
 

A Magical Friend 

 

The light from the sunrise crept into the highest tower of the castle and 

illuminated the room. Scattered around the floor lay old, dusty textbooks, 

left open and discarded. Soft and fluffy cushions surrounded a squashy four-

poster bed. From under the plush, purple covers, a yellow mop of hair could 

just be seen.  

 

The boy in the bed let out a low moan in response to the dawn’s sunshine and 

turned over, burying himself in the covers. Then suddenly, without warning, 

he sat bolt upright. “The King’s Tournament! I still haven’t found a spell to 

perform for my father!” Worry crept over Edmund like icy water and he felt 

his head begin to spin. He was the King’s youngest son and the apprentice to 

the greatest magician ever to live - Merlin. He was supposed to be showing 

off the magic he had learnt in front of hundreds of people that evening at 

the King’s birthday tournament. But for the past few weeks, none of the 

enchantments he had tried had worked. 
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