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Q ueen Munch was big with cheeks as red as tomato 
ketchup. She had shining ginger hair which she 

wore in two plump pigtails like strings of Best Sausages. 
Her eyes were the colour of chutney and her laugh was 
as loud and as deep as the moo of a cow on its way to  
be milked.

She always wore a crown: a plain diamond one for 
weekdays and the Great Ruby Crown for the weekends. 
She wore purple or orange or scarlet frocks (she never 
called them dresses) and each one took six sewing maids 
seven Sundays to stitch.



Queen Munch lived in Munch Palace, which looked a 
bit like a wedding cake. Her people loved her and every 
Saturday morning they would come by bus, bike or 
donkey to watch The Munching of the Breakfast.

First of all the three Servants of the Queen’s Kitchen  
would march onto the Palace balcony with a round 
polished table and a red velvet chair, with the best china 
and cutlery and a solid silver teapot. The people would 
stare and point and talk excitedly as spoons and knives 
and forks glinted high up on the balcony.



Suddenly the Royal Musicians would appear behind  
the Palace Gates and even the youngest child there 
would know that soon they would be playing the  
Queen Munch Tune. There were no words to this tune 
but it was lively and jazzy, with trumpets and clarinets 
and banjos, and no one with ears on each side of their 
head could hear it without wanting to dance.

The Royal Musicians would shout one, two, three, four! 
and then swing into the music, the whole crowd would 
start to hop and boogie, babies would bounce up and 

down in their prams and 
such a wonderful time 
would be had by one 
and all that, by the time 
Queen Munch danced 
onto the balcony and 
plumped herself down 
on the red velvet chair, 

the joint was jumping!




