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 Who art thou, Jakob?

 


Jakob
Flint, From Fool to King was one of my very first books and still
holds a special place in my heart. It was an attempt to write
something for young adults but also appeal to a wider audience. It
was also an important book because it helped me to identify my own
humour and paved the way to other ideas.

 


The
novella was also rather good fun to write; it’s not often that you
can play the idiot in life without repercussions.

 


This
edition is an improvement on the original version. It has an extra
chapter included and some chapters extended to make it extra
special and I hope you enjoy it.

 


 



CHAPTER 1

THE
KING IS DEAD

 


Jakob
always walked with his head to the ground. As you can imagine, this
would sometimes cause problems. People would often rudely push past
him or shove into him because he wasn’t looking where he was going.
Worse still, some villagers would often tease him for doing this
but he knew better. You see, times in Widdlelop were difficult and
Jakob was clever. He knew that if you kept your head low you would
often find coins and scraps of food hidden in the dirt. As far as
Jakob was concerned, on these occasions it was finder’s
keepers.

Today
was another victory for Jakob. Amongst the hustle and bustle of
people he spotted an unusual red ticket poking out from a muddy
puddle. He quickly snatched it and clasped it tightly in his
hands.

“Ooh!” he said, with a huge smile, wondering what treasure he
had discovered.

It was a
bit wet so he attempted to dry it on his rags but, despite his best
efforts, it still remained slightly soggy. To rectify this, he
waved it in the crisp dry air until satisfied that it was suitable
to handle. For a moment, he stood gazing around the marketplace
trying to spot the person who might have dropped it. The market
appeared to be busier than normal with crowds of villagers standing
by the stalls chattering excitedly to one another. Everyone knew
the King had died and they all waited in anticipation to hear who
his heir might be.


Eventually Jakob spotted the gentleman who’d dropped the
ticket. He knew it was him because he carried a large wooden box
full to the brim with red tickets. He also looked extremely
wealthy; he wore a fine red robe which Jakob presumed only a
nobleman would be able to afford. Behind him two unsmiling guards
stood, watching everyone intently. Jakob watched as the nobleman
struggled to climb some steps to a podium where a long table stood.
Colourful banners were hung from the sides of the table and he
wondered if there was going to be a party.

“I’d best give the ticket back to the nice man,” Jakob said.
“He might give me a reward for finding it.”

Jakob
smiled and bounded over to the podium, ensuring to keep his ticket
safe and aloft above his head. He rudely shoved his way through the
villagers until he reached the steps. Once there, he held his hand
out to the nobleman, his fist clenched tightly around the
ticket.

“Guess what I’ve got in my handie?” he asked.

The
nobleman ignored him and placed the box gently onto the table. He
then reached inside his robe and removed a long scroll.

“Come on! If you don’t guess correctly then you don’t get the
prize.”

The
taller of the two guards stepped closer to the side of the podium
and reached for his sword handle. “Shove off, Fool!” He scowled.
“We’ve no time for the likes of you today.”

Jakob
poked his tongue out at the guard. “Ooh! Hit a nerve, have I?
Someone’s obviously woken up on the wrong side of bed this
morning.”

The
guard snarled and unsheathed his sword. Noticing the commotion, the
nobleman raised his hand.

“Calm yourself, Roland. Let the boy play his games. Remember,
little things for little minds.”

Roland
returned the sword to its scabbard and glowered at Jakob. “Yes, my
lord. Please accept my apologies.”

The
nobleman gazed at Jakob, his round face expressionless.

“Idiot! You should know better than to taunt a royal
guardsman. We’ve already experienced one death this week and
although yours would be far less significant, I wouldn’t wish to
witness it on a day like today.”

Jakob
cocked his head to one side and smiled. “Shucks! You say the
sweetest things. Now, come on, guess what’s in my
handie?”

“I care not what repulsive object you’re carrying. Keep your
disgusting hands and thoughts to yourself. Whatever it is, I don’t
want it!”

Seeing
that nobody was in a mood to play, Jakob skulked back into the
crowds and examined his ticket. It had the number ninety-one
written on it and the royal seal stamped by its side.

“My ticket,” he said, gently kissing it. “All mine. Nobody
else has one.”

The
nobleman opened the scroll and coughed loudly. “Everybody, may I
please have your attention!”

The
chattering in the market became hushed and everyone huddled
together to hear the news.

“As you’re all probably aware, our beloved King died while out
hunting earlier this week and he will be sorely missed by each and
every one of us.”

Jakob
leaned against a market stall and listened intently.

“I’m sure you’ll agree that King Segrind was a fine example to
us all. He was also very...”

“Fat!” Jakob shouted, bending down quickly behind some stacked
jars of jam and honey.

“Who said that?” shouted the nobleman, his beady eyes darting
between the crowds.

Heads
turned and crowds murmured but nobody admitted to the outburst.
Jakob kept his head low. He was glad that he had short hair and
hoped that no-one would be able to spot him.

The
nobleman gripped the side of the podium tightly. “Cowardly scum!”
he grumbled. “If I catch anyone else disrespecting King Segrind
they’ll be getting their head lopped off.”


Returning his gaze to the scroll, he cleared his throat and
continued the speech.

“As I was saying, King Segrind was also very thoughtful and
considerate. Sadly, he had no wife or children but he believed
strongly in fate and destiny. He prepared for this day and
proclaimed that if he should die without an heir then one of his
countrymen would be made King, no matter their education or status
in society.”

"Hold
on!" shouted one of the villagers, scratching his head. "You mean
one of us might be made King?"

The
nobleman nodded. "Yes, that's quite possible."

Jakob
poked his head over the top of the stall and licked some jam from
his lips. The conversation was now beginning to interest him. He
was intrigued by the prospect of possibly becoming King. The
murmuring in the crowd grew louder as people talked excitedly to
one another about the news.

“In this box are numbered tickets,” continued the nobleman,
his hands outstretched above the box. “All of you over the age of
thirteen will have the opportunity to take one.”

“Boo,” shouted a little boy. His mother grabbed him and
covered his mouth.

“Tomorrow, a messenger will pass through the village and
proclaim the number chosen by King Segrind before his death. If you
have this number on your ticket then you will, without question,
become ruler of the Kingdom.”

The
villagers were now ecstatic with the news. Some peasants were
cheering and others were chattering noisily to friends and
relatives. Everyone understood that this was a once-in-a-lifetime
opportunity to finally live life in comfort and bask in riches
beyond belief.

The
nobleman asked everyone to line up and reach inside the box to
choose a single ticket. Jakob remained slouched against the stall
and kissed his ticket affectionately while the crowds moved into
formation.

“You’re my lovely, lucky ticket.” He smiled, holding it close
to his chest. “With you in my pocket, we’ll soon be ruling the
kingdom together. I just know it.”

 


 



CHAPTER 2

THE
ANNOUNCMENT

 


The next
morning, Jakob was rudely awakened by a hen that decided to perch
on his head. Opening his eyes, he spotted the bird peering down at
him. It clucked affectionately and cocked its head to one side as
if waiting for a reply. Jakob sat up abruptly and waved his hands
in the air. “Shoo bird. You better not poop on me.”

The hen
flapped its wings angrily and landed on the barn floor. It fluffed
its feathers and walked away, unimpressed with its choice of
nesting place.

“Well I’m sorry, Henny, but I don’t like your poop. It’s
horrible, wet and sticky.”

Jakob
yawned and looked around the gloomy barn. He watched the hen walk
over to its hutch and hop inside.

“Yes, you go in your lovely, warm house. Don’t worry about me
out here in the cold. I could’ve done with a bit more sleep as
well, you know.”

He
sighed and approached the barn entrance where a small mirror
dangled on a chain, nailed to the door. He peered in the mirror,
bared his teeth and then stretched the skin around his
eyes.

“If it’s not a noisy cow waking me up, it’s a hen. No wonder
I’m getting baggy eyes.”

Jakob’s
stomach rumbled and he wondered if it was time for breakfast.
Poking his head outside, he noticed the villagers were just
beginning to set up their stalls. As he breathed in the cold
morning air, he recognized the familiar smell of wood smoke. He
smiled and took another deep breath through his nostrils. The smell
always seemed to comfort him.

In the
far corner of the marketplace, next to the Gutsy Goat Inn, he
noticed Old Woman Bailey pouring some leftovers from her special
stew into a bowl on the roadside. All around the bowl stood excited
cats, all eager to taste the cold slops, rubbing themselves
affectionately against her legs.

“Phew – I haven’t missed breakfast,” he said, licking his
lips.

Once the
bowl was full, she said a few polite words to the feeding cats and
returned to the inn, closing the door behind her. This was Jakob’s
cue. Quickly, he left the barn and walked behind the stalls
whistling innocently. He then approached the slops and glanced
about before reaching down to grab the bowl.

Bowl in
hand, and delighted to have not missed his breakfast, Jakob darted
into an alleyway next to the inn to feast on the slops followed by
four rather disgruntled looking cats.



* * *
*

 


Later in
the morning, the royal messenger passed through the village on his
white stallion. The horse trotted along the dirt track towards the
market square. He held the reigns in one hand and a blaring trumpet
in the other, which ensured that nobody would miss his
announcement.

On his
arrival, the crowds gathered in the marketplace. Everyone clutched
their tickets tightly, all hopeful that theirs would be the one.
Jakob stood against the barn door, eyes wide, watching events
unfold.

“Ninety-one! Ninety-one! Ninety-one!” he said excitedly. “Oh
yes. Tonight I won’t be eating slops. Tonight I’ll be eating roast
pig, or tasty crumpets, and it’ll all be thanks to my lovely red
ticket.”

He
kissed his ticket again and watched as the messenger dismounted the
horse and made his way to the podium. The chatter in the crowds
hushed as he climbed the steps and stood at the table. All heads
turned eagerly in his direction, as if everyone’s life depended on
his next few words. The messenger looked nervous; his face was
strained, and he fidgeted with the buttons on his tunic.

“I must make this quick,” he said quietly, glancing around at
all the anxious faces in the crowd.

“Speak up!” Harold, the local butcher, shouted. “All of us
haven't got great hearing you know, I ain’t as young as I used to
be.”

“My apologies,” continued the messenger, a bit louder this
time. “As I was saying, I must make this quick as I have a few more
villages to attend.”

“Get on with it then!” Harold yelled..

A few of
the villagers chortled and the messenger’s face began to turn a
bright shade of red. “Erm...well... first of all I must explain
that if you have the winning ticket number, which I’ll reveal
shortly, then you must head to the castle immediately and show it
to the High Council.”

Jakob
clutched his ticket tightly and gazed up at the dark clouds in the
sky as if searching for divine inspiration.

“Now,” continued the messenger, “the bit I know you’re all
eager to hear. The number that the late King Segrind selected
before his death is...”

Jakob
closed his eyes and willed the number to be ninety one.

“... number sixteen!”

Jakob’s
face dropped. He sighed and lowered his head. All his hopes were
pinned on having the lucky ticket and he felt deeply let down by
the announcement. He wasn’t the only one. All around him people
were now muttering insults and scrunching up their
tickets.

The
messenger returned to his horse quickly, without even waiting to
see if anyone had found the lucky ticket. He straddled the horse
and galloped off towards the next village, obviously worried that a
mob of angry, disgruntled peasants might gather.

Jakob
opened the barn door and sighed heavily. He felt broken and tired.
Resting on the hay, he lay back and closed his eyes. He listened to
the murmur of the grumbling crowds outside until they left to go
about their usual business. At this point, he was already in a deep
sleep.

 


 



CHAPTER 3

THE
JACKLIN BROTHERS

 


Jakob’s
sleep was disturbed once again but, this time, not by a nesting
hen. The barn door had been slammed shut and standing by the
entrance were the Jacklin brothers. The two brothers were known
locally as vicious thugs, and Jakob always tried to avoid them
whenever possible.

The
Jacklin brothers were identical twins. The only noticeable
difference was that Boris Jacklin had a chunk of his ear missing
but nobody knew why, or dared to ask for that matter. Although
quite short, both were heavy-set with square heads the size of tree
trunks and fists to match.

“Found you, Dirty Scamp,” Boris said, grinning wickedly.
“We've been looking around the village for you for most of the
morning, haven’t we Ferrid?”

“Aye,” Ferrid replied, smacking his fist into his empty palm.
“We’ve been hoping to have a word with you.”

Jakob
shuffled backwards through the hay until he felt his back press
against the cold stone wall. He smiled dryly. “Ooh, it looks like
you’ve found me then.”

Boris
nodded. “Aye, that we have. We're hoping you might know where we
can find some red tickets?”

“Tickets?” Jakob asked, reaching slowly into his trouser
pocket to make sure his ticket was still there. “No, I haven’t seen
any tickets.”

“You see, we’re in a tricky situation here. It seems that
nobody has found the winning ticket yet and we've been searching
everywhere for it, haven't we Ferrid?”

“Aye, we’ve even been knee-deep in rubbish just to make sure.
So, you can see we've been rather busy can't you,
Numb-Skull?”

Jakob
nodded enthusiastically, not wanting to appear unappreciative of
their efforts. “So, have you found the ticket then?”

Boris
approached Jakob while his brother rested his heavy frame against
the barn door.

“Not quite. You see, we forgot that a little maggot like you,
who always keeps his head to the ground, might have managed to get
his filthy hands on it. So, that's why we're here.”

“Aye.” Ferrid nodded. “We want Boris to be King and we'll do
anything to make it happen, even if it involves tearing your head
off from your puny shoulders. Understand, Numb-Skull?”

“Oh yes, oh yes,” Jakob said, shifting his gaze to the floor.
“I understand completely. Don't worry, if I find a nice ticket,
you'll both be the first to know.”

Boris
grinned evilly. He grabbed Jakob by the throat and with very little
effort, lifted him off the floor. Jakob tried to resist and
squirmed frantically but Boris was far too strong for
him.

“You're a lying fool! We already know someone spotted you with
a red ticket yesterday and they said you even kissed it. You’re a
revolting scamp, aren’t you? Now, where is it?”

Before
he could reply, Boris flung him from one side of the barn to the
other. He hurtled through the air and fell like a sack of potatoes
onto Henny's wooden hutch. The hutch smashed on impact and Jakob
cried out in agony, but he was more worried about Henny than
himself. From his uncomfortable position on the floor amongst the
shattered wood, he looked up groggily at the brothers. Ferrid
laughed gruffly, amused by his brother's actions.

“Hey, look here,” Boris announced, pointing to something on
the floor. “It’s a red ticket. I wonder where that came
from.”

Boris
leaned forward and reached for the ticket. Reading it, his eyes
widened. “Cripes, the fool had it on him all the time. It's the
number sixteen. It’s even got the royal seal on it as
well.”

Jakob
didn't understand. He sat up carefully and brushed the wooden
splinters from his tunic before fumbling in his pocket for the
ticket.

“That's not my ticket,” he said. “My ticket was number
ninety-one.”

Boris
walked over to Jakob and held the ticket to his face. “Oh look.
You're right and I’m wrong. It's the number ninety-one. Aren’t I
silly?”

“I told you so. Can I have it back now then?”

Boris
turned the ticket upside down and grinned. “Oh... now look. All of
a sudden it's the number sixteen.”

Jakob
sighed. He never thought to turn the ticket round the other
way.

Ferrid
smirked. “It must be magic, eh, Numb-Skull?”

“Oh, I see now,” Jakob said, scrutinizing the ticket. “The
lion on the royal seal isn’t standing on its head
anymore.”

Boris
stepped closer to Jakob and raised his fist, ready to strike. Jakob
lifted his arms to protect his face.

“Well it's mine now and we can’t have you telling anyone about
this, can we? By the time I’ve finished with you, I guarantee you
won’t be able to talk.”

Jakob
knew he couldn’t get away from this frightful situation so he shut
his eyes and waited for the inevitable. Just as Boris was about to
throw a punch, the barn door burst open and knocked Ferrid to the
floor. He landed face first in some cow dung and let out a mighty
groan.

“What the…” Boris said, turning to see what was
happening.

An
elderly man hobbled into the barn, prodding the way ahead with his
long walking stick. Jakob thought he had a very hairy face; he had
grey, bushy eyebrows, a walrus moustache, and a huge, hairy mole on
the tip of his nose.

“Pardon me,” he said, glancing around. “I was just walking by
and thought I heard a young maiden calling out in
distress.”

Jakob
raised his hand and smiled awkwardly. “That would be me,
Sir.”

Boris
kicked Jakob’s foot. “Shut up, Fool!”

The old
man adjusted his spectacles and peered at Jakob. “Well, you’re a
rather unsightly looking maiden, that’s for certain. You could do
with a haircut and a good clean to show off those lovely
freckles.”

Ferrid
sat up, shook his head and wiped his face on his sleeve. He spat
and glanced up at his brother. Boris remained standing, staring
blankly at the old man.

“Lovely freckles? What in Widdlelop are you talking about, you
silly old fool?”

The old
man waved his stick at Boris. “There's no need to be rude, Young
Man. If you want respect from others then you should first learn to
master the art of diplomacy.”

“Urm,”
Boris replied. His mouth dropped open and his face became less
strained.

“Now,” continued the old man. “You have what you want so why
don’t you both leave here and enjoy the day? Perhaps take a nice
long stroll together and enjoy the crisp, country air.”

Ferrid
stood and shrugged at Boris. He had a glazed look in his
eyes.

“That’s a good idea. I could do with a dip in the lake. Get
this stench off me. Then we could take a stroll to the castle if
you want?”

Boris
blinked suddenly and rubbed his eyes. He studied his brother’s face
and nodded thoughtfully. “You know what Ferrid, I think the old
man’s right. A long stroll sounds most appealing. I could do with
stretching my legs.”

With
that, the Jacklin brothers left the barn and walked hand-in-hand
through the marketplace towards the country trail. The old man
winked at the astonished Jakob and prodded the ground with his
walking stick.

“You have a lot of trials ahead of you, Young Man, and I’m
certain that you won’t mind a little assistance from time to
time.”

Jakob
sat with his mouth wide open, gaping out of the barn at the two
brothers. He returned his gaze to the old man and eyed him
curiously.

“Who are you?” he asked. “Are you the bogey-man?”

The old
man smiled and twitched his moustache. “I’m just an old man who
knows things... Sadly, things that will one day be long
forgotten.”

“Ooh!” Jakob remarked. “That sounds interesting.”

“Indeed, but interesting to only those who might care to know
about what once was and could be but may not.”

Jakob
twisted his face and nodded. He didn’t quite understand what the
old man was talking about and was more interested in the hairs that
sprouted from the mole on the tip of his nose.

“Oh, before I go, there’s one more thing.”

The old
man pointed his stick to the ground next to Jakob’s feet. “You
appear to have dropped something.”

Jakob
looked down and spotted the red ticket. Kneeling, he picked it up
and examined it, relieved to find that it was indeed his lucky
ticket.

“Woohoo!” he cried. “It’s my ticket! Thank you, Kind
Sir.”

Looking
up, the old man was nowhere to be seen. Standing in his place was
Henny, fluffing her feathers and pecking the barn floor with steady
conviction. Jakob smiled and waved his finger at the
hen.

“I knew you were magic, you little tinker. You could’ve told
me earlier.”

The hen
clucked happily, oblivious to Jakob’s words.

 





CHAPTER 4

THE
HIGH COUNCIL

 


Jakob
skipped merrily out of the barn and glanced around the marketplace
at everyone busy selling their wares. Although he wanted to tell
everyone about his good fortune, he decided to keep it to himself.
If anything, his experience with the Jacklin brothers now made him
slightly wary of others.

Before
long, Bushwood village was left far behind. Jakob had followed the
country trail and was now walking along a gravel path towards
Bentworth castle. In the distance he could make out one of the
castle's towers poking its way up through a nest of trees.
Strangely, the closer he got to the castle, the more excited he
became and the more nervous he felt. He decided to prepare his
speech for the High Council as he walked.

“I’m Jakob Flint and I live in a stinky barn in Bushwood
village.”

He shook
his head.

“Nope, I don’t think they’ll be interested in where I live...
hmm... How about, my name is Sir Flint and I’m protector of
Bushwood village?”

Jakob
smiled. “That should do it...hmm... but how do I explain my
rags?”

Crossing
over a rickety bridge, the castle drew closer and it looked
magnificent. A huge archway led the way into the castle grounds and
Jakob was excited to see it was brimming with activity. Above the
archway ancient battlements stood proud and erect, defying those
that would dare invade the King’s land.

Jakob
reached the archway and peered inside. A group of young knights
practicing their swordplay caught his eye. Next to them, cartloads
of sacks were being unloaded by burly men outside the stables. Two
guards stood by each side of the archway; they both had a short
sword in one hand and a buckler in the other. The nearest guard
watched him closely as he stepped through the archway and began his
walk towards the castle.

“You there!” shouted the guard.

Jakob
looked about and, realizing nobody else was close by, pointed to
himself. The guard nodded. “Yes, you! Peasant.”

“Ooh. You’re not a man of many words are you?”

The
guard frowned and stepped closer to Jakob.

“What business do you have at Bentworth castle,
Peasant?”

Jakob
rolled his eyes. “Peasant? What do you mean by peasant? Do I look
like a typical peasant?”

The
guard stared inquisitively at Jakob, eyeing him up and down. “You
look like a peasant, you smell like a peasant and you walk like a
peasant.”

“What do you mean walk like a peasant? Do all peasants have
their own special walk?”

The
guard sighed. “Look, just go back to your stinking dung heap and
there’ll be no trouble unless you want to be put in front of the
High Council?”

“Hmm... dung heap or High Council. What lovely choices. I’ll
go for High Council please.”

“Right then,” said the guard, stepping closer. “Don’t say I
didn’t warn you.”

Jakob
scrunched his face in disgust and pinched his nose. “Cripes! Your
breath reeks worse than my underpants. Have you been eating garlic
or something?”

The
guard was taking no more back chat. He sheathed his sword and
grabbed Jakob’s arm, bending it sharply behind his back. Jakob
shrieked.

“Do you have to be so brutal? I was only trying to be nice.
I’d really like someone to tell me if I had stinky
breath.”

“Come on, Peasant,” said the guard, escorting Jakob through
the grounds towards the castle. “I’m taking you to the High
Council. They can deal with you and I guarantee it won’t be
pretty.”

“Just like you then,” Jakob mumbled.

 


* * *
*

 


The guard
booted open a side door into the castle and, with a grunt, guided
Jakob along a low, white-washed passageway. At the end of the
passage some stone steps led up to a red door, half hidden by
curtains. The guard knocked on the door and within seconds it was
opened by a small, porky man with a large, round nose and only a
frizzle of dark hair remaining on his head. Jakob recognized him
immediately. It was the nobleman who had dropped the ticket in the
marketplace.

"You!"
said the nobleman, his wide eyes fixed on Jakob.

"Lord
Leggid, do you know this knave?" asked the guard, forcing Jakob's
arm a bit higher.

"Ouch!
Would you let me go now please? I know I've always wanted longer
arms but never imagined it would involve this much
pain."

"Yes,
unfortunately, I do recognize him. He's an idiot from Bushwood
village. What's he done now?"

Jakob
clamped his teeth together and bent low with the pain. "Hello? I’m
here you know. You can speak to me."

"I
caught this one trying to sneak into the castle - he's a cheeky
blighter as well."

Lord
Leggid smiled wryly. "Oh, we have a trespasser in our midst do we?
Please escort him into the chamber, Guardsman. The High Council
will enjoy dealing with him."

The
guard released Jakob and shoved him through the door. He landed on
a soft, red carpet in a long room with black tiled walls. At the
far end of the room, a wide window, with wonderful views of the
castle grounds, flooded the chamber with light. Two elderly
gentlemen were sitting on chairs next to the window. They watched
with interest as Jakob was yanked to his feet by the guardsman and
escorted towards them.

"Get
your scruffy feet off the carpet!" Lord Leggid shouted. "That's why
we have floor tiles."

Jakob
stepped off the carpet onto the cold floor tiles and walked along
them towards the window. Upon reaching the two gentlemen he was
brought to a halt.

"Bow to
the High Council, Idiot!" Lord Leggid shrieked.

"Which
one's the idiot?" Jakob smirked and pointed to the old man sitting
to his left. "Is it this one with the long nose and hairy
chin?"

Lord
Leggid's face turned bright red. Jakob thought it looked like a big
balloon ready to burst. "You insolent dog! I wasn't calling a
member of the High Council an idiot. I was referring to you. Now, I
demand you apologise to Councillor Lewtt immediately."


Councillor Lewtt leaned forward and coughed gently. He had a
slight flicker of amusement in his eyes. "Please gentlemen, enough
of this idle chatter. Councillor Rigdel and I have no desire to
witness further outbursts of any kind in this chamber."

"Yes,
indeed," Councillor Rigdel agreed, running his hands through his
curly grey locks. "Just a moment ago I was beginning to drop off,
and now look at this terrible commotion."

Lord
Leggid bowed his head, his face strained. "You have my apologies,
High Council, for the unnecessary outburst."

"Now,"
Councillor Lewtt continued, "would you care to enlighten me as to
why you’ve brought this fine fellow here today?"

Lord
Leggid grabbed Jakob's shoulder tightly. "This wretched maggot
tried to sneak into the castle grounds and was most insolent to the
guardsmen here. He was probably trying to steal food. I demand that
he is punished severely."


Councillor Rigdel shook his head and eyed Jakob carefully.
"Tut-tut. Now you shouldn't be rude to royal guardsmen you know.
They don't have an easy time of things. Now, when I was a young lad
I’d..."

"I see,"
Councillor Lewtt interrupted. "I'm sure this fine fellow would have
a reason for visiting the castle grounds, and he certainly doesn't
look hungry. Quite an ample stomach on him from what I can
see."

Jakob
looked down at his stomach and grinned. "Oh no, you’re wrong
Councillor. That isn't my belly. It's Henny. I couldn't leave her
behind."

Much to
everyone's surprise, the hen's head poked out from its warm hiding
place inside Jakob's rags. Lord Leggid gaped at the hen, infuriated
that somebody would bring such a creature into an audience with the
High Council. His left eye twitched excessively.

"Guard,
remove that chicken immediately," Councillor Rigdel ordered. "We
can't have bird droppings on our expensive carpet."


Councillor Lewtt stood and peered at the chicken. "Wait!" he
said, "What's that stuck in its beak?"

The
guard snatched something from the bird.

"Oh!"
Jakob said. "That's the winning ticket. Did I forget to tell you,
I’m your new King?”

Lord
Leggid promptly fainted.



 



CHAPTER 5

PEASANT
TO KING

 



Councillor Lewtt examined the ticket and smiled
broadly.

“Wonderful. This is absolutely wonderful news. Councillor
Rigdel, this is the genuine ticket. We have our new
King.”


Councillor Rigdel reached into his tunic and removed a
monocle attached to a fine gold chain. Placing it to his eye, he
studied Jakob intently.

“Oh, yes. Yes.” He nodded excitedly. “Guardsman, unhand your
new King.”

The
guard released his grip on Jakob’s arm and stood back warily. “Yes,
Councillor. I mean... are you certain?”

“Of course we’re certain,” Councillor Lewtt replied. “King
Segrind’s instructions were most clear and concise.”

Jakob
raised his eyebrows at the guard. “You should say sorry for hurting
my arm. That wasn’t very nice of you.”

The
guard looked flustered. He glanced at both Councillors and then
returned his gaze to Jakob.

“Erm... I’m sorry,” he said, faintly.

“Sorry, Your...” Councillor Lewtt prompted.

“Oh,” the guard continued, realising his mistake. “I’m sorry,
Your Majesty.”

“Ooh!” Jakob said. “It’s quite nice being called Your Majesty.
I’ll certainly get used to that.”


Councillor Rigdel clasped his hands together. “There’ll be
plenty more of that to come. You’re going to have lots to learn and
lots to do over the coming months.”


Councillor Lewtt smiled. “Indeed, being King is not something
to take lightly. We do have some more good news for you as
well.”

“You
do?” Jakob enquired.

“Of course. Due to the unusual circumstances, there’s no
requirement for a coronation either. From this moment onwards
you’re our new King. Now, what’s your name, Young Man?”

“I’m Jakob Flint from Bushwood village. Have you been
there?”

“Indeed
I have.”

“Ooh, then you’ll know they do lovely morning
slops.”

At the
mention of slops, Henny poked her head out of Jakob’s rags and
clucked affectionately. Councillor Rigdel spotted the bird
again.

“Guardsman, take this chicken away. Remember it’s now royalty
so give it some special treatment.”

The
guard carefully removed Henny from her resting place.

“Yeah! Give her very special treatment, or else!” Jakob
warned.

The
guard nodded and walked towards the door, bird nestling in his
arms.

“Oh, and while you’re at it,” Councillor Lewtt said. “Send
word for an Ovate to see to Lord Leggid. We can’t have him sprawled
out on our carpet all day.”

“Good heavens, no,” Councillor Rigdel agreed. “He may start
smelling.”

“Of course, Councillor,” the guard uttered. “Is there anything
else?”


Councillor Lewtt stroked his chin thoughtfully. “Actually,
yes, there is. Send a messenger to all villages in the Kingdom. I
would like them to know that King Jakob is now their new
ruler.”

The
guard nodded. He looked flustered.

“Oh, while you’re at it, also get a maid to organise a hot tub
in the royal quarters, and a tailor to measure up our King. Ask him
to bring some fashionable clothes as well. We can’t have our new
ruler resembling a ragamuffin, can we?”

“Of course not, Councillor. I’ll see to that straight
away.”

 


* * *
*

 


Jakob sat
in a hot tub and sighed contentedly. He filled his hands with
bubbles then blew them in the air. A young, red-headed maid was
scrubbing his back gently with a light brush.

“This is lovely,” Jakob said. “I’ve never had a hot tub
before. Are you sure you can’t see me?”

The maid
giggled. “Yes, Your Majesty. Please, don’t worry, I can’t see a
thing. I must say, this is most unusual.”

“You’re telling me. I normally wash in a cold stream at the
back of my barn but sometimes cows get in the way.”

“Do the cows normally wear a blind-fold?”

Jakob
grinned mischievously. “Not normally. I’m just not used to a nice
woman washing me. My mother always used to say ‘Keep your bits
hidden from sight and you won’t get a fright.’”

The maid
leaned forward and felt around the side of the tub for the soap.
Once in her hand, she rubbed it around Jakob’s neck and
shoulders.

“Your mother sounds very wise. I must say, King Segrind didn’t
seem to mind. He wasn’t very bashful.”

“Ooh,” Jakob replied, his eyebrows raised. “That’s okay, my
mother taught me to never bash anyone as well. She used to say ‘If
you don’t run, you won’t have fun.’”

The maid
tittered. “No, silly. I mean shy. Anyway, I’ve nearly finished now.
I’ve just got to pour some water over your back to wash away the
suds and then you can get dressed.”

Jakob
sniffed. “That’s a lovely smell. What is it?”

“It’s lime, Your Majesty. Soap made from lime. It will keep
you smelling fresh and clean for many days to come.”

The maid
reached down for her pot and poured steaming water over Jakob’s
back. He shivered with pleasure.

“There, that’s me finished now, Your Majesty. I’ll get this
pot emptied and leave you to attend dinner with Lord
Leggid.”

“Hmm. Why does Lord Leggid want to have dinner with
me?”

“Lord Leggid is the King’s personal advisor. Well, at least he
has been for as long as I’ve served here. He probably wishes to
discuss royal matters with you.”

“Oh, that’s why.” Jakob climbed out of the tub and reached for
the towel. “Will I see you again, Juliet?”

Juliet
smiled. “Of course, Sire. Whenever you request a thorough wash, or
an evening snack, I’ll be here for you. Of course, that depends if
I have permission to remove this blind-fold, otherwise I’ll
probably fall down the steps back to the scullery.”

Jakob
gulped and quickly edged behind a vanity screen. “It’s okay – you
can take it off now.”

Juliet
removed the blindfold and giggled. “It’s not often I get to wear a
gentleman’s vest around my eyes.”

Jakob
finished drying himself and began to put on his new clothes. “Never
mind that.” He grunted. “It’s not often that I wear vests... or
tight pants like these. I’m sure the tailor’s got his measurements
wrong.”

Juliet
smiled. “You’ll be fine. It’s simply the fashion, Your
Majesty.”

 


* * *
*

 


Lord
Leggid sat at the dining table opposite Jakob. He wore a dark-blue
tunic with long sleeves and a loosely fitted, brown, studded
belt.

“Is the food to your liking?” Lord Leggid asked.

Rather
than use a knife and fork, Jakob was eating his meal with a dessert
spoon. He slurped the gravy greedily from the spoon and wiped his
mouth on his sleeve.

“Ooh, it’s yummy. The meat isn’t even chewy. Old Woman Bailey
makes nice slops, but this is so much yummier.”

“Indeed.” Lord Leggid managed a weak smile. “Over the next few
weeks I’ll have to remind the High Council to organise some lessons
in etiquette.”

Lord
Leggid finished his meal and placed the knife and fork together on
the side of his plate. He then patted his mouth dry with the
serviette and returned his gaze to Jakob.

“So, tell me Jakob, what do you know about being a
King?”

Jakob
swallowed the last of his meat and burped loudly.

“Ooh, well, that’s easy. King’s get washed in hot tubs. They
have very nice servants, wear tight pants and eat yummy
food.”

Lord
Leggid rolled his eyes. “No foo... What I mean to say is, apart
from those obvious privileges, there are many other more noteworthy
duties to take into account.”

“Ooh, what like?”

“Well, now that you’ve finished eating, look through the
window over there and tell me what you see.”

Lord
Leggid pointed to a window in the far corner of the room and
watched carefully as Jakob stood and bounded over to it.

“Well?” Lord Leggid asked. “What do you see?”

“Erm...nothing really, it’s all black.”

Lord
Leggid stood and walked slowly towards the window. “What do you
mean, all black? It’s not that dark outside yet.”

Reaching
the window, Lord Leggid sighed. “It helps if you open the shutters
first.”

“Ah!” Jakob said, smiling. “That would be it then.”

With the
shutters open, Jakob peered outside. As far as the eye could see,
green fields, hills, forests and villages could be seen scattered
in the distance.

“Cripes, look at that.” Jakob laughed sharply. “Everything
looks so small and I’m a big giant.”

Lord
Leggid stood at his side, his face expressionless. “Indeed, Jakob.
All this is now yours. You’re responsible for all of
it.”

“All of it?”

“Yes, you’ll be responsible for all of the people, all of
their needs, all of their wants and most importantly, all of their
lives. Are you ready for this great responsibility?”

Jakob
continued to stare out of the window, pondering what was expected
of him. The sudden severity of the situation was dangled before him
like bait for a fish.

“Umm...” Jakob said.

Lord
Leggid smiled wryly. “If not, don’t worry. We can find someone else
to do the job and you can help out with other duties around the
castle. Would you prefer that?”

Jakob
shook his head. “Nope, thinking about it, I’d like to give it a go.
It’s nice having all this land and people to look after. Hey, I can
help people and they’ll learn to love me.”

Lord
Leggid bit his lip. “Indeed...Well, Jakob, do think about what I’ve
said. Have a peaceful rest this evening and tomorrow afternoon we
can meet to discuss matters further.”

“Ooh, I will. Thanks, Leggit.” Jakob smiled
broadly.

Lord
Leggid frowned. “That’s Leggid! Lord Leggid. Please try and
remember that.”

“Oops,” Jakob said.

Lord
Leggid whirled round and walked quickly towards the
door.

“Well, I’ll see you tomorrow in the throne room then,” Jakob
called.

“Indeed,” Lord Leggid replied. “I’m glad you enjoyed the
chicken tonight. Henny must have been very well looked after. There
was so much plump, delicious meat on her.”

With
that, the door closed and Jakob was left to gape at his
plate.

 


 



CHAPTER 6


WALKABOUT



The next
day started late. Jakob slept in comfort throughout the night and
didn’t get out of bed until mid-morning. After a late breakfast
consisting of muffins and warm milk, he walked around the royal
gardens desperately seeking something to do. Hearing footsteps
crunching on the gravel path behind him, he turned around and
noticed a guardsman following him.

“Are you following me?” Jakob enquired.

The
guard stood back and blinked. “Erm...yes, Your Majesty.”

“I thought you were. I bet you didn’t expect me to notice,
eh?”

The
guard stood quietly.

“I’ve got great ears. I can hear a cow taking a leak from two
fields away. Bet you’re impressed, eh?”

“Yes, Your Majesty. You have mighty fine ears.”

“Ah, so that’s it, eh? Let me guess. You’re following me
because you’re envious of my ears?”

“No, Your Majesty. I’m merely...”

“Wait! Don’t tell me. You’re following because you’re
bored.”

The
guard rolled his eyes. “Not quite, Your...”

“You’re going to rob me?”

“Of course not...”

“You love me?”

“No, Your Majesty.”

Jakob
pouted. “I’m crushed! You don’t love your very own
King?”

“Erm... Well, I mean to say...”

Jakob
grinned. “Ah ha! I’m only teasing you. Don’t get all hot under your
chainmail.”

The
guard gaped at Jakob, obviously unimpressed with his
antics.

“The reason why I’m following you, Your Majesty, is because
I’ve been ordered to watch you whenever you decide to leave the
confines of the castle.”

“Ooh!” Jakob said. “I see. You’re a spy!”


“Definitely not, Your Majesty. I’m here to protect
you.”

“Well, that’s most flattering - do carry on.”

Jakob
continued his walk through the garden until he discovered the
entrance to the castle maze. The maze appeared to be designed with
a combination of stone wall and bushes. It stretched out over a
wide area of the castle grounds and the temptation was too much for
Jakob to resist.

Glancing
back at the guard one last time, Jakob smirked and darted along the
gravel pathway into the maze. The guard realised what he was up to
and politely yelled at him to stop but it was too late. Grumbling,
he quickened his pace and followed, unsure of which way to
go.

Jakob
ran through the twisting pathways of the maze, shrieking with
laughter. At each dead end he retraced his steps and ran along a
different route, not quite sure where he was going or how he would
find his way out. As he ran, he heard the guard call out for him
from a few bushes away.

“Come on, Your Majesty," said the guard, panting. "How am I
supposed to protect you if I can't find you?"

Jakob
stopped and sniggered. "Oh, don't be such a spoil sport. Come and
chase me, Grumpy!"

At this
point, he was quite deep in the maze. The path eventually reached a
junction with two possible exits and Jakob stopped to catch his
breath. A huge tree stood in his way; its great branches stretched
lazily over both pathways. Above the left pathway, a sign dangled
from the tree which read 'This Way' and another sign hung over the
right pathway which read 'That Way'. Jakob was stumped, and
couldn't decide which way to go.

"Hmm,
should I go this way or that way? Which way would the grumpy guard
go?"

As he
pondered over the decision a slight breeze shook the 'This Way'
sign. It rocked back and forth encouragingly.

"Ooh,
thank you for answering me, Mr. Wind. So, the guard will be going
this way so I’d better go that way."

Without
hesitation, Jakob ran along the pathway to his right. He just
managed to turn a corner out of view when he heard the sound of the
guard's chainmail clanking together from the junction behind him.
Not wanting to be caught, he continued following the path for a
short distance until it ended at a stone well surrounded by prickly
bushes.

"This
isn’t good," he muttered. "I want to escape, not drink some stinky
water."

Peering
down the well, he was delighted to find it was empty and that some
metal rungs led down into unknown depths. He heaved over the edge,
found his footing and descended into darkness.

 


* * *
*

 


The
ground at the bottom of the well felt wet and slimy so Jakob held
tightly to the bottom rung, trying not to slip. He sniffed
curiously. The air felt heavy and he smelt a strange, pungent,
mossy odour which he found distasteful.

Once his
eyes became accustomed to the dark, he stepped carefully around the
base of the well in search of a dry place to stand. As he shuffled
near the wall, his arm knocked a hidden lever and a section of the
wall moved back with a grinding sound. Jakob gasped and poked his
head through the opening. A long tunnel with a tiled floor and
mossy walls led off into the gloom. Without hesitation, Jakob
stepped through the opening and walked along the tunnel; his
sandals made wet slapping noises on the floor tiles. Some cobwebs
touched his face and he shrieked, waving his hands around to
dislodge them.

"Be
strong," he whispered. "They're only spiders, and I'm a King now.
They can’t help being disgusting creepy crawlies."

Jakob
continued walking, waving his arms erratically in an attempt to
remove any further cobwebs unfortunate enough to get in his way.
When he finally reached the end, he noticed a trapdoor in the
ceiling and a glimmer of light through the cracks in the wood.
Tucked in the corner, beneath the trapdoor, were some old boxes and
barrels covered with cobwebs. He wondered what was in them but
decided not to investigate, just in case he disturbed a family of
spiders. Besides, he was far more interested in the trapdoor and
where it led.

Jakob
nudged one of the boxes with his foot and positioned it directly
beneath the trapdoor. Stepping onto it, he pushed open the trapdoor
only to discover he was in somebody's living quarters. The room was
most lavish, with expensive looking rugs on the floor and
decorative tapestries and oil paintings displayed on the walls. An
elegantly crafted cupboard and cabinet stood to one side of the
trapdoor and a four-poster bed dressed with fine silks to the
other.

More
importantly, on the bed, Jakob spotted Lord Leggid. He was still
dressed in all his finery but, thankfully, he appeared to be asleep
with his hands resting behind his head. The lord slept with his
mouth wide open and Jakob had a wicked thought. He wondered how
amusing it would be to drop a boiled egg into it. Shame he didn’t
have one. Smiling, he eased himself slowly out of the tunnel and
onto the bedroom floor. He gently closed the trapdoor behind him to
hide his tracks. Satisfied that he hadn’t disturbed the sleeping
lord, he began to crawl towards the bedroom door in an attempt to
escape. Just as he got halfway across the room, somebody knocked
lightly on it.

Jakob
froze.



 



CHAPTER 7

CAUGHT
IN THE ACT

 


Jakob
expected Lord Leggid to jump quickly off his bed and notice him
sprawled on the floor but, thankfully, the room remained quiet.
Glancing back, he was relieved to find the sleeping lord still
hadn’t stirred so he quickly retraced his steps and crept
underneath the bed.

Lord
Leggid’s visitor knocked on the door again, this time a little
harder. The bed creaked and the Lord’s bare feet hung over the
side, inches from Jakob’s face.

“Who is it?” Lord Leggid asked loudly.

Jakob
watched the Lord’s feet curiously. He had extremely hairy toes that
wiggled when he spoke. His feet also had a rather vile odour. Jakob
gagged and turned his head to face the wall.

“It’s Lady Catherine,” replied a softly spoken
voice.

Lord
Leggid stood and coughed, clearing his throat. “Oh, please wait one
moment, My Lady.”

Jakob
watched as he scrambled from the bed and flung open the cupboard
doors. Rummaging through some drawers inside the cupboard, he
removed some white socks and pulled them on. Panting, he then
hovered by the cabinet for a moment longer before opening the
bedroom door.

“What an unexpected pleasure it is to see you here this
morning,” he said.

“Enough with the pleasantries, Leggid,” Lady Catherine
replied. “This whole situation is becoming out of
control.”

From his
position beneath the bed, Jakob could only see the lower part of
her body. She wore leather riding boots and jodhpurs which enhanced
her slender legs.

“Not so loudly, My Lady. Walls have ears. Do come
in.”

Lady
Catherine followed him into the room and shut the door behind her.
They stood facing each other for a moment and then, quite
unexpectedly, began kissing.
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