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It was hot in Edwinland. Really hot.



[image: images]




It was so hot that when people bought an ice cream from the van, it turned runny in two seconds and they had to pour it into their mouths like custard. It was so hot that you could fry eggs on the heads of bald men. Lots of the children were doing just that. It was so hot that almost all the snow was gone from the tallest mountain in the land, Hetherang-Dundister-Underploshy-Smeltus. Only a teensy bit of white was left, just at the very top.
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It was so hot that a rabbit running across a field suddenly melted, making a strange puddle with two ears sticking out. Half of Edwinland came to look. No one had seen anything like it.
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So, all in all, things were on the warm side. Everybody in Edwinland had gone to have fun on the beach, and nobody was having more fun than King Edwin Flashypants himself. He was nine years old, which helped. Nine-year-olds are built for having fun. They are fun machines.



Edwin put a huge clump of seaweed on his head. He ran to Minister Jill, the clever grown-up who helped him with the difficult parts of being a king.
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“Hello, Edwin,” said Minister Jill.

“I’m not Edwin! I’m the seaweed monster who ate King Edwin! [image: images]”

“Hands out please, mister monster,” she said, and she slapped half a bottle of sunblock on his arms.

“Look out Your Majesty, here comes the beach towel monster!” said Megan the Jester, who was very big and funny, and also King Edwin’s best friend.

“Epic monster fight!” said Edwin, and they had a mighty battle, but in slow motion, because slow motion fights are the best fights.
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“[image: images], because that’s the noise seaweed monsters make!” said the King.





“[image: images] because that’s the noise beach towel monsters make!” said the Jester, who had no idea what noise they really did make, but nobody there could say she was wrong. Which she was, because they actually say [image: images].





Edwin and Megan battled until they tripped over a sandcastle and fell flat on their backs. They laughed their heads off.

“Who thinks Edwin is the best king in the world?” shouted Megan.
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said absolutely everyone.

And as they all laughed and danced in the sunshine, Edwin suddenly felt a little bit sad, and a little bit scared. But he didn’t tell anyone why. He just kept smiling.

“Just going back to the castle for a nap,” said Edwin.
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“Righty ho,” said Megan, who played a short song on her lute called I’m About To Fall Asleep In a Deckchair, then fell asleep in a deckchair.

“Don’t forget to wash your feet, or you’ll get sand on your duvet,” said Minister Jill.

“I’ll totally remember!” said Edwin.

 

A bit later, Edwin lay down in his big bedroom in his big castle. He burped into a big jar, then screwed the lid tight so it couldn’t get out. He kept all his burps in the burp jar. Jill said it was a silly thing to do, but Edwin was sure he’d need those burps again some day.


 


[image: images]



 



Edwin was all alone, but it didn’t feel like it. For a few weeks now, Edwin had been hearing a little voice inside his head. He called the voice Wendy Worry.

They say you’re the best king in the world, said Wendy to Edwin, but they’re as wrong as a hairy mirror.

Can’t you leave me alone for a bit? thought Edwin.

It’s not like you’re a proper king, from a proper royal family, said Wendy. Maybe that’s why you keep getting things wrong. Like those feet. Didn’t wash them, did you?
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Edwin looked down at his sandy feet. It’s true, I didn’t, he thought. I hoped you wouldn’t notice.

Okay, said Wendy, you’ve seen off a few baddies like Emperor Nurbison and the Boo-Hoo Witches. But you’ve been lucky. Luck has to run out some time. Tell you what, let’s have another think about exactly how you got to be a king in the first place …

Let’s not, thought Edwin. Let’s think about fun and cool things, like a balloon doggie. Or haunted yoghurt. Or a stegosaurus on roller skates. Or a bar of soap made from cake, so you can eat and wash at the same time.

Jill told you how it all happened, said Wendy. Once upon a—

But before Wendy Worry could tell him the rest of the story, Edwin sat up and stared out of the window.

Snow was falling. Not wet melty snow, or tiny light snow, but big fat lumpy snow. Real snow. Snow snow.

Right in the middle of summer.
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“What people don’t get about being evil is how much work goes into it,” said a man with a tall black crown. “You can’t just be wicked and cruel now and then, when the mood takes you. It’s a lifetime’s work. Oh, the stress.”
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The man with the crown was Emperor Nurbison, and nobody worked harder at being evil than he did. He lived in a tall scary castle which he filled with deadly traps. If he didn’t like you, he pulled a lever and you fell into a tank full of sharks. If he didn’t like one of the sharks, he pulled a lever and the shark fell into a tank full of piranha fish. If one of the piranhas just looked at him funny, he pulled a lever and it fell into a tank full of scorpions. If a scorpion rolled its eyes, Nurbison would have pulled another lever, but all these tanks cost a lot of money to make, so he would just whack the scorpion with a big spoon.









“And no matter how evil I get, it’s never enough,” sighed the emperor.
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“Would you like to, you know, kind of punish me for, like, no reason?” said Globulus, the emperor’s assistant, who was the exact size and shape of a beach ball.





“Well, that usually makes me feel better,” said the emperor. “But while I’m being nasty to you, I’m not being nasty to King Edwin Flashypants. Or my peasants. See what I mean? I wish I could make a million jack-in-the-boxes, but inside each one, instead of a springy clown, there’s a springy fist. I’d send one to every house in the world, to punch every face on earth, all at the same time. Ooh, hang on.”
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The emperor pulled out a leather notebook with “Future Evil Plans” written on the front in gold. Inside, he wrote:


Then he added a little sticker of a bear in dungarees, because he liked stickers of bears and he just didn’t know why.

“Globulus, bring me the great big speaking tube.”

Globulus held a metal pipe to the emperor’s mouth. The pipe was linked up to a tower of loudspeakers on top of the castle. This was the emperor’s favourite way of speaking to his poor subjects all over the land of Nurbisonia.
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“Peasants! Hear me!” bellowed the Emperor. “I, the mighty Nurbison, say this: you no longer have to move piles of mud from one place to another, for no reason, twenty-four hours a day.”

The Emperor paused for a few seconds.

“Because now you have to do it twenty-seven hours a day! And anyone who says there’s only twenty-four hours in a day will have to do it fifty-nine hours a day. FOO HOO HOO HOO!”
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