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To the inner child in all.





Bob the Big Bottomed


In a land not too far away, there was a king.


The king was a mighty and wealthy king. He had defeated all his enemies and felt he could now sit peacefully on his throne. The king’s wife was a queen of beauty and splendour. Every young man in the kingdom (and many women as well) fell in love with their daughter, the princess, who was both beautiful and fun. Everything seemed to work out for the king and queen. The kingdom was at peace and bountiful. This year’s harvest was a good one, and the seasons were mild and kind to the grand kingdom. But had the king and his Royal Army really defeated all their enemies?


No!


There was one terrible foe they hadn’t faced. They had avoided him and hoped he would leave them alone like some people shy away from charity collectors.


He was the mightiest and most terrifying of all knights in every known and unknown kingdom. He was the Black Knight. Not a knight in shiny, white armour, but a knight in armour black as coal. His eyes could literally kill, his breath was foul, and his swordsmanship was beyond compare. From a young age, he had proclaimed, ‘Everyone who faces me in battle will end up dying.’ And everyone who had faced him had indeed died. He was merciless and cunning. So, when he came knocking on the castle door, the court knew they were doomed. The Black Knight quickly turned the kingdom into a vast and desolate place. The flowers stopped blossoming, and the kingdom turned dark. The Black Knight now sat on the throne and became the Black King. He locked the former royal family in a cell in the castle’s dungeon. He wanted the family to starve, so he instructed the court not to feed the family and he presumed the king, queen and princess would die soon.


Far away from the castle, there lived an old man and wife with their lazy son. The son was not particularly happy about work; in fact, he hated doing any work at all. ‘Why bother with work today when you can do it tomorrow?’ he always said. His bottom kept getting bigger and bigger, and so he became known as ‘Bob the Big Bottomed’. Bob loved his life in the countryside and felt like a pea in the pod (happy, comfortable and secure) until his parents died of old age. It took a toll on young Bob, who had never seen death. Suddenly, his life was not as burden-free as it was when his parents were alive. In despair, and with no knowledge of how to look after the farm, he took the few farm animals with him and went to the market to sell them and the farm. His bottom said, ‘Boom, boom BOOM’ each time he walked, and he dragged his feet all the way.


At the market, people bowed their heads when he came by because they felt sorry for him and wanted someone to help him. His parents were always kind to everyone, so ‘someone ought to help him’, they all said.


However, what is said and what is done are not always the same.


Bob could not sell his animals or the farm. He had even made a ‘For Sale’ sign, which was the most work he had done for years, but still, people ignored him and seemed to have business elsewhere whenever he approached them. Bob went home feeling heavy-hearted.


He sat on his favourite chair and began sobbing. It all seemed pointless. Nobody wanted his farm. He had done so much work, but without any rewards. His thoughts spiralled downwards until they were suddenly interrupted.


*knock, knock, knock*


Someone was knocking on the door, and Bob had to make a great effort to get up from the chair and walk there. When he opened the door, he found to his surprise, that there was no one there. ‘Who’s messing with me!’ he exclaimed out loud, feeling the frustration running through his veins. ‘It’s just me,’ a tiny voice said from somewhere. Bob looked left and right, but he still couldn’t see anyone, so he shut the front door. He didn’t shut his mouth though, as he then sat down on his chair and mumbled words that are not appropriate for this story.


*knock, knock, KNOCK*


This time it was even louder. ‘Stop messing around, kids! You’ll be sorry when I get you!’ he yelled, opening the door yet again. And again, there was no one there. No one to the left, no one to the right, and no one up in the air. Bob slammed the door and once more sat on his chair, mumbling even louder.
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