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	On the beach, Luca wipes his forehead with the back of his hand and admires his sandcastle.
Not bad. Just one more tower to build and it will be finished.
But for now, a break. He’s tired and thirsty.
That’s when a high-pitched voice calls out to him:
Well, then? This isn’t the time to slack off!
At Luca’s feet, a tiny king and his entourage stare at him.
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	They’re no taller than three apples, but they carry themselves with the important air of ogres.
What are you waiting for to finish your work? sneers the tiny jester.
Luca blinks. Is he dreaming? Yet, the tiny characters are really there.
The king, dressed in a ermine cloak, stamps his foot.
Come on, come on, don’t just stand there like a post. Time is running out!
Why?
Have you seen the creature lurking behind us?
Luca scans the horizon.
No miniature dragon. Disappointed, his gaze returns to the little king.
Not in the sky, you fool, he snaps. On the sand!
Indeed, a not-so-big crab scuttles forward, clicking its claws.
Luca scares it off by jumping feet first in its direction.
There you go, he says, proudly.
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	Yes, well, grumbles the king. My soldiers could have handled it themselves. Instead, take care of my castle.
Hmm, not an easy king, this one. Still, Luca obeys: These little fellows amuse him. Besides, he senses that he’s not done with surprises.
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	Without waiting for Luca to finish the tower, the king and his entourage enter the castle.
It’s lacking decorations, critiques the queen.
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	The corridors and rooms are really narrow, notes the chamberlain.
The echo is too weak here, observes the jester. I’ll have to shout my jokes.
In the largest room, the servants unpack the king’s belongings from a chest: the scepter, portraits of himself, a cuddly toy...
In the courtyard, a sculptor begins a statue of the master of the house.
Luca watches this hasty move with fascination. For sure, compared to these people, ants would seem like snails.
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	When the setup is complete, Luca leans toward the king.
Your Majesty... Aren’t you afraid of the rising tide?
The little king bursts into a loud laugh that startles his entire court.
Me, afraid? Learn that I fear nothing, boy! And like a ship captain, I will stay in this castle even if the sea swallows it... just like my subjects, by the way!
At these words, all the little heads turn toward him, pale. The chamberlain is sweating, the queen is gasping for air, and the jester’s bells are whimpering.
No wonder: soon, the waves will overwhelm the building.
Not noticing the general concern, the king smiles:
Now that you’ve built my castle, I need a garden worthy of it. A castle without a garden is sad. Just like a garden without a fountain. Oh, yes: also add a few statues of me, it will beautify the paths.
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	Without arguing, Luca takes his shovel and bucket. Supported by two servants, he gets to work.
But suddenly, the two little men grimace and rush toward the castle.
Could the sea be arriving faster than expected?
No, it’s still far away.
No hostile crab or seagull in sight either.
Confused, Luca scratches his temple.
That’s when he sees... another little king followed by his soldiers passing between his legs.
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	Gontrand! he yells, raising his matchstick-sized sword. Get out of this castle, it’s mine!
From the top of the rampart, the other king, surrounded by subjects, bursts out laughing:
Oh yeah? Then why am I inside, Richard?
I’m your older brother, I have priority over all the constructions in this domain.
Nonsense, I saw this castle first, it’s mine.
During this exchange, Luca turns his head from one king to the other. It’s true, they do look alike. Except that the older brother has a big belly and hairy nostrils.
You leave me no choice, he says. I’ll have to attack.
Wait, holds off Gontrand, pointing at Luca with his finger. If you want, I’ll lend you my great architect.
No, it’s this castle I want, Richard retorts in a dry tone – he sniffs: Last warning: get out or I...




	images/image.png





images/image-4.png





images/image-6.png





images/image-3.png





cover.jpeg
The Li}tle
Ki? of the

castle

San

%

/ﬁ’m !

Jeanne Barz






images/image-7.png





images/image-2.png





images/image-1.png





images/image-5.png





