
The King Gets What He Wants

There once was a land divided. Each small Kingdom fought against all the other small Kingdoms, 
and as is usual in such cases, the people suffered. They died as armies fought over their towns and 
starved as armies criss-crossed their fields and destroyed their crops. Their children died as the 
Kings and Queens enlisted them into their armies by force.

The Mage and the Boffin watched this from their safe space. Their three sons watched as well, and 
were horrified.

“Please do something, Dad. Make them stop, Mum,” their eldest begged.

“Yes, we need to do something, my dear.” said the Mage. “But what?”

“I know,” said his wife, the Boffin. “We’ll make a safe space, like this one, and we’ll invite all the 
Kings and Queens there, and when they are there, this is what we’ll do....”

So the Mage created a new safe space, big enough to contain all the Kings and Queens and the 
Boffin made houses for them to live in, and the Boffin built a large building for the Kings and 
Queens to gather in. But none of the Kings or Queens would come.

The Boffin sighed. “You’ll have to fetch them, dear.”

So the Mage did. All over the land, the Kings and the Queens disappeared and reappeared in the 
safe space, and all the wars petered out.

The Mage and the Boffin appeared in front of the Kings and Queens and said “You are our guests 
for as long as it takes for you to make peace.”

“Peace? I’ll give you peace,” said one King. 

He drew his sword and charged the Mage and the Boffin and brought it down on the Mage’s head, 
but the sword passed through him as if he was made of air.

The Mage sighed. “I’m not actually here. What you see is a hologram created by the Boffin. And I 
have just cast a spell on this space, so that weapons cannot be used. If you try to use a weapon, it 
will burn you.”

The King’s sword became red-hot, and he dropped it.

“We’ll not be forced to make peace by you! We’ll break out and raise armies and kill you!” he 
raged.

It took a year and a day. At first the Kings and Queens fought each other, wrestling and punching, 
since they couldn’t use weapons, but this was undignified and didn’t solve anything. They tried to 
escape, building ladders and digging tunnels, but they couldn’t get out of the safe space. So they 
started talking to one another, started forming groups and alliances, and eventually, they came 
together in one big Parliament and made peace.

The Kings and Queens rejoiced and the Mage and the Boffin commended them. They sent the 
Kings and the Queens back to their homes, and the people rejoiced. Everyone laid down their 
weapons.



However, one King had a sliver of hatred in his heart hidden so well that the Boffin could not detect
it with her instruments, and the Mage could not see it with his charms and spells. The King’s armies
cruelly ravaged all the Kingdoms and welded all the Kingdoms into one nation which the King 
ruled by force, savagely.

“That wasn’t supposed to happen,” said the Mage to the Boffin.

“We will have to do something about it,” said the Boffin, but before they could decide what to do, 
the King summoned them.

“I have your sons,” he said, gesturing.

A screen was drawn aside and their three sons stood there in chains.

The Boffin gave him a look which chilled him to the core. “You had better not harm a hair of their 
heads, or you will have me to reckon with. AND TAKE THOSE CHAINS OFF!”

The King gestured and the chains were removed.

The King said “You will now perform three tasks for me, and I will release one of your sons as each
task is completed. Your first task is to build me a castle, one that surpasses all other castles in the 
country. It must be impregnable.”

The Mage and the Boffin worked away together for a month and a day, and produced an oval object
the size of a football.

When they presented it to the King, he said, “What is this?”

The Boffin said “It’s the egg of your castle. Put it where you want the castle to be, tap it gently three
times and it will grow into the castle. It will take a year and a day to complete.”

The King was pleased and took the egg to the top of a ridge which ran down the side of a mountain 
close by. He carefully placed the egg and rapped it three times. The egg flowed outwards and 
formed a platform, the platform extended sideways, and walls started to grow out of the platform. 
Everything was a brilliant white to start with, but hints of colour started to appear. The material of 
the Castle merged into the rocks of the mountain. A darker rectangular area on a wall grew 
protrusions, and turned into a door. The King stepped up to it and pulled it open. He laughed with 
joy.

“You can have your youngest son back in a year and a day,” said the King.

The Mage and the Boffin looked at each.

“Don’t worry,” called the eldest son. “We’ll be OK.”

“It might do them some good,” said the Boffin, “They will be safe.”

So they let the King keep the boys.

After a year and a day the Mage and the Boffin were called to the King’s presence. The three sons 
were standing by his side.

“I release your youngest son, as agreed,” said the King.

“We agreed to nothing,” said the Boffin coldly, and the King wisely decided not to comment.



The youngest son walked over to his mother and father.

“Are you OK, my son?” asked the Mage.

The boy nodded. “We’re OK. We mostly lived with the King’s son and his daughter. His son is nice,
and made us as welcome as he could. His daughter is OK for a girl, too.”

The Mage and the Boffin smiled.

“The next thing that I want, is to be able to fly from one end of the Kingdom to the other. When I 
can do that, you can have your middle son back.”

The Mage looked at the Boffin. “Can you handle this one, my dear?”

“Yes, of course. It will take me three months and a day.”

So the Boffin retreated to her workshop. Crashing and banging could be heard, and the sounds of 
drills and saws. The bright flashing light of welding torches leaked from the cracks around 
doorways and the shuttered windows. After three months and a day she rolled a machine out of her 
workshop. It had an engine at the front to pull it through the air and great solid wings to hold it up 
in the sky.

“Here are the plans for the machine,” she said handing them to the King. “I’ve trained one of your 
pages to fly it, and it will go from one end of your Kingdom to the other in about a day. Now give 
me back my son.”

“Not so fast,” said the King.

He jumped in the machine with the page and the page flew the machine round and round the Palace,
then back to where the Mage and the Boffin were waiting.

“I suppose you fulfilled my request,” he said grudgingly. “I release your middle son.”

And the middle son was allowed to join his parents and his younger brother.

“How are you, my love?” his mother asked.

He nodded. “Pretty good. The King’s son was kind to us and helped us with our homework. His 
sister is quite nice too. We played together a lot. She’s good at chess and badminton.”

The King was not happy. “I wanted to fly like a bird. I didn’t want a machine. So my last request, 
for your oldest son, is for you to make me able to fly like a bird.”

“Hmm, are you sure?” asked the Mage.

“Of course I’m sure,” raged the King. “Just do it.”

The Mage went away and toiled for a month and a day. Pungent smells and clouds of multi-
coloured smoke rolled from his laboratory. Bubbling and hissings could be heard, and he sent out 
for some quicksilver and the venom of a cobra. Once more he and his family stood before the King.

“In this syringe I have a medicine which will allow you to fly like a bird, with wings. Are you sure 
that you want me to inject you with it?”

The King bared his arm and said “Inject away.”



“This will take a while to work,” said the Mage, as he injected the King.

“How long,” said the King suspiciously.

“A few months.”

“’A few months’! Well you don’t get your son back until it works!” ranted the King.

The Boffin looked at the Mage.

“Give it a week,” he reassured her.

Sure enough, a week later the King called the Mage and the Boffin and their two sons in front of 
him. Their oldest son still stood alongside the King.

“Why am I so tired? Why am I eating so much? What is happening to me?” the King complained.

“Well, the food is a fuel for the process, and the tiredness is your body preparing for the process.”

“Process? What process?”

“Metamorphosis. You will go to sleep while your body transforms. You will grow claws, your jaw 
will lengthen and you will grow extra teeth. You will get an extra heart and bigger lungs. Your arms 
will become wings.”

“You’re turning me into a monster?” screamed the King. But he didn’t have the energy to maintain 
his rage and fell back into his seat. “So tired. But at least I have your son!”

The Boffin waved her hand in a pattern, and suddenly her son was by her side.

“How are you, son?”

“Pretty good, Mum. The King’s son looked after us. We played soccer and swam in the pool. The 
King’s daughter is amazing. She has long dark hair and her skin is as smooth as silk and as dark as 
chocolate. Her eyes are brown and as deep as a pool. She’s kind and generous and...”

He looked like he could go on for a long time, but his mother stopped him.

“Your Majesty, you are not changing into a monster. You are changing into a dragon, a noble 
creature. It’s the only creature as big as a man which can fly, though it needs physics to achieve 
that.”

“Physics?”

“Or magic. They’re much the same thing. You wanted, no, you demanded the ability to fly like a 
bird, and that is what we have given you.”

“Reverse it!”

“I’m sorry, we can’t do that. It’s a one way process.”

“You tricked me! Guards, arrest them!”

The Boffin waved her hands in another pattern, and a shimmer surrounded her and her family.

“We will leave you now, your Majesty,” said the Mage. “Don’t try to stop us and don’t try to find 
us. You won’t succeed.”



They turned and walked away through the Palace. No one tried to stop them but someone called to 
them.”

They halted. It was the King’s son, and his sister, the King’s daughter.

“Please, what will happen to our father? I know he isn’t a good man, but he is our father.”

The Mage looked into the Prince’s dark brown eyes, and saw the intelligence there. He saw the 
compassion and the love for his fellow man in there. The Mage knew that he would make a good 
King. He held the boy’s dark hand in his pale hand and told him the truth. The Mage judged that he 
could handle it.

“He will eat more and more, and will become more and more tired and will eventually fall asleep 
for good. His body will grow a leathery skin, and he will lie there for several months, changing 
internally. Eventually his body will transform into that of a dragon, and when it is ready the dragon 
will burst out of the skin. The tiny bit of the King that is left will fly like a bird, with wings. Don’t 
worry, it isn’t a painful process,” said the Mage.

“It would be best for you to leave the Palace now,” said the Boffin. “If you don’t, he will infect you,
and you will ‘pass over’ as he is going to. The firstborn of all your descendants will also ‘pass over’ 
if you are infected.”

The Prince looked at the Boffin and the Mage. “He is my father. I must stay around him and help 
him through it. I’ll take him to his Castle, and he can finish his change up there.”

The Boffin put her hand on his. She was darker skinned than her husband, but her hand was still 
pale compared to the Prince’s. “You are a brave boy and a much better man than your father. Your 
own change will happen when you are more than sixty. You have many useful and hopefully happy 
years in front of you. You will need to repair the damage that your father has done, and govern 
wisely. I think that you can do that. You will need to search for your bride as soon as you are able, 
but I assure you that she is out there and you will know her when you meet her. Something will 
happen.”

“’Something will happen’?”

She nodded and she and her family walked away. The Boffin’s oldest son kept looking back, and as 
they were about to take the step into the safe space, he gently waved to the King’s daughter, and she
waved back. To the Prince and the Princess it looked as if the Mage and the Boffin and their family 
had disappeared between one step and the next.

“So, son, how did you find out that the Princess’s skin was as smooth as silk and that her eyes were 
as deep as a pool?”

“Well, I, errr.... Oh, Mum!”
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