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“And then the fierce dragon suddenly began to
change, and oh my, what a change. Its wide, green, webbed wings
suddenly dropped away. Its long snout, that had seconds before,
breathed fire, disappeared, along with its spiked tail and now it
became…”

With a half-smile on his pink face the old
man turned to look at his twin grandchildren, his eyebrows raised
with the question.

“Oh, Granda Jack we don't know, do we?”
exclaimed Sophie. “You’re telling the story. Tell us, please.” Her
bright dark eyes were wide with excitement. Her long slender hands
were clenching and unclenching.

“I think I know what it changed into,” said
her brother Jake confidently. His blue eyes were bright with
intelligence.

His grandfather smiled wryly. “You do, do
you?”

Smiling, Jake nodded, his long blonde hair
flopping over his brow as he glanced at his sister.

“Wise up, Jake. How could you know?” snapped
Sophie glaring at him. “Shut up and let Granda Jack tell us.”

“Wait, Sophie,” said Granda Jack, his gray
ringed eyes twinkling mischievously. He winked at her. “Let's hear
what Jake thinks it is. I'll begin again.”

The children trembled excitedly as Granda
Jack looked up at the light bulb, where all his good stories came
from, and began, “Its long snout that had breathed fire just
seconds before, disappeared, along with its spiked tail and now it
became, what?” He looked at Jake and so did Sophie.

“A person, a human, a prince maybe,” said
Jake, making a face at his sister.

Sophie frowned. “A what, a prince? But there
are no...” She looked at Granda Jack.

“Yes, Sophie,” said her grandfather,
answering her unasked question. “So far there are no princes in
this story.”

Jake's face fell. “But...”

“You were half right though,” added Granda
Jack, glancing at Sophie.

Her eyes widened as she thought, half
right?

Jake smiled. “See,” he said to his sister who
was frowning now. “What was it Granda Jack? What did the dragon
become?”

The children's grandfather looked up at the
light bulb again. “It became... Oh, oh, I think the picture is
fading,” he exclaimed, “Ah no, it’s gone now. I can't see
anything.” He glanced at his watch.“ Anyway it's getting late. I'll
have to take you two home.”

“But Granda Jack,” exclaimed Jake, feeling
disappointed and eager to know how he was half right.

“Come on,” said his grandfather rising from
the big blue armchair that sat beneath the light bulb. “I'll get my
coat.” He smiled at his disappointed grandchildren. “We'll finish
the story tomorrow.”

****

Later, as they all walked up the road, Sophie
thought about the story. How was her brother half right? She looked
up at her grandfather's pale bald head and smiled. Granda Jack
always had exciting tales to tell them. She had often wondered, did
her Grandfather really see pictures in the light bulb. But that was
stupid. Yet his stories, though they were full of magic and
unbelievable, sounded so real.

****

Next day at school, Miss Nelson, the twin's
teacher, told the class that on Friday, the last day before the
summer holidays, a famous local author was coming to visit the
school. She told them the author had written a very popular novel
called, “Treasure of the Royal Twins.”

Twins? Sophie mouthed to Jake, who sat beside
another boy on the other side of the classroom.

“The author's name is, Madge E. Shan,” said
Miss Nelson. “So if any of you can get your parents to purchase a
copy of, “Treasure of the Royal Twins” in time for his visit, I'm
sure we can persuade him to sign it.”

“Miss,” exclaimed Nelly Moran, one of the
brightest girls in her class. “You said, his, I thought the name of
the author was, Madge. That's a woman's name isn't it?”

Miss Nelson smiled. “Yes, Nelly. Well
spotted. Mr. Shan uses that name to write under. It's not his real
name of course. Madge E. Shan is his pseudonym.” Her smile widened
at the puzzled expressions on her pupil's faces. “Let me explain to
you what a pseudonym is. For instance,” she said looking around the
classroom then pointing at Jake. “Suppose Jake wrote a novel.”

At this everyone laughed.

“And suppose, Jake enjoyed writing the
novel,” continued Miss Nelson. “But suppose he was afraid he would
be laughed at because some people might think the story was a load
of rubbish. Then Jake might call himself, Robert. So when anyone
read the novel they would think it was Robert who wrote it. But it
was really Jake.” She looked around the class. “Are you with
me?”

“Miss,” said Nelly. “Do you mean that Mr.
Shan is afraid to use his own name because he thinks people will
laugh at him for writing a novel about twins?”

“Treasure of the Royal Twins,” said her
teacher. “I don't mean that at all, Nelly. Mr. Shan might have his
own reasons for not using his real name, but I am quite certain
being laughed at is not one of them. Anyway class, he will be
visiting us on Friday so that gives you plenty of time to buy the
novel. I'm sure Mr. Shan will sign them. It's nice to have a novel
signed by the author. I have two signed by, Mr. Roald Dahl.” She
smiled, as the children looked at each other for they all knew who
Roald Dahl was.

“Miss,” asked Sophie. “What novels are
they?”

“Danny the Champion of the World and The
Witches,” answered Miss Nelson.

“Oh, The Witches,” exclaimed Mary Carlin, a
small stout girl. “I read that. It was brill.”

“Brilliant, Mary,” corrected her teacher. She
held up a book. “Yesterday I purchased a copy of Mr. Shan’s novel.
Today I am going to read you the first chapter, just to give you a
taste of what it is about.”

****

Fifteen minutes later, after Miss Nelson had
finished the first chapter, almost all of her pupils pleaded with
her to read on. But closing the book she said, “I might read you
another chapter tomorrow if you are good for the rest of the day.
Now take out your homework books. It's time to do a little history
and today we are going to concentrate on our own city’s history-
the history of Derry and the famous Siege.” She smiled as the
groans of her pupils echoed around the classroom.

****

Later, when they were walking home from
school, Sophie said, “It was good wasn't it?”

“What?”

“That first chapter of, “Treasure of the
Royal Twins,”” said Sophie. “And remember the way the chapter
ended. That's the way Granda Jack finishes his stories. Oh,” she
suddenly remembered. “We have to find out who the dragon was. Will
we call in on Granda Jack now?”

“We'd better not,” said Jake. “You remember
the last time we did. Mummy was angry. She thought we were
kidnapped. We can call down after tea.”

****

“Where are you two off to?” asked the twin's
mother, Mary later as they came into the sitting room pulling on
their coats. She had black hair like her daughter.

“Granda Jack's,” said Sophie.

Her mother frowned. “You mustn't bother
Granda Jack too much. He has more to do than tell stories to you
two all day.”

“Oh, but mummy,” exclaimed Sophie. “Granda
Jack tells such brilliant stories.” She smiled. “I think he enjoys
telling them to us.”

Her mother smiled. She knew Sophie was right.
“OK you can go. But stay on the footpath all the way there and
don't overstay your welcome!” she shouted, just as they twins
disappeared out the back door.

****

When the children visited their grandfather
they usually went through the gate and around the back into his
small kitchen. This evening, when they came into the kitchen they
saw he was writing. Pages and pages of words were strewn all over
the kitchen table. A basket beside the table was almost filled with
scrunched up pages of their Granda's writing.

“What are you doing, Granda Jack?” asked
Jake.

The old man smiled. “I'm just writing out one
of the stories I told you last winter.” He frowned. “If I can
remember it.”

“One from the light bulb?” said Sophie.

“Yes.”

“Oh, Granda Jack will you read it to us
please,” said Sophie.

Her grandfather left down his pen. “Someday I
will,” he said. “When it’s finished,” He studied his grandchildren.
“Did you have your tea?”

The twins nodded.

“Good. I'll just put on the kettle and brew a
cup of tea and then we’ll go up to the attic and I'll finish that
story I was telling you last evening. Do you remember how it
went?”

“Yes,” said Jake. “The dragon had changed
into a prince.”

“A prince?” His grandfather tilted his head
and looked at Sophie.

“Granda Jack didn't say the dragon had
changed into a prince,” snapped Sophie. “Did you, Granda Jack?”

“No. Jake said it was a prince. I said he was
half right.”

“There,” said Jake making a face at
Sophie.

They waited impatiently until their
grandfather had brewed a pot of tea. As he sat at the table
nibbling on a digestive biscuit, Jake said, “Granda Jack, there's a
local author coming to visit our class on Friday.”

“Is there?” said the old man.

“Yes. Miss Nelson read the first chapter of
his book. It's called, “Treasure of the Royal Twins,”” said Jake.
“It was very good.”

“But it's not as good as your stories, Granda
Jack,” exclaimed Sophie.

“No. I'd rather have your stories,” said
Jake.

“This author?” said their grandfather.
“What's her name?”

“Her?” Sophie frowned. How did Granda Jack
know it was a woman? They hadn't said.

“It's a man,” said Jake. “Miss Nelson says he
writes using the name, Madge E. Shan. But it's not his real name.
It’s a pseud… pseud… something.”

“A pseudonym. Hmm, Madge E. Shan, eh,” said
his grandfather. “That's a strange name.”

Suddenly a thought occurred to Sophie.
“Granda Jack, why don't you write a book? Your stories would be as
good as, if not better than Mr. Shan's.”

Her grandfather swallowed the remains of his
biscuit and took a sip of tea, then putting his cup down he rose,
saying, “Maybe I have. Come on let's go up to the attic and we'll
see if the light bulb will show me the rest of that story I began
yesterday.”

As the children followed their grandfather
upstairs to the landing, Sophie asked, “Granda Jack, what did you
mean, maybe you have written a story?”

Her grandfather didn't answer her. They had
just reached the landing. “Give me a hand,” he said, as he reached
and pulled on a long cord that hung from the tiny trap door in the
ceiling. As the ladder slid down, Jake and Sophie helped him to set
it into position.

“Right you two, up you go,” said Granda Jack.
He held the ladder steady as the twins scrambled to the attic.

The attic was a wide room, packed with
different sizes of trunks. Sophie had always been dying to see
inside them. One day she had tried to open one. Her grandfather had
scolded her. It was the first and only time she had seen him angry.
Yet the incident had only made her more curious to see what was
inside the strange looking trunks. There were eight of them-three
very large trunks that were made of some sort of black leather-like
material. These chests were bound with thick brass bands and
strange locks. Four of the smaller red trunks looked similar. But
the smallest trunk was blue. It was slightly bigger than a large
music box. This trunk had strange yellow symbols on it. It had
brass hinges, but no lock. It didn't even have a join were it would
open. The blue trunk was the one that puzzled Sophie the most. She
had often wondered what was inside it.

The floor of the attic was covered with
square and oblong pieces of carpet. The largest of these showed a
huge dragon-like creature. Riding on its broad back was a
long-haired man. He was holding a sword above his head. But the
strangest thing in the attic was its only light. It hung from a
silver chain almost in the center of the attic ceiling above a big
armchair. This light, with its unusual shaped bulb, was unlike any
light the children had ever seen. The bulb was like a big white
diamond. Surrounding it was a shell-like oblong light shade.

It was only when they had been in the attic a
few times that the twins realized there was no switch to switch the
bulb on. They had often wondered about this, but neither of them
had said anything.

“Now,” said Granda Jack, when they were all
seated on the armchair. “Let's see how the story will unfold
today.” The children sat on the broad arms of the chair on each
side of him. “I don't think I will be able to see much though,
because I have to go out early tonight. Anyway let's have a
look.”

Jake and Sophie trembled with excitement as
they fixed their eyes on the light bulb and waited impatiently.

“Ah, it's getting clearer,” said Granda Jack.
“I can see now. Yes, the dragon is almost changed. Whoops! There go
its big clawed feet.” He smiled. “And its tail. Now the dragon has
completely gone… and in its place...” He paused.

“What, Granda Jack?” Sophie gasped with
excitement. She studied the old man. He was frowning.

“Oh do tell us, please,” exclaimed Jake.

“Patience,” said their grandfather then
suddenly exclaimed, “Well I never. What a surprise. Yes, there is a
prince.” He looked at Jake then back at the light bulb. “And
standing beside the prince...”

“Beside the prince?” exclaimed Sophie. “Are
there two people? Has the dragon changed into two people?” She
shook her head. It couldn't be.

“Yes,” answered her grandfather. “A prince
and…” he looked at Sophie. “A beautiful princess.”

Sophie gasped. “What did you say? A... a
princess?”

“Yes. The dragon changed into a prince and a
princess,” said her grandfather looking at Jake.

His next words had them listening intently.
“And they are exactly alike, same height, same face, one has long
dark hair and one has short dark hair. The princess is wearing a
long flowery dress. The prince is wearing short wide trousers and
tights. They both have on pointed black shoes. Ah, now I see why
the dragon has become two children. They’re twins?”

Twins, thought Sophie. “Why, Granda Jack?”
she asked. “Why has the dragon become twins? Oh, please, tell
us.”

Jake and Sophie were both trembling with
excitement.

“Oh no, not now,” exclaimed her grandfather.
“The picture is fading. The light is going. Ah now I can't see any
more pictures.”

At once the disappointed twins fired
questions at him.

“Why did the dragon become a prince and a
princess?”

“And why twins?”

“Why children?”

Their grandfather smiled. “I don't really
know. We'll just have to wait until the magic of the light bulb
shows us,” he said. “Now get up. There will be no more stories this
evening. As I told you I have to go out early. But,” he said, as
the children hopped from the arms of the chair, “we'll be patient
until Friday then we'll know.”

“Friday,” exclaimed Jake and Sophie.

“Why Friday?” asked Jake. “What about
tomorrow?”

“I have to go away for a couple of days,”
said Granda Jack studying them. “Are you both going to be patient
until I come back?”

Sophie looked at her brother and though they
were both dying to hear about the royal twins, they nodded.

“Good, then let's get downstairs. I'll make
us another cup of tea and then you'll really have to go.”

****

Later, when they were walking home, Jake
said, “I told you it was a prince.”

“Yes,” said Sophie. “And a princess and
twins. I wonder why the dragon, became twins? Oh, I can’t wait to
find out.”

“Me as well,” said her brother. He smiled.
“Granda Jack tells really terrific stories doesn't he? He
definitely should write them down. I bet Mr. Shan isn't as good a
story teller as he is.”

Sophie thought about this. “That first
chapter Miss Nelson read us was really good though,” she said. “I
really liked it.”

Jake shrugged. “So did I.”

****

Later in bed they tried to think why the
dragon had become a prince and a princess. And why twins?

****

Next day Miss Nelson read another chapter
from “Treasure of the Royal Twins.” Jake and Sophie found the
second chapter just as exciting as the first. The whole class was
dying to hear what would happen to the “Royal Twins”. Some of the
pupils had already asked their parents to buy the book for them,
but Jake and Sophie were waiting to see what Mr. Shan was like
before asking their parents to buy it.

****

Friday morning came and the whole classroom
was buzzing with the excitement of the children as they waited for
Madge E. Shan's arrival. Even Miss Nelson was excited. She was
wearing her best Sunday dress. For the fifth time that morning she
glanced at her watch. It was ten to ten. Mr. Shan was due at ten
O'clock. The minute hand turned slowly as Miss Nelson wrote a
couple of long division sums on the blackboard for her pupils to do
later.

At one minute to ten there was a polite knock
at the door. Mr. Simpson the head teacher entered. A bald headed
man followed him.

When they saw him, Jake and Sophie were
speechless. They gaped as Mr. Simpson introduced their grandfather
as Madge E. Shan author of, “Treasure of the Royal Twins.” Looking
around the class, Granda Jack smiled at his astonished
grandchildren and winked at
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