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The boy pushed a pile of vegetables around on his plate. He wasn’t an ordinary boy. He was a king. King Edwin Flashypants the First. There wasn’t a King Edwin Flashypants the Second or Third yet, but everybody in Edwin’s little kingdom thought it was such a great name that there were bound to be loads more kings called Edwin Flashypants in the future.
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But even though the boy was special, the vegetables were very very ordinary. There was cabbage, and spinach, and something that drooped like the nose of an old witch when Edwin picked it up with his fork. It had witchy pimples too, and it dripped green water that looked a bit like snot.
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So why was this king, who had suits of armour and a big shiny crown, and a castle with its own bowling alley, eating a plate full of food he didn’t like?





King Edwin couldn’t do everything he wanted to. Being a king is hard – you’ve got to look after a whole kingdom-load of people. Imagine doing that when you’re just nine years old. So Edwin needed a grown-up to help him rule Edwinland, and her name was Minister Jill.

A month or two before this very vegetableish lunch, Minister Jill decided people were eating too many treats in Edwinland.
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That’s what she said.



So she made the sweet shops open for just two hours a day instead of twenty-four. She had the peasants digging huge vegetable patches next to Village, which was the name of the only village in Edwinland. Then she put up posters saying:
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Minister Jill was just trying to keep everyone healthy, like a good minister should. But nobody seemed to be saying “Wow, thanks Jill!”

Today, just for once, Jill wasn’t standing behind Edwin as he chewed slimy vegetables in the castle’s banqueting hall. She had taken the afternoon off work to do that thing grown-ups do sometimes, when they ‘pamper’ themselves and have some ‘me time’. These were the days when Jill would listen to calming music and get her feet massaged, all the time worrying about what trouble Edwin might get into next.

Edwin wasn’t alone though. His best friend Megan the Jester ate next to him. She liked piles of vegetables even less than he did, so she was finding ways to get them off her plate without actually eating them. Megan tucked courgettes into the pointy bits of her jester hat. Then she pushed broccoli through the strings of her lute. It didn’t make much difference. There were still tons more to munch through.

“Help! Help!” A panicked voice floated through the banqueting hall’s window, and right into King Edwin’s ear.
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Edwin pushed his plate away and stood up.

“Megan? Somebody needs our help, and I’m fairly sure about that because he said ‘help’ twice. Let’s go!”

It was also a great excuse to stop eating the vegetables, but Edwin didn’t say that out loud.

“Your Majesty!” said Megan. “Helping people in need is so splendidly kingly!”

After she had applauded the king for five whole minutes, they ran outside to see what all the fuss was about.




By now the man who had shouted “help!” was running around the streets of Village. His name was Baxter, though nobody had seen him for years because he was a hermit. He lived all by himself in the Wilderness of Crong, in a hut made from dead wasps. Being a hermit can be lonely, but on the other hand, there’s no one around to nag you about washing your armpits.


 


[image: images]



 





[image: images]





Baxter was famous for his beard, which was so long and bushy it covered his whole body. Nobody was ever sure if he was wearing clothes underneath or not, and everybody was too embarrassed to ask.

“What’s the matter, Mr Sir Gentleman Fellow Good Sir?” said Edwin. The king always wanted to be polite, but he couldn’t remember exactly which words to use, so used all the ones he knew.

“There’s-a-monster-and-it’s-eating-everything-oh-no-the-monster-the-monster-ohno!” Baxter gabbled.

“Please, slow down a bit,” said Edwin.

“Theeeerrrrrreeee’sss aaaaaaa mooooonsssttteerrr  … ”

“Okay, a bit faster than that,” said Edwin. “Kind of medium speed.”
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“There’s a monster, young man!” said Baxter. “In the Wilderness of Crong. We thought it dead these last hundred years, but we were mistaken. Turns out it was just having a long lie-in. And now it’s awake, and oh, it’s the most terrifying thing!”

Baxter was shaking, and his eyes were bulging. It really was something to see. Peasants came running, just to watch.

“It’s taller than a quite tall man standing on a box!” Baxter spluttered. “Its teeth are longer and sharper than bread knives! It has seven eyes! It ate all my goats and then gobbled up my best cow in one gulp, it did, it did! They say it can eat people too!”

“What’s it called?” said Megan.

“Its name? I shall tell you.

Its name  …

its name  …

its name  …

its name  …”


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I like dramatic pauses as much as the next boy, thought Edwin, but I hope he gets to it soon.
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Edwin thought about all those poor people beyond his merry kingdom, frightened for their lives with this Voolith running about.

Then he thought about how he had to eat what he was told, like a little boy. Edwin wanted to be just like a grown-up king, and do all the brave and bold things grown-up kings do.

King Edwin Flashypants took a deep breath, and spoke to the crowd.

“People of Edwinland! The good folk of Crong need my help. And they’ll get it! I will cross the wilderness and fight the Voolith!”

Megan and the peasants cheered and threw their hats in the air. Those who didn’t have hats ran to buy them from the hat shop, just so they could throw them in the air, too.

“A proper king always keeps his promises. And I promise you this – I will defeat the Voolith, in single combat!”


“Our king is so brave!” said one peasant.

“He is a powerful force for good in this world!” said another.
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Then Edwin realised he didn’t know what ‘single combat’ meant, exactly. But he was fairly sure it was some big metal box with spiky wheels, and a big boxing glove on the front that punches monsters while you relax inside it and drink lemonade.


 


[image: images]







 


[image: images]



 


Next to a crashing grey sea, a man was talking to a golf ball. It wasn’t the first time he’d done this. But because he was Emperor Nurbison of Nurbisonia, the most evil ruler the world had ever seen, nobody dared say it was a silly thing to do.
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The emperor had been thinking about Edwinland all morning, and that made him angry. He hated Edwinland because it didn’t belong to him, and because King Edwin made it a land of friendship and joy. Friendship and joy were another two things Emperor Nurbison didn’t like.

When he got too angry, he played crazy golf to relax. But he relaxed in quite a shouty way.

“Hear me, feeble golf ball! My skill upon the crazy-golf course is legend across the earth! Globulus? Fetch me  …THE CLUB OF CHAOS.”
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Globulus, the emperor’s tiny, loyal, beach-ball-shaped helper, came running with the Club Of Chaos. It truly was a golf club fit for a terrifying ruler. Instead of a flange of metal on the end, it had a gleaming silver skull, with a sticky-out jawbone for hitting the ball.

Everything Emperor Nurbison owned was as spiky and frightening as he could make it. His castle was a tall mass of jagged stone with bats living everywhere inside it, even under the toilet seats.
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His crown was so dark and spooky that some said it was haunted by a chain-dragging ghost called Clanky Peter.

The emperor steadied himself, and took his stroke.

WHACK.

He hit the ball much too hard.




It went FLUMPH! – into the long grass.



“Doesn’t count! You put me off, Globulus. I’m taking it again.”

It was the emperor’s private crazy-golf course, so the emperor made the rules.

When Nurbison finally got the ball into the hole, he filled in his scorecard. Don’t like the look of this, he thought. Even though Nurbison had been cheating the numbers since the second hole, Globulus would still win.
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There was just one hole left to play. The Windmill.

“My favourite hole!” said the emperor, very loudly, because he knew he was always really bad at this one. You had to get the ball straight through a narrow tunnel, missing the spinning windmill sails. It was super hard.
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He was starting to hate the windmill almost as much as he hated King Edwin, and he really really hated King Edwin, so that was saying something.

The emperor went first. Twenty-seven thwacks later, his ball was in the hole. Now for Globulus.

Globulus walloped his ball. It pinged off a ‘Don’t Walk on the Grass’ sign, Globulus’s nose, then rattled through the tunnel.

Emperor Nurbison and Globulus heard the unmistakable PLOPof a hole in one.

“Wait there!” snapped the emperor.
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The emperor walked behind the windmill. There was Globulus’s ball, sitting in the hole.

The emperor peeped back round the windmill to check Globulus was out of sight.

He dug a pointy boot into the hole, winkled out the little white ball, and kicked it as hard as he could. It sailed through the air and splashed into the sea.

“Oh no, Globulus! An unlucky bounce sent your ball into the sea. So now it’s lost  … Emperor Nurbison wins yet again!

FOO HOO HOO HOO!”

This was Emperor Nurbison’s evil laugh, chosen because it was the most chilling, terrifying sound in all the world.

“Want a trophy, give me a trophy now,” said the emperor.

Globulus handed Nurbison a shining gold cup with ‘World’s Best Golfer’ written on it. The emperor waved it around like a champion. Five seconds later he was bored.

“Where’s my golf buggy?” he said.

“Here, your greatness,” said a thin man.



The emperor sat on the thin man’s back, and the man crawled along a muddy track, all the way back to the evil castle.
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The thin man was one of hundreds who had run in from the Wilderness of Crong in the last couple of days, fleeing this ‘Voolith’ creature.

At first, Emperor Nurbison sent his sinister soldiers to stop any people getting into Nurbisonia, because that was a mean thing to do, and doing mean things was the emperor’s favourite hobby.

Then he realised he was missing a trick. If he let them in, he would have hundreds more people to be nasty to every day. So in they came, and the emperor gave them all rotten jobs to do.


The
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