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Lupo glimpsed the picture on the front page of the Duke’s newspaper. It was a black and white photograph of the Queen smiling in front of Buckingham Palace. Alongside her was a large telescope pointed up at the moon. It was nearly suppertime. Lupo’s stomach groaned loudly, distracting him. He rolled on to his back, exposing a freckly pink underbelly so that Prince George could tickle him affectionately.

The Duchess was sitting on a smart red sofa in the middle of the living room, putting the finishing touches to a letter she was writing on Kensington Palace paper. Sealing the envelope, she said, “The Queen’s Birthday and the eclipse will be a special day tomorrow. So I think early to bed for everyone, especially since Daddy is on night feeding duty tonight!” She walked over to her husband, the Duke, who carefully handed her the new baby. Prince George was a toddler and Lupo loved playing with him. They both looked forward to the day when they could play with the baby that seemed to have the whole world whipped up in a frenzy of love and excitement.

As the Duchess took the baby from her husband’s arms, she looked down at the newspaper next to him. “What are you reading, darling?” she asked.

“It’s an article about Prince Bertie’s journals. They’ve been missing for over a hundred years! But it says here in today’s paper that they have been found at Buckingham Palace. My … my … incredible. I looked everywhere for them when I was young because my grandfather told me that they contained the story of a lost family mystery, an Egyptian curse and an ancient cat.”

Lupo’s long black tail began to wag. It bumped against the Duke’s feet. The words “Buckingham Palace”, “curse” and “ancient cat” heightened his doggy senses, sending them into overdrive. He scratched his left ear. It had been a while since his last adventure, but he’d never had one at Buckingham Palace and yearned to explore the mysterious royal residence with its many secretive trap doors, tunnels and staircases.

He bowed down at Prince George’s little feet. “Buckingham Palace, George – did you hear that? Oh, if only Holly was here – it’s been ages since I was at the Palace. I do like visiting her there.” Unable to hide his affections for the Queen’s most loyal corgi, Lupo twisted on to his back and smiled, revealing his soft little teeth.

George gooed into Lupo’s face, “Bucking-jam-Poo-lace!” They both fell into fits of giggles.

The Duchess yawned loudly whilst cradling her little baby. “A curse at Buckingham Palace? What’s next? Secret tunnels underneath it?”

Lupo’s ears pricked up in recognition. The Duchess couldn’t have known how right she was. Lupo had known about the lost passages since he was a puppy. He had even used one of them known as the Blue route to travel to Windsor Castle on one of his previous adventures. The Red route – which ran directly under Apartment 1A – remained unexplored by him. The short passage between Kensington Palace and Buckingham Palace had originally been designed as a tunnel for Queen Victoria but now it was used by ghosts and mice. It was sumptuously decorated and ran right under Buckingham Palace’s tall brick walls and behind the royal police guards. Lupo knew it had been hundreds of years since any human had wandered through the passages.

Nanny appeared, offering to take the baby to give the Duchess a chance to finish making dinner.

I wonder what Holly is having for dinner? Lupo thought. One day, I hope I’ll have a good excuse to use the Red route. Her Majesty’s dogs stopped him from visiting Holly, and he dared not be caught using one of the secret entrances to Buckingham Palace by Monty, Willow or Candy. The royal corgis kept their distance whenever he was at their grand residence. When he visited with the Duke he would see them muttering in corners and turning their noses up at his relaxed, friendly spaniel gestures of goodwill. Vulcan, the Queen’s dorgi, was far worse – he seemed to make it his mission in life to get Lupo into all sorts of trouble. Only Holly had welcomed him and helped him settle into his royal life.

Prince George was restless, so started pulling on Lupo’s long black ears for attention. Distracted by thoughts of Holly, Lupo said, “The things Holly must see in that Palace, George!” He barked softly. “I’ll bet she knows all about the lost treasures and forgotten mysteries!” His tail flicked happily in the air as a shudder of excitement tingled down his dark back and his long, tangled black ears twitched, eager for more of the Duke’s story.

The Duchess saw the excitement in the royal spaniel’s eyes. “The missing journal of an old prince? Sounds like a good story. I think you should tell George and Lupo all about Prince Bertie whilst I feed and change this little one.”

Letting the paper flop over his large, comforting hands the Duke answered, “Good idea. Oh hang on, boys, before I begin … I will warn you that this story’s ending is yet to be revealed. Perhaps now that the journals have been found, the mystery may finally be solved.”

The Duke put down his newspaper. “Let’s begin at the beginning and worry about the curse, the ancient cat, and Buckingham Palace later,” he said. “This story starts when Queen Victoria decided to send her eldest son, Prince Bertie, on an official tour of Egypt.”

Lupo’s heart began beating faster. He had learned about Queen Victoria and Egypt in his history lessons with Herbert, the smart brown mouse who was the Head of Mice Intelligence Section 5. He breathed in deeply and sniffed the big, yellowing globe at the far end of the room. The mere idea of the world beyond Kensington Palace filled him with a yearning to explore. As a young pup he and Herbert had spent entire lessons turning the globe, studying the different continents. Though he had never been there, he knew exactly where Egypt was.

Prince George whispered into the royal dog’s big black ear, “E-pit! Yippee! ”

Lupo replied in the secret language that only the two of them could understand – a language of sniffs, chomps and licks. Sniffing loudly through his wet, black nose, he said: “An ancient story!”

George settled as close as he could to Lupo’s warm soft body and promptly stuck his thumb in his mouth. He curled his princely fingers around the spaniel’s ears for comfort.

“Bertie was a very adventurous prince,” said the Duke. “He was the first prince of England to do an official tour of the ancient world, its pyramids and the Valley of the Kings.”

George asked Lupo what a pyramid was by blowing bubbles and squirming a lot. Lupo replied by licking the side of his face and sniffing loudly into his ear. “Herbert told me it was a big pile of old bricks,” he said. George pointed to his Lego and Lupo nodded.

Patting Lupo’s head, the Duke continued, “Oh and Bertie had a terrier, not a scruffy royal cocker spaniel like you!”

Lupo smiled proudly.

“Bertie left England on a royal ship,” said the Duke. “It was a long and dangerous journey. To pass the time he read to his dog and learned all about ancient Egypt. He wrote daily in his incredible journals, which he planned to give to his mother on his return.

“Much to Bertie’s and his dog’s relief, they finally arrived in Egypt’s hot and dusty capital, Cairo. The moon hung heavily on that first night. Whilst the Egyptians huddled around a large fire and spoke of curses, the Prince lay awake, unable to sleep. He was too excited. In the morning the royal group would be leaving for the Pyramids, travelling by boat down the River Nile. They were headed for the Valley of the Kings!”

George stuck his finger in Lupo’s ear and mumbled, “E-pit Kings!”

Lupo shook his head, dislodging the toddler’s finger. “They weren’t called kings back then. They were called pharaohs!”

George tried to stick his finger back in Lupo’s ear, and groaned. “One day I will be a pharaoh and a king!” He pointed up to his father and giggled.

The Duke attempted to show them all how the ancient Egyptians walked. His long arms zigzagged together as he walked along with his knees bent.

“All the great pharaohs were found in the Valley of the Kings, George,” he said. “They were buried in big tombs with the wealth of Egypt! But some of the pharaohs’ tombs were protected by terrible curses.”

Lupo growled playfully and George giggled as the Duke bashed his knee on a side table.

“Prince Bertie decided to take a sneak peek. He scooped up his terrier, and snuck out of the camp in the dead of night.”

George waved his little hands in the air and grumbled, “I want to go to E-pit with Lupo! I want to see the pyramids!”

Lupo panted and scratched at the floor, saying: “George, there are still lots of mummies in the pyramids! Can you imagine them trying to find a way out, fast asleep but walking around like zombies?”

George jumped up and down gurgling merrily. He reached out with both arms to the Duchess. She returned with the baby once again asleep in her arms. “Mummy!”

The Duchess bent down to George and kissed the top of his head. George waved at the sleeping baby and then put his thumb back in his mouth and resumed stroking Lupo’s velvety nose.

“At the big pyramids, Bertie found a camel and headed out of the city and into the desert.” The Duke waved his big hands across their faces. “Thick clouds covered the moon. Bertie watched as it totally disappeared! All of a sudden the air turned thick and there was a strange rumbling.”

Mystified, the Duchess looked down at them.

“Bertie was surrounded by swirling sand. IT WAS A SANDSTORM!” explained the Duke.

George and Lupo both began blowing and panting as if they too were lost in the sandstorm.

“The sand was in his eyes and throat and covered his clothes. He needed to take shelter! The camel pushed through the storm, carrying the brave but fearful Bertie. Finally they came upon an entrance to a cave. Bertie and his dog crawled in, relieved to be out of the perilous storm.

“Inside the cave, they began to explore. They travelled deep into the heart of it. It was cold but fortunately the Prince was prepared and had enough matches on him to start a fire.”

The Duchess excused herself, saying that supper needed her attention. Lupo and George didn’t move a muscle. They had crawled under the oversized cream sofa, imagining they too were in a dark, ancient cave. Only their faces stuck out so that they could carry on watching the Duke. George grumbled and blinked several times in the darkness. Lupo moved closer, keeping the young heir warm, his tail resting on top of the prince’s pink toes.

“This is the bit of the story I love the most,” continued the Duke. “As the flames from the little fire grew, Bertie saw more clearly where he was. It wasn’t a cave at all. He was in a tomb! Except this was no ordinary tomb. It wasn’t a human tomb! The walls were covered in paintings of animals dancing, running and playing in the sunshine. Its floor was painted to look just like the sea!

Bertie sank lower to get a closer look. He saw fish made from silver darting amongst blue sapphire dolphins who were rolling in the water with stone whales. Bertie’s terrier jumped on to the back of a giant turtle that was bobbing along the top. It was all so real that when the crafty dog tried to jump in and swim along he got a bit of a shock! When the Prince rested his hand on the head of a snapping green crocodile the little dog barked wildly!”

George stroked Lupo’s nose. “SNAP! SNAP!” he gurgled.

“Flames from the fire flickered all around the walls and they lit up the paintings. Bertie saw tigers hiding in grasslands, stalking grey elephants which were rampaging through hand-drawn mountains. Below them were antelope, prancing in and out of a yellow meadow, and brown monkeys swinging on windblown trees!”

The Duke was pretending to investigate the cave but the living room was no match for the painted tomb. He said, “A door at the far end of the tomb was covered in hieroglyphics. It warned of a terrible curse.”

Chomp, chomp, sniff said Lupo, totally overwhelmed. “OH NO, THE CURSE, GEORGE! DON’T GO IN, BERTIE! STOP!”

“Bertie pushed open the door to the inner sanctum, breaking the sacred seals!”

“NO!” said George, and Lupo barked.

“Bertie found himself in a room filled with ancient treasure … BUT!” the Duke cried, causing both Lupo and George to jump with fear under the sofa, “guarding the treasure were several sphinx statues surrounding a solid gold tomb belonging to a CAT!”

Lupo imagined the stone sphinxes arranged like George’s toy soldiers. He made a low growl as his tail helicoptered round and round. He cocked his head to the left.

“George, I don’t like the sound of this: Herbert once told me that sphinxes were the soldiers of Egypt’s highest-born pharaohs. So it’s odd that they would be protecting a cat! I don’t think Herbert ever mentioned an animal tomb before? As for the curse … this really is a mystery.”
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George “meowed” – something he only ever normally did whenever he saw Kitty, the Kensington Palace tabby. “Pussy cat, pussy cat!”

The Duke looked down at his son who was gently stroking Lupo’s fur. “Bertie was surprised to see that instead of a traditional ancient pharaoh death mask, there was a solid gold mask of a cat. It had to be a very important cat because it was wearing a pharaoh’s crown and was clutching the sceptre and rattle that belonged to the ruler of Egypt. Bertie felt a chill on the back of his neck – he could feel the sphinx’s stony eyes watching his every move.”

George lifted up one of Lupo’s paws and tried to hide underneath it, grumbling. “Hide!”

“Don’t worry, buddy,” said Lupo with a reassuring wink. “I’ll protect you!”

The Duke leaned into the edge of the sofa. Lupo and George waited with baited breath.

“Bertie decided to open the cat’s tomb.”

Lupo looked wide eyed to George. “OH NO! Everyone knows you can’t disturb a sleeping cat!” Sensing danger he barked furiously.

“It’s all right, Lupo,” said the Duke. “Bertie wasn’t afraid. Like you, he wasn’t afraid of anything.” The Duke suddenly grew more serious. “Something must have stopped him in his tracks. Maybe it was the ancient curse? Perhaps it was the hieroglyphics that warned of a terrible curse?”

George didn’t understand what hieroglyphics were so he screwed up his face. The Duke tried to explain but it made George even more confused. So Lupo tried. He wriggled and scratched. “They’re strange shapes of animals.” He finished his description in a series of short whines whilst pointing at Prince George’s Mother’s Day picture on the mantelpiece. George burbled happily as he finally understood.

“You see, the tomb was cursed. Do you want to know what the curse said?” The two explorers under the sofa nodded slowly in silence, so the Duke explained: “HE WHO ENTERS, HE WHO WAKES ME, SHALL SUFFER THE CURSE OF A DREAMLESS SLEEP.”

George stuck out his bottom lip and crawled out from under the sofa, wanting a cuddle from his daddy.

The Duchess returned to the room with Nanny cradling the baby. She handed her husband a glass of water. “Darling, you are getting everyone very wound up, right before we eat. Come on, Nanny, let’s leave them to it. The lamb is nearly done but I might need your help with the potatoes if that’s all right.”

“I’m nearly finished,” said the Duke, giving Prince George a big hug. “Bertie and his dog left the cave when the storm passed. Thirsty and tired, they finally got back to camp to a hero’s welcome. Everyone was relieved to see Bertie safely back,” said the Duke, glugging down the water.

Lupo bounced around, yelping, “Tell us about the curse! What happened to the CAT?” But it was no good – only George understood what the panting, sniffing and whining meant.

George responded by blowing a big round bubble with his spit, which meant he was hungry.

The Duke put down the empty glass, his thirst quenched. “Bertie returned to the cave with his servants and had all the treasure packed up and shipped back to England, in a box labelled ‘Private, for Her Majesty the Queen’s Eyes Only.’”

Seeing his son yawning, the Duke skipped to the end of the story. “Now comes the mystery. The treasure was never seen again.”

Lupo’s ears lifted and he cocked his head to one side, thinking to himself, Now that really is a mystery.

“Some say that Queen Victoria was terrified of cats! When she read about the cat’s curse she had all the boxes from the strange tomb thrown into the Thames! Others say she locked the entire contents of the tomb into a hidden room at Buckingham Palace. But no one has ever seen the strange cat’s sarcophagus and her treasure was lost for good!” The Duke saw George’s eyes growing more sleepy. “And what of the curse … ? Well, Bertie never slept properly ever again! His dreams were filled with visions of a deathly ancient cat.”

With that, the Duke fell silent, as if lost in thought. But Lupo was transfixed.

The Duchess called out from the kitchen disturbing the uneasy peace. Lupo could smell the lovingly made supper, the Duke’s favourite.

“I think that’s enough,” she said. “Bertie’s adventures were a very long time ago.” The Duke’s stomach groaned. “Now, who’s hungry?”
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The Duke left the room carrying Prince George, who was once again meowing. He’d seen Kitty sitting next to the globe at the far end of the room. Kitty was Lupo’s friend, even though she was a cat. Lupo waited until he saw father and son walk down the corridor towards the kitchen before he said: “Kitty, I know you are in here. I saw you sneak in earlier.”

The pretty tabby came out from behind the sofa, curling her lithe frame around an old lamp table. She stopped to look out of the window and up at the early evening stars. Finally she spoke. “Do you believe the story, Lupo? Do you think Prince Bertie really did find a cursed cat tomb in the desert?”

“Of course!” Lupo replied, noticing how her long thin tail was curling up and down, something she did when she was upset. “Kitty, your tail … it’s curling.”

Immediately Kitty stopped the tell-tale tail with her left paw. She gazed hard at the moon and changed the subject. “It looks so bright tonight. The kind of night where one could get lost for a while.” She blinked twice and then looked at the floor, standing perfectly still as if she was putting a puzzle together in her mind. When she was done thinking, she said, “The eclipse is tomorrow, huh?”

Lupo raised his eyebrow, suspicious of Kitty’s behaviour. The palace cat was stubborn and as mysterious as the moon itself. He walked over to her at the window and stood beside her, looking up at the moon playing peek-a-boo with some dark clouds.

“Yes, it’s going to be something all right,” he said. “A total solar eclipse! Herbert told me that the moon will pass between the sun and the Earth, and that it will block the sun out completely! Everything will turn to darkness. But we need not panic – the sun will come back. Spooky, though! I think the Queen’s birthday this year will be like no other.”

Kitty seemed lost in her thoughts. A star whizzed across the sky. “Did you see that?” said Lupo. “It was a comet. Quick, make a wish!” He squeezed his eyes closed. When he opened them Kitty blinked and said, “Remember, you can’t tell me what you wished for or else it won’t come true.”

Lupo nodded quietly. “OK. But one day, I will.” His tummy was rumbling loudly as the smell of the Duchess’s cooking wafted into the room, tickling his black nose.

Kitty put a paw on Lupo just as he was about to head out to the kitchen, stopping him in his tracks. “Wait, Lupo! There is something I have to tell you. I think the eclipse is a bad sign.” She saw a flash of concern cross his kind spaniel face. “What I mean to say is … won’t it be odd to see the sun disappearing and it be night-time all of a sudden?”

“Is that what’s bothering you?” Lupo asked. Kitty nodded. “Don’t be frightened. Look, I was thinking it might be cool to check it out from the attic. The palace ghosts are all up for seeing it, too. They want to use the eclipse to scare all the palace visitors away in the middle of the day by gliding down the main staircase! Now what’s so bad about that? Why don’t you come and watch it with me?”

Kitty smiled meekly. “That’s nice of you to ask me, Lupo. But I don’t know if I will be back in time for it. I have to go and visit my Aunt Matilda.” The palace cat jumped on to the Duchess’s special armchair. Then, because she wanted to warn Lupo without scaring him before she left she said, “Lupo, I don’t think that Prince Bertie just stumbled into any old tomb. It’s possible he found Ebony.”

OEBPS/images/p13.jpg





OEBPS/images/p18.jpg





OEBPS/images/co2.jpg






OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
. s (3 -uu.@

ULP@'

AND THE CURSE AT BUCKINGHAM PALACE

j?) ABYKING V=t
7 Mustrated by Sam Usher } 4
A “





OEBPS/images/titlepage.jpg
< LUPG:

AND THE CURSE AT BUCKINGHAM PALACE

ABY KING
Mustrated by Sam Usher





OEBPS/images/p5a.jpg





OEBPS/images/p5b.jpg





OEBPS/images/co1.jpg





