The king laughed at the juggler, thus signaling the rest of the court to laugh. In a fetal position, the juggler lay with his burnt hand clasped against his stomach. The torches’ fires flickered as they rolled away from him––the flame always pointing to the gilded ceiling.

 “Next,” boomed the king after he took a sip of wine to calm his laughter. The juggler picked himself up and left the ignominious dining hall. He passed an out of breath pageboy coming through the servants’ door. 

The pageboy groveled before the king before saying his massage. “Under your great guidance, your army suppressed the antediluvian uprising in the Duchy of Leornad. Duke Leornad and his wife are caught and being held in the prison carts outside this very building, your highness.”

“My crown, my crown,” the King looked around until he caught site of his son, Prince Joseph, chatting with a chaplain. “Get me my crown, my son.” Joseph jerked up, bowed to his father and left the room through the servants’ entrance in one fluid motion. 

The walls draped in war prizes––war banners, weapons, and the occasional tarred head–– hardly bothered Joseph as he walked down the cramped servants hallway. Soon, he sighted three bedrooms’ doors––two gilded, one wooden.

 He snorted at the one labeled ‘The King’s Bedchamber.” Behind the gilded door lay eighteen sprawling rooms, or so he assumed from his short, errand visits. The next gilded door had ‘filial bedchamber’ written in small cursive letters on it. He laughed at the irony of it all; that room––meant for him, the first prince––the king used as a ‘studio room’ for signing casual death warrants and weak peace treaties.

Plain pine made the third door blend into the wall. That was the door he opened and stepped into. A seaman’s chest sat at the end of a stout bed that a chicken filled mattress lay upon. An unadorned dresser sat to the left side of the bed. But he ignored all except the chess. In three steps he was to it and feeling his hands along the bottom. A click echoed when he twisted a small leaf in the right corner. A thin part of the bottom slid out. 

A silk lining nestled a small clear flask among its many folds of cloth. The unknown glass molder made the flask wide but flat with a simpler cork keeping a dark liquid inside it. The replies that he produced by picking it up stirred the memories of his acquirement of the flask.

Joseph faltered at the entrance to the room. Suited deep inside a cave, the room looked a regular old woman’s place except for the water-smoothed, rock walls. An empty distaff sat in the corner next to a pile of hay with old cloth on it. The herbs, which dangled from the ceiling, abated the safe felling that was setting in.

“Come in Prince Joseph,” spoke the pile of cloth of on the hay. Before Joseph’s wide eyes, an old woman came forth from the clothing. The hag had a crocked nose, wrinkles with wrinkles, more yellow the what was common teeth, and black eyes. “I said come in, if you didn’t hear.” Joseph complied. “I know what you be wanting, but I be wanting to know why you be wanting it. So, why?”     

“He is evil and must be stopped.”

“I see that is what you say to ye own self, but that be not the main reason. So think boy, and speak truth, ye hear?”

“I want to be King and set things right and back to their proper places.”

“Another good reason, but that not be what I be wanting. Look inside ye own heart and no think, anon.”

“I want my bedroom––the room he took away from me, the room my mother used to sing lullabies to me in, the room where I spent my childhood, the room where my mother told me ‘I love you’ every night and morning just to remind me, the room where I am meant to be, the room–– I want my room back.”

“Good, now let us plan our machination.”  With her words, a dolorous feeling started to set in, but a slight smile stayed on his face.

Joseph banished the memory. Now was not the time to be remembering things, but a time to act. He strode out of his current room and into the old. A gaudy crown lay on a silk cushion on a pedestal in the middle of the room. Once there, he smeared the liquid on parts the crown that would touch his father’s head. Wiping a tear from his eye, he headed to the dining hall.

Serving girls, huddling by the kitchen door with trays of food, gave the first indication of how unruly the dinner became. His ears didn’t like the noise they encountered in the dinning hall either. He rushed in and presented the crown to his father.

“Your highness, I propose a libation in your honor for your grand victory,” said Joseph as he placed the crown on his father’s head.

“Yes, yes, we shall.” Everyone sobered up for the toast. After the toast was said, the king gulped down his drink. Beads of sweat appeared on his forehead. He groaned and hiccupped. And then he collapsed in his thrown.

“Father!” Joseph felt his father’s neck but no pulse. “He is dead.” Silence settled on the group until a whoopee was yelled. Cheer spread. Someone fetched the king body and the Duke and his wife were led in to share in the cheer. A single tear was the only lamination Joseph showed, but it hid a deep sadness, along with his great happiness.         

