangle stones in his hand looked exactly like the Shaeprint before him. They were made for it. He had measured the size of the Shaeprint holes, and asked someone to make these stones.

He placed one of them. It fit perfectly.

He placed the other. It fit perfectly too.

He had filled both the Shaeprint holes. To anyone else, this would look like a normal wall, without holes at all.

King Triangle took a step back. Let the magic happen! Two Triangles—this must mean great and powerful magic that was going to help him!

Instead, his castle exploded.




Be There Or Be

Tessella was repairing someone’s bicycle. It was a dangerous job. She often used tools that clearly said they should only be used by adults, and many a bike had already fallen over and almost flattened her.

But the real danger was because of King Triangle. Most bikes, as you might know, are not a Triangle. Their wheels are a Circle. The steering bar is one or more Rectangles. If he caught Tessella repairing these bikes … she would be in the dungeons soon.

That’s why she kept some special tools in her Toolbox. Just in case.

She hoped she never had to use them, because she had a special magic herself too.

She heard footsteps outside. One look through the window made her panic. That was the sign of King Triangle! She clearly recognized it on a flag! Frankly, the king’s logo was hard not to recognize. It was just a Triangle wearing a crown made of three Triangles.

The footsteps grew louder. They were coming for her workship, for sure.

Tessella jumped on the bike she was repairing, and quickly cycled to her kitchen. There, she hid it in a Triangle closet. One that she built the day after King Triangle became King. The day after he said all shapes that were not a Triangle were bad.

When she came back to the workshop, they were already banging on her door.

Quick! Change shape! She thought to herself. But it wasn’t that easy.

At the moment, she was Star-shaped. Repairing objects made her feel like a Star. And rightly so, because Tessella and her Toolbox were the best handywomen you would find.

How did she become a Triangle again? Oh. Oh no. She kept forgetting.

“Open up! Or we will blast your door!”

Wait. That wasn’t King Triangle. Wasn’t that his son? Prince Circlesnake?

Tessella hesitated. He wasn’t a Triangle. Maybe he was different? Maybe he could be trusted?

No. She couldn’t risk it.

“Coming!” said Tessella.

She remembered how to become a Triangle. She had to think sharp thoughts. Pointy thoughts. Things that made her a bit angry, like stubbing her toe, or someone else eating the last cookie.

As she opened the door, her shape changed to a Triangle mouse.

“Thank you,” said the Prince.

He walked into her workshop like he lived there. He touched all her things and looked around for any forbidden shapes.

“I’ve never seen you before,” he said. “And I thought I knew everyone who lived around the castle! Before, you know, the castle exploded.”

“Oh. Oh, I just don’t go outside much. Working hard, you see?” Tessella showed her hands full of stains and oil smears.

Then she realized. She’d forgotten to change the shape of her Toolbox! It was still a Box, a Rectangle!

She quickly jumped around to stand in front of her Toolbox. Her Triangle mouse shape hid it.

“Please, take a look around. I have nothing to hide. Why don’t you look in the next room? Right now?”

The Prince wasn’t alone. He had two Triangle guards with him. They looked strong. Shape animals didn’t show muscles, of course, as that would ruin their shape. Instead, strong shapes simply didn’t bend and twist as much. They didn’t flubber and flap like they were made of pudding or lemonade. Their shape was always the same, as if frozen.

Well, looking at the two guards made Tessella freeze in fear too. Any second now, they might notice the Toolbox. Her life would be over.

Fortunately, the Prince nodded. They went into the other room first. Tessella could touch her Toolbox and, with effort, make it look like a Triangle.

She was just about done when they returned.

“What kind of work do you do?” asked the Prince in a friendly tone. He rolled back into her workshop and came to a stop against the Toolbox.

“Oh, just, you know, repairing things for clients,” said Tessella. “Client” is a word that means someone that pays you to do work for them. Like coming to Tessella’s shop and paying her to repair their bicycles. “People bring me things that are not a Triangle, and I whip them into Triangle shape! Ha!”

“Wow. My father would like you a lot.”

“I’d love to meet him one day,” lied Tessella. “Any more questions? I’d like to get back to work.”

“Not so fast,” said the Prince.

Tessella was getting restless. It was really hard to keep thinking sharp thoughts. She might loose her Triangle shape at any moment.

She was always busy. Always repairing. Always making new tools. It was very rare for her to just stand around, wait, and talk with a Prince. Her fingers itched. Her feet wanted to move.

She was getting bored.

You can probably guess what shape she became then. The most boring shape of all.

“Let me remind you,” said the Prince. “If you see anyone who isn’t a Triangle, you have to tell the King. If you don’t do that, you’re just as bad. So let me ask you once: were any of your clients the wrong shape?”

What? He wanted her to be a telltale? She could. She knew at least twenty shapes that were hiding from the King. But she wouldn’t tell him anything.

Silence fell. The Prince waited for an answer. The guards entered her kitchen, opening drawers and cupboards.

She felt her shape changing. She couldn’t hold onto this Triangle much longer.

The guards returned. They shook their head.

Tessella breathed a sigh of relief. They hadn’t found the hidden bicycle.

“Well then,” said the Prince. “Good job, Tessella. I might send the King to your workshop. You could help him repair the castle.”

“Oh, no, I am not, erm, worthy.”

“Sure you are! Good day to you!”

They opened the door and walked away. But Tessella couldn
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