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As the »real« Tika lives on the Indonesian island of Flores,
she may never get a chance to read this
but who knows,
she may have dreamed all this
long before
I wrote it down.
PROLOGUE

It was a lovely summer's night
in the land behind the sea.
Stars shone brightly in the sky.
The day had been warm and sunny,
filled with silly games,
with home-made lemonade
and lots of laughter.
Now that it had become night,
the air had cooled down nicely.

Waves rolled in,
silently kissing the beach.

All windows of the yellow castle were closed,
no light, no movement
showed behind a single one.

One might have imagined that, in this
beautiful moonlit night,
the castle was completely
empty.
But it wasn't.
A young girl and a cat
were living therein.

During the day
other people were also living in and around it,
because then
the castle was a regular beach house.
The garden around it
was full of sunflowers,
imagination plants,
toys and smiles.
At night, however,
when the girl and the cat were sleeping and dreaming safe and sound,
the house became a castle.
A very special castle.

Its floors were furnished with
soft fitted carpets,
the walls were
solid wobbly walls of color.
So many colors
that you cannot count them with ten fish fingers,
let alone on ten tanned toes.
Twice as many colors
as you can hold in your arms,
one may say.
At the very least!

The girl who was living there,
loved colors,
especially the pink ones.

Luckily,
the cat didn't mind pink.
It slept away
most of the day
anyway.

And that's where and when
this little story begins.
CHAPTER 1
 
Boots-the-cat lay sleepily on
a faded rainbow
next to Fantastilla's giant swing.

Fantastilla was a girl who liked to be asked about her age.
When you asked her
how old she was,
she gave you five
plus a thumb up.
This made people smile and
put them in a good mood,
so people asked her often.

Fantastilla’s name had originally been
Tika
until, one fine summer’s day at the beach
she grew tired of always baking sand cakes.

»I want one of those that Mommy always bakes,«
she said,
»one I can fill with sand tomatoes and
sour sea-cream.

»Tika Tortilla, my little sea-cream dream,«
her mother replied with a smile,
»we'll have some real yummy tortillas for dinner tonight and you can help me fill them,
okay?«

After a delicious dinner with tons of
tasty turkey and tomato tortillas,
celery salad et cetera,
Tika and her parents took a long walk along the beach into the nearby village.
They had ice-creams with cream
in the illuminated market square and Tika rode
the merry-go-round into sundown
until the sun was down and dizzy.

Back at home, her father took sleepy Tika to bed
and then it happened:

Instead of reading to her like every night
before she fell asleep,
he told her for
the very first time
about the magic nights and
the secret castle.

He told her silently because he knew
that this story
was going
to change
a little girl's world.

After she had learned about the secret castle and what happens in it, Tika decided she also needed
a secret name, the very best she could think of.

»Better be on the safe side,
you never know,«
she thought.
»Anything secret
sounded so exciting!«

She chose Fantastilla as her secret name because
it sounded so … fantastic!
Dreamy delicious,
as she loved to call
exciting things.

Tika loved delicious names,
especially the long ones because
she loved letters.
She loved as many of them in a word as possible.
And many things were possible in the life of a
gimme-five-and-a-thumb up-year-old girl
who loved to call her mother
yummyMommydummy.
(Of course she called her that name only in her secret counting-out rhyme and never in real!)

Her first idea had been to call herself
»Tika, the secret sea-cream dream,«
but that sounded much more complicated than yummy dreamy delicious, not to mention fantastic.
Even more, her friend Boots-the-cat,
also known as Betecee,
might not have been able to pronounce it.
From which you may guess that
he spoke some basic »human-ish,«
as he himself called it.

The important secret that Tika's father so solemnly told her that night, was this:

Their rented house by the sea,
this unremarkable little building they were spending their summer vacation in,
was pure magic.

At first Tika didn't believe her father's unbelievable words, but she was reluctant to say anything, and continued
to listen with wide eyes.
Even though her eyes were closed!
Tika was tired from bouncing around
outside in the salty sea air all day, but
too curious to fall asleep.

»At night a giant chimney rises from the roof of our house into the sky like a tower,«
Tika's father whispered,
»you can climb up it just by sleeping and dreaming.
Of course you have to sleep very, very tightly.«

»How?« Tika whispered and pulled the blue blanket up to her chin.

»You just go,«
her father explained,
»you don't need spicy beans or
green pea soup,
no disgusting potion, not even
a rocket on your back.«

Tika was thrilled and so was
Betecee.
He was in fact so thrilled that
he completely forgot he
didn't yet understand the human language at that time.
But that
was soon to change.

»Between evening and night,«
Tika's father continued,
»there lies this place,
this land that you can go to when
you manage to catch
the magic moment.
It's a split second in
that very moment in which
you fall asleep.
The magic moment in which
you must be ready to go.«

Tika sighed and became even more
Fantastilla than before.

»You must have all your dreams put together like
a dandelion when
the soft warm breath of sleep blows by,«
her father said in an earnest tone.

»The land you go to doesn't have a name,«
he began to explain,
»this land, it floats in weightlessness.
It's neither big nor small, but
it's wide like infinity.
Don't worry, my dear, you cannot lose your way
because everything impossible
is possible there
when it's good.
And you can dream yourself back into
the safety of your own bed
at any time.«

This idea seemed to please Tika.

»Once you get there,«
her father told her in a soothing tone,
»a waterfall awaits you. A strict but
very friendly waterfall,
you will see.
When you walk through it,
it washes your clothes off very gently
and dresses you
in star-spangled
pajamas.«

»As the waterfall has become deaf from
the continuous
roaring noise of falling and
splashing water,
there is no use trying to discuss with it
its exquisite taste in pajamas.«

»It even made Nature
wear pajamas when,
one night,
Nature came to pass which
is why now
sometimes
stars are out
in the sky even in broad daylight.«

»As nature is very kind, it does not mind
the waterfall
toying a tiny wee bit
with its laws.«

Tika-soon-to-be-Fantastilla had already
fallen asleep while
Betecee
still silently wondered if this
terrible waterfall
would wash his shiny black fur off and make him wear pajamas, too.

»Proud tomcats like me
have some pride after all,«
he protested,
pretty perplex about the language
in which it came out.

»Good night, my little one, I love you,«
Tika’s father whispered and softly moved his hand over his daughter's head.
When he left her room,
he winked at Boots-the-cat,
as if he knew
CHAPTER 2
 
Fantastilla opened her eyes.
She saw that there was
water
all around her.
For a fraction of a second
it scared her,
but when she realized that
she was breathing effortlessly
and there was
no danger of drowning,
she began to laugh.

She loved to laugh.

She spread her arms and danced harder and harder
and laughed louder and louder, enjoying the water on her skin and under her feet.

When she looked down,
she saw her bare feet standing on
dry ground,
through which the equally dry water
simply seemed to
disappear.
And she saw Boots-the-cat,
looking at her with big eyes.
He was suddenly wearing
star-spangled pajamas!

»Oh my dear,«
Fantastilla thought to herself and promptly took a step back
out of the water that seemed to be flowing down on her from above like
a giant shower.
Now she was wearing the same pajamas as her cat.
Due to the dryness of the water,
they weren't even wet.

She looked around her and beheld so
many beautiful things that
her jaw dropped open.
Soft green grass and colorful flowers were
everywhere around.
Butterflies swirled through the air,
in the distance a brown horse ran by,
its white mane flowing in the wind.

And then,
as yet still far away from her,
where the giant meadow kissed the blue sea,
there was a yellow castle.
It was like
in a fairy-tale.
She knew that this
was where she had to go.

Boots-the-cat had already found another cat,
whom he kept eyeing suspiciously.
Fantastilla always had to smile whenever she looked across and saw him in his funny pajamas.
Betecee, however, wasn’t sure that
this was appropriate garb for
impressing other cats.
Still, he found no way to change it,
so wore it with feigned composure.

»Hey Ho! Hey Ho!«
a small female voice suddenly called.
Fantastilla and her cat froze.
Was there someone else there?
Were there invisible creatures living in this world? Fantastilla shivered.

»Hey Hey Ho, big blonde lady!«
the voice called again.
Fantastilla looked down to see where the voice was coming from and saw a small
doll
with short red hair,
wearing a checkered dirndl.
But this strange-looking doll seemed to be alive.

»Hello,« Fantastilla said cautiously,
»do you live here?
What’s your name?«

»Oh my my my,«
the doll replied,
»if only I knew...«

»You don't know your name?«
Fantastilla wondered and added,
»my name is Fantastilla,
at least that's what I think, and this is
Boots-the-cat, and
I know almost all letters. You can have
a long name, if you like!«

»Oh my my my,«
the doll replied,
»if only I knew. But I don’t know what my name is because
I didn’t tell anyone and now no one
calls me by my name. I think
it had letters in it,
but I gave them all away, because
I didn’t know what else to do with them.«
The doll sighed hard.

»Perhaps I can help you find them,«
Fantastilla suggested but then also sighed,
»I am new, so I don’t know what to do.
I thought this here was a playground.«

»Oh my my my,«
the doll replied,
»if only you knew...«

»So what do
the others call you then?«
Fantastilla asked,
wondering if there were any
other creatures
living in this land.

»Princess,«
the doll shot with the brightest smile her tiny little face was capable of displaying.

»Oh, that’s a lovely name!«
Fantastilla exclaimed,
»my daddy also calls me that from time to time!«

»Oh no no no!«
the doll shouted and covered her ears with her hands,
»you cannot be Princess when I am already Princess! That's so gross!«
She stomped her dainty foot on the ground and sulked.

»No no no,« said Fantastilla, seeking to placate her,
»it's okay. You can keep it.
It suits you better than me.
I'm a big girl now, anyhow.«

»You sure are!« the doll agreed,
took a few steps backwards and vanished without trace into the field of flowers behind her.

When Fantastilla didn’t see her anymore, she looked down at her cat, but
Boots-the-cat lay silently sleepily at her feet.

»What do you think,«
she asked him nonetheless,
»will we meet again?
And what may her name be?«

»Miaow,« Boots-the-cat wanted to say, but
all that came out, was a bored:
»Oh, what do I care?«

Fantastilla and Betecee looked at each other, completely dumbstruck, and then
burst out laughing.

What a wonderful world this was where
humans and animals
were speaking one and
the same language.
CHAPTER 3
 
When Fantastilla opened her eyes
again,
it was already morning.
Her father had walked into the room to
wake her up
and draw back the curtains,
while her mother was preparing pancakes in
the kitchen,
singing along to a feel-good song on the radio.
Tika stretched her arms and
with one foot
she chased sleepy Betecee off her bed.

»Good morning, my dear,«
her father said,
»did you sleep well?«

Tika sat up,
smiled all over her face and
began to tell her father about
her dream
and the doll she had met.

To her astonishment, he nodded and murmured something that sounded like:
»I wish I remembered… it’s been so long ago…«

She looked at him quizzically.
When she asked if he somehow
knew about this doll
and by chance remembered her name,
he suddenly became unusually shy and
suggested she
find out the doll’s name herself.

»Either he’s making fun of me
or trying to fool me,« Tika thought.
Her father couldn't have known about the doll she had just met in her dream,
could he?

After breakfast Tika went
shopping
with her mother.
Not that she was particularly fond of
shopping,
the mall was large, which always meant
endless walking around, but
her mother was friends with Wanda,
one of the store owners.

Wanda’s daughter, Angie, was Tika’s age,
and she loved to play with her in the storeroom of
her mother’s second-hand fashion and art boutique.

As the shop’s slogan was
''All is in Wanda's Land,''
there was hardly anything you couldn't find there.
Angie had her own corner in the storeroom where
she kept some dresses that her mother had sorted out and washed for her
to play with.
Tika loved to walk around in the semi-darkness
in a way-too-long gown,
carrying a golden candlestick.
Normally, Angie hid under a white sheet,
pretending to be a ghost and scaring Tika,
but not on that day.
The two girls sat together and Tika told Angie
about her dream.

»Can I go with you?«
Angie asked, but
Tika had to say no,
as she didn’t know how to
explain
the exact position of the chimney.

For a moment Angie looked dejected,
then she thought it might be wiser to
wait
for another night or two, and see if Tika really
didn’t get hurt or lost
in this world
she said she was going to.

Later, when she was back at home,
Tika felt a little dreamy and went upstairs to her room to have an afternoon nap on her bed.
Not long after she had closed her eyes …

She was running through the grass, but
it felt like jumping on a bouncy castle.
The ground was soft and pleasant to walk on.
The faster she walked, the longer her strides became. Soon she was super-running.

»Wow!« she screamed, »I’m so fast!«
In no time at all she had reached the end of
the endless meadow and saw
something
that was hard to believe,
even in a dream.

There was a giant trampoline,
a swing hanging loosely in the stars,
as well as
a colorful rainbow
and below her the sea.
It was quiet and blue,
almost translucent.
It was the bluest blue she had ever seen.
Next to her was a slide that led down into the sea.
It was marked »TAXI.«

Tika wondered what that was supposed to mean.
She examined everything more closely.
The entrance to the rainbow was marked
»ENTRANCE.«

Tika put one foot onto the rainbow and found
that it was solid.
What's more, it had
tiny grip-holes in it which
could be used for climbing.

Betecee, whose legs were too short to super-run,
finally also arrived at the rainbow.
Trying to catch his breath,
he saw a little sign
next to the entrance
to the rainbow.
Tika took her foot off the rainbow and looked at
the sign.

»Take your shoes off,«
it read,
»No shoes on the rainbow.«

»But … but I have no shoes!«
Boots-the-cat exclaimed.

»Then you cannot climb,«
the rainbow firmly stated.

»Tika came here without shoes and you let her climb. Why is that?« Betecee replied.

»She didn’t ask,« the rainbow said.

»So you mean …«

»I mean there’s sunshine after rain,«
the rainbow said and added:
»If your claws scratch me,
I’ll bump you right off into the sea.«

»The sea!«
Betecee said in sheer horror,
»but that’s full of water!
I HATE water!«

He stayed behind while
Tika-now-Fantastilla
climbed the rainbow.
When she had reached the top,
she lay flat on her belly
and peeked over the edge.
She surveyed what was below the rainbow and, to her surprise, she found something like
a miniature land there.
She kept it in mind but did not go to visit because
this was just an afternoon nap and not
a proper night's dream.

She turned around and went back to
her cat, which
had dozed off as soon as she left.

»Why is this slide called TAXI?«
Fantastilla wondered and sat on it.
But as soon as she touched the rails on both sides with her hands, she shot off
like a rocket down
into the sea.
The last thing she saw
before splashing into the water
was a warning sign to her right,
reading
''Don't dream & dive''.
Then she disappeared into
the sea.

Almost immediately she resurfaced again
on the back of
a dolphin.

»Where are you going?«
the dolphin asked.

»You're a TAXI?!«
Fantastilla wondered aloud.

»My name's Pandor,«
the dolphin replied,
»normally I'm a boxer but
I do taxi to feed my family.«

»Okaaayyy,«
Fantastilla said,
»we have to get Betecee and then
I would like to go home for dinner.
Mom's making tuna sandwiches tonight.«

Pandor shivered.

»Are you cold?«
Fantastilla asked.

»No,« Pandor replied,
»but you are.«

»Sounds like a riddle,«
Fantastilla said.

»No. But there's an ''e'' in the middle,«
Pandor replied and laughed again.

Fantastilla didn't understand what
the dolphin wanted to tell her so
he explained that the ''e''
was the middle letter in the princess's name that
she was searching for.

Curious, she asked him
how he knew that
she was helping the princess
get her name back.

Pandor laughed, explaining
there were no secrets in
this land, where everyone knew
simply everything.

»Except for what we don't know,« he added,
»but we don't know what we don't know,
so basically
we know everything.«
Pandor laughed again and suddenly
Fantastilla also had to laugh.

As her mother tickled her belly,
Tika felt her fingers,
and opened her eyes.

»Tika, you sleepy-head, didn't you want to
help me prepare dinner?« she asked.

»Right on cue,« Tika sighed,
»I even had to take a taxi
to make it back in time.«
Now even her mother had to laugh.

After dinner, Tika took a long walk
with her parents.
Her daddy even played soccer with her
on the beach. When bedtime finally came,
Tika was exhausted and quickly
drifted off to sleep.

This second night,
she took a blouse along
to wear over the pajamas.
Also she grabbed her talking tie
before she fell asleep.

»This tie never talks to me,«
her father had said at
the start of the vacation.
The tie used to have a deep voice until,
one day,
Fantastilla found that it was too long for her,
and cut it off
at her waistline.
Now, it had a high girlish voice that
Fantastilla liked much better.
The tie wasn't an inquisitive one,
it never asked questions, but
brabbled and babbled and bubbled
funny things that made
Fantastilla laugh.
The tie didn't even seem to have a name.
»Cannot be!«
Fantastilla exclaimed,
»all things have a name!«

»I know, I know,« said the tie.

»I'll call you Tie, like you call me Fantastilla,
what do you say?«

»It's a nice name, I like it,« said Tie.

»And it's very suitable,« added Fantastilla.

»Suitable Tie,
I like that even more,«
smiled Tie.

After that
Fantastilla wore Tie with pride
almost every night.
Tie mostly
brabbled and babbled and bubbled while
Fantastilla sang happily when she was bouncing through the fields,
waiting to meet new funny creatures and
to make new friends.
CHAPTER 4
 
Fantastilla jumped by a pond,
suddenly attracted by a
soap-bubble colored apparition.
She looked closer and saw that it was
an animal
sitting on the surface of the water.

»Who are you?«
asked Fantastilla.

»My name, noble lady,«
replied the colorful being,
»is Miss Francine Foamduck,
a direct descendant of the famous
Francine Drake of Kenaduck.
The one who swam all seven seas in
the time before the Pond Age.«

»I am pleased to meet you,«
Fantastilla said delighted.

»And what is HE doing?«
Francine Foamduck asked,
pointing her wing at Tie,
»looks as if he's ducking away from me.«

»I no duck, you duck!«
Tie protested with a voice like a siren.

»He looks like a strangleel with his head off,«
Francine Foamduck laughed.

Fantastilla wondered if this might be
a dangerous animal she'd better
know more about,
but then concluded it couldn't be so terribly dangerous
when it didn't even manage to
scare a simple duck.
Let alone
a noble duck.

Fantastilla wanted to run her hand over Tie, but he complained at once:
»Take care of my head!«

»You have a head?!«
Fantastilla asked surprised.

»Nooo!« replied Tie.

»Then how come he talks?«
asked Francine Foamduck.

»My dad says he can't talk,«
Fantastilla replied slowly,
looking down at Tie.

»But you have ears, you hear me!«
Tie called almost desperately.

»If you don't have a head,
you can't have ears either.
You cannot even hear
what you are saying!«
Francine Foamduck said and swam away.

»Do you have a family?«
Fantastilla asked Tie later.

»I once had,« he whispered,
»we were many.
In the last mothcennium.
My father's name was Tielor,
my mother was born a Scarfface.
The remaining humble little old me
never had closer ties with anyone.«

Before Fantastilla managed to reply,
her mother ran her fingers through her hair.

»Did you sleep well, my love?«
Fantastilla-now-again-Tika opened her eyes and yawned.

»Did you meet someone last night?«
her father asked her with a wink over breakfast.

»Yes, daddy!«
Tika beamed,
»a duck!«

»Oh yes,«
her father said dreamily,
»I think I know her.
I also met her a couple of times.
She's a very nice and gentle lady.«

Tika looked at her father in disbelief.
»Was that
before you met Mommy?« she asked.
Mommy looked up from her breakfast because she seemed to have
caught
something in her throat.

»Time,« her father began to explain,
»does not exist in this special place.
Else you would have grown older
every time you come back from there.
But … »
he touched her cheek with his hand,
»you're as young and good-looking to me as you were yesterday.«

Tika smiled and hoped to meet more interesting creatures during the nights that followed,
now that she knew it was safe to go there.
Also, she loved
the way her mother had returned her from there
this morning.

After another carefree day at the beach
with her parents, Tika got more and more
excited the nearer it came to bedtime.
After a barbecue dinner in the garden,
her parents played badminton with her
so that she grew tired more quickly.
With Betecee on her bed and Tie
firmly in her hand,
Tika prepared for another night.

Her father began to tell her
a good-night story.
»One night all the dreams were out,«
he began,
»looking for children to live in.
They usually came in groups of two or three and often
stayed for more than one night when
they met someone nice and playful in
the sense of dreaming.«

Tika's eyes were becoming heavy and finally closed.

»Ssshhh … it's happening!«
her father whispered
and Tika became Fantastilla once again.
CHAPTER 5
 
Fantastilla arrived right at the rainbow parking lot
to find Tie in a foul mood.

»I'm a grown-up tie!«
protested Tie,
»I've been with many honorable suits in my life.
I am not
after any young skirt that may
come walking by.«

»Where is this nice whistling coming from?«
asked a skirt that happened to come walking by at that very moment.
Tie grew red with anger at
such an insolent remark.

»This is humiliating!« he steamed.

»Oh, look! A funny tie!«
the skirt exclaimed.
Fantastilla knelt down before the skirt and ran her
hand over it.

»You're a beautiful skirt,«
she said, trying to appease it,
»doesn't anyone like to wear you?«
She found it strange to see a
skirt walking by without
anyone wearing it.
It moved forward like
a plastic bag floating away
in a storm.
As the skirt didn't bother to answer,
Fantastilla introduced Tie as her friend,
but Tie suddenly fell strangely silent.

»Did he already call it a day?«
the skirt asked,
»or is he on a tie-break?«

Fantastilla didn't understand what
the skirt wanted to say.

»You better take it off before closing time,«
the skirt laughed but then
a sudden gust of wind
blew it away.

»Lift me up, Buttercup,«
sang Tie, followed by the infamous
''She's just a teenage skirt-bag.''

Fantastilla shook her head,
wondering whether all grown-up ties
were that strange.
She would ask her dad over breakfast.

It didn't take long before
she found herself at
the breakfast table.
Tika was still dreaming of being Fantastilla when
her father asked her about previous night's
adventures.

»I don't know,« she said,
»Tie behaved so strangely«

Her father still wasn't fully convinced that
Tie was able to talk.

»It's a bit strange, isn't it?« she admitted.

The following night
Tie had to stay at home in Tika's wardrobe.
She went to bed
wearing her slippers instead.

When she arrived in her secret land,
she super-bounced
right through to the castle.
Betecee wasn't able to follow on
account of his short legs.
Fantastilla didn't mind because
she was so excited and knew that
nothing would happen to him in
such a safe place.
He would find his spot to
doze away most of the night.

Having arrived at the castle,
Fantastilla knocked three times
on the heavy wooden door.
The door was so heavy and thick that
her delicate fingers didn't make a sound.
The door remained closed.
Fantastilla had an idea.
She was going to walk a few steps
backwards,
then bounce through one of the open windows.

»Wait!« Flip called.
Fantastilla stood frozen for a moment, then
she squeezed her eyes together and
looked down.

»Who said that?«
she asked towards the ground.

»Me,« said Flip.

»He,« said Flop.

Fantastilla didn't see anyone, so she asked again.
Only then she realized that she was
talking to her slippers.

»You are talking to me, right?«
she more stated than asked.

»Yup,« Flip confirmed.

»What's your name?«
Fantastilla wanted to know.

»I'm Flip,« said Flip.

»And you?«
she asked the other slipper,
but he did not answer.

»He's a bit shy about his name,«
Flip explained, adding:
»I also wouldn't want to have his name.«

»Is it so bad?« Fantastilla asked.
Flip nodded, even though
he didn't have a head.

»Come, tell me. Confidentially,«
she urged.

The other slipper cleared his throat and then whispered under his breath: »Flop. I am Flop.«

»Oh my my my,«
said a familiar voice that miraculously
appeared next to Fantastilla's feet.

»Princess!« called Fantastilla,
»what a nice surprise!«

»Did you find out my name?«
the little doll asked.

»No, I'm so sorry, Princess,«
Fantastilla said,
»all I know, is that there's an ''e'' in the middle.
I'll keep on searching,
I promise.«

»Do so,«
said Princess and disappeared again.

»Can you also find me a new name?«
asked Flop, suddenly looking hopeful.

»Hmmm, let me think. When you two are my
slippers and
he is called Flip,
your name should normally be
Slip.
How would you like that?«

Slip beamed with joy.
»That's wonderful,« he exclaimed.

»By the way, do you happen to know my friend Tie?« Fantastilla asked her slippers.

»Tie? You mean THAT Tie?«
Flip replied annoyed,
»that down-and-out upper class strip of nothing?
There's nothing at all
we have in common.«

»I'm a walking class hero!«
Slip shouted but, as Fantastilla didn't know
the meaning of that,
she slipped off her shoes and started to
bounce towards the castle.

The very moment that
she jumped through the open window,
Betecee landed on her belly.

»Did you have nice dreams?«
her father asked.
»Mum's making pancakes.
Just come down when you're ready, okay?«

»As if I needed to make myself
ready for pancakes,«
Tika thought and raced after her father.

When, after breakfast, her mother packed
a bag for the day,
she called to Tika:
»Where did you put your flip-flops, love?«

Tika raised an eyebrow and replied:
»They're flip-slips, Mom!
And they're hero sandals!«

»Get into the car!«
her mother commanded and Tika simply
shrugged her shoulders, as if she
wanted to say: »Adults!«
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In the afternoon Tika met Angie at the beach and
at once
spilled all the news from
the latest nocturnal visits to
her secret land.

»How does it feel to be Fantastilla?«
inquired Angie.

»It feels fantastillonic!« Tika stated.

»And only you can be Fantastilla?«
Angie asked sadly.

»Yes,« Tika confirmed, »but you can be...«
She looked at her friend from head to toe before declaring:
»You can be Espadrilla!
She's Fantastilla's best friend!«

»That's so cool!«
Angie exclaimed.

The following night
Tika hoped to find Angie waiting for her at
the waterfall entrance,
but when there was no Angie there,
Tika entered alone with only Betecee.
She super-bounced directly to the castle and
this time hopped right in.

»Who are you!«
a little man screamed when Fantastilla landed on
the floor of a light-blue room.
She looked around her and felt like
being in heaven.
In this room everything was floating
or flying, even her body became weightless and
she started to float like
an astronaut in space.

»I am Eric,« the man said.

»Eric,« said Fantastilla,
»that's a nice name.
Is this your room?
What's happening in here?«

»Are you humoring me, young lady?«
Eric asked,
»everyone knows me,
I am the pilot here.
May I introduce myself:
Eric from Air Ric.
Twice daily to Sky Port via Casablanca.«

»Oh! When you know where Casablanca is,
do you by chance also know where Espadrilla is?« asked Fantastilla, but unfortunately
Eric wasn't able to help.

Fantastilla floated out of Eric's room,
dropped onto her feet and opened the next door.

»Ooops,«
she said and closed it again,
»restrooms.«

She opened the door next to it.
She froze.
She didn't believe her eyes.
A huge bear, the hugest bear she had ever seen,
lay comfortably on a bed, 
holding an equally huge cup of hot chocolate.

When he saw Fantastilla,
he smiled and waved her in.
The room was as huge as the bear and Fantastilla suddenly felt very small.
Carefully, she walked in.

»Would you like some sweets?
Some chocolate?«
asked the bear who had a soft and
gentle voice.

Instantly, a nurse appeared from somewhere.
She looked angry and called:
»Oh no no no!«

»But I am a care bear!«
the bear protested.

»No care bear,«
the nurse replied sternly,
»you're in bear care.
And what do I see you wearing there?
You're a bare bear,
but you should wear your bear wear in bare care!«

»I'm sorry,«
the bear mumbled.
Looking at Fantastilla, he added:
»What are you looking for, young lady?
Is there anything I can do for you?«

»I ... ummm...«
she cleared her throat
»I wonder if, by any chance you know
the princess's name. Yes,
that's my question.«
She bowed slightly, not really knowing why,
but the bear was so huge!

»Ahhhhhh!« said the bear,
»that's really difficult. The best thing is
to start with an ''A.''
With an ''A''« nothing can go wrong.«

»Okay. Thank you,«
said Fantastilla and bowed again.
»An ''e''« in the middle,
an ''A'' at the start,«
she mumbled and left the room backwards,
her eyes on the bear.

After closing the door, she found
Eric standing in the corridor.
»Did you meet Mr. Oochie?« he asked.

»You mean the bear?« Fantastilla replied.

»His name is Hoochie K. Oochie,«
Eric said, »he got lost when he was young.
His human lost him on a train.
After a long journey he came here.
He's been resting and having hot chocolate ever since.«

»Do teddy bears grow up?«
Fantastilla silently wondered, and then
everything grew dark.
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»Tika, are you alright?«
she heard a distant voice inquiring.
The sound of the voice calling
seemed vaguely familiar, but she wasn't sure she knew who it belonged to.
The voice called again, something warm
touched her arm, and something wet
smashed against her head.
She almost screamed.
Instead, she opened her eyes and caught
her mother
planting a kiss on her forehead.

»Tika,« she said in a bright and buoyant mood,
»you've got to go to bed earlier tonight,
you're sleeping like a groundhog in winter.
Morning's almost over and you're still asleep,
what on earth are you doing all night?«

»Mommy,«
Tika protested,
»no way on earth! No no no!«

»No no no?«
her mother repeated like a question,
»where did you hear that?
You sound like a princess.«
This made Tika laugh, so the rubbed the sleep from
her eyes and completely
forgot that she had been meaning to ask her father, if
as a child he had once lost a teddy bear.

After a quick breakfast,
her mother took Tika to the mall with her.
At ''Wanda's Land,' Angie was waiting for her.
Tika instantly felt bad because she
hadn't looked for her friend
the night before.
Angie, however, didn't look at all angry.
On the contrary:
she was beaming with joy.
Excitedly, she told of her first adventure.
She had also been out exploring all night
but, unlike Tika,
she had found magic shoes to get to dreamland.

There she had also found a yellow castle,
but she hadn't found Tika.
They promised to try to find each other
again the next night,
then they began to masquerade and
play dressing-up games in the storeroom.

That same evening Tika lay in her bed,
waiting for the chimney to rise into the sky.
While she lay there with her eyelids
getting heavier and heavier,
Angie Espadrilla suddenly walked by,
wearing her magic shoes.
They were magic,
she explained,
because when she closed her eyes very tightly,
clenched her teeth, folded her arms and became
very angry,
they propelled her up into the sky like
a rocket.

»This does not sound right,«
Tika thought,
»also this can't be healthy.
Anger is not good.
Never, never!«

Angie wanted to show Tika.
Unfortunately, the shoes made a very
strange noise
when they took off.
Tika's mouth fell open.

»Oh my, Angie!«
she stuttered,
»what on earth did you have for dinner to
produce such magic gas!«

»No! I'm not far...«
Angie shouted but
she was already too far up in the sky.
Tika didn't catch the rest of the sentence.

A moment later
she fell asleep and once more
caught the magic moment
that enabled her to climb up the chimney.
When she arrived at the waterfall,
she saw her friend's shoes standing there.
Espadrilla herself was nowhere to be seen.

Knowing the waterfall was deaf,
she didn't ask but went right through.
The pajamas still weren't exactly to her taste, but
she was getting used to them more with every night that passed.
She was super-bouncing towards the castle when
her eyes caught a movement to her left.
Fantastilla stopped and looked closer.
A little man stood there.
He wore a hood on his head that he had
pulled down over his eyes,
as far as his nose.
On his head he had a strange-looking bump
resembling a button,
in his hand he held two blue balls.

»Excuse me, Sir,«
Fantastilla said,
»but is it really true that you have
a bump
on your head and
blue balls in your hands?«

»No bump, but balls, I'm Blob Lowe,«
the man replied.

»I'm Fantastilla,«
Fantastilla said,
»and I am pleased to meet you, Mr. Lowe.«

»Blob,« Mr. Lowe replied.

»Ah, yes! Please, may I play with these balls?
They look so... shiny! Are they
bouncy balls?«

Mr. Lowe inhaled sharply and held his breath.
Then he exhaled slowly.
He held both balls in front of Fantastilla's face.

»Rubber balls?« Fantastilla asked?

Again, Mr. Lowe inhaled sharply and held his breath.
This time even longer.

»Mr. Lowe?«
Fantastilla asked, now a little worried.

»Blob,«
Mr. Lowe replied, exhaling again, 
»these are no ordinary balls,
these are two worlds! Listen!«
Now he held them ever closer to
Fantastilla's face.

»I am one world,« said the one world.
»I am two,« said the other.
»You are crazy,« said the one world.
»Maybe it's because there are
people living on me,« said the other.

Fantastilla took a step back and looked at
Mr. Lowe.

»Why do you have that funny
bump on your head?«
she wanted to know.

»It's a light switch,«
Mr. Lowe explained.

»Excuse me?«
Fantastilla said, because she was a well behaved girl.

Mr. Lowe carefully put the two
luminous balls down onto
the grass, then knelt down and
did a headstand.
When his head touched the ground,
the light in the two balls went out.

»It's a globe!«
Fantastilla exclaimed.

»That's my first name,«
Mr. Lowe mumbled, because it's quite difficult to talk
properly
while you're standing on your head,
»my full name is Globe Blob Lowe.«

»Blow, blow!«
Fantastilla laughed and dreamed the meadow
into a sea of dandelions.
She started to super-run, but after another few steps
she caught sight Espadrilla.

»Pandee!«
Fantastilla called and jumped with joy.

»Fantee!«
Espadrilla replied and raced towards her.
They hugged and screamed and laughed and rolled through the grass and the sea of dandelions.
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»I don't believe it,«
her mother said and shook her head,
»I can't remember the last time you
fell out of bed.
You scared us!
At least it's good to see
you're not hurt.«

A little ashamed of herself,
Tika got dressed and
walked into the kitchen.
She greeted her dad, who was reading his newspaper.
He looked up and, still in his thoughts, mumbled:
»We should really do more for the third world.«

»Blob!« Tika shouted and immediately
covered her mouth with both her hands.

»Oh dear, I hope you didn't fall onto your head!«
her mother said.
Her father just gave her a wink and disappeared
behind his newspaper again.

A little later Tika's mother brought Angie over
to take her to the beach with them.
Of course the two girls had a lot to talk about.
But as soon as they both were in the water,
they put aside all night-time adventures and
enjoyed themselves.
In the evening they had a barbecue on
the veranda, then Angie
was taken home.
Tika washed quickly,
brushed her teeth, and was put to bed
by her daddy.

»Fantee! Loook!«
Espadrilla screamed and pointed at the
puddle in the flowerbed outside the castle,
»it can talk!«

Fantastilla walked closer and realized
she had come without shoes once more.
She stopped so that her feet wouldn't get dirty.
»What did it say?«

»It told me not to mess with mud.«

»Do you think... your mother's in there?«

»Nooo!« Espadrilla said, a little indignant,
but she had to giggle at the thought.

»Don't mess with Matt!«

»You see?« Espadrilla said.

»Matt?« Fantastilla asked?

»Me, Matt-the Puddle,«
Matt-the Puddle replied.

»You look so unhappy,«
Fantastilla said and motioned Espadrilla to be quiet,
»what can we do for you? At least
you didn't forget your name.«

»M,« Matt-the Puddle said.

»Come again?«
Fantastilla said, because
Matt-the Puddle bubbled.

»M,« Matt-the Puddle bubbled.

»I see... the ''m'' belongs in
the princess's name, right?«

»Hmmm...« Matt the Puddle hummed.

Fantastilla and Espadrilla were turning around to
bounce into the castle when
Matt spoke again:
»I would like,«
he slowly said in his thick, muddy voice,
»I would like to be the rain for a change.
I would like to fall onto all those
who walk around me now.«

»And why is that?«
asked Espadrilla, growing curious.

Matt-the Puddle blew a bubble and sighed.
»They would all love to jump into me,
but instead they get angry with me and just
walk around me as if I was garbage. But
I want them to be happy!«

Now Fantastilla sighed.
»By raining on them,
and spraying them with mud?
Are you SURE this would
make them happy?«

»It would make me mad!«
Espadrilla called out.

»I am Matt!«
Matt-the Puddle exclaimed.

»It's okay if you want to sleep late,«
a voice said,
»it's raining like mad anyway.«

»Iiiiiih!«
Tika screamed and slid under her blanket.
A moment later, her head peeped out again.

»Mommy? What are YOU doing here?«

»I live here?«
her mother replied, but it sounded as if 
she wasn't really quite sure.

»Mommy! You know what I just dreamed?«

»No. About a man with a funny hat, perhaps?«
her mother guessed.

»Nooo!«
Tika told her story and described the puddle.
Her mother laughed, but then
looked at her daughter and raised
one eyebrow.

»Tika?« she said. This didn't sound good.

»Tika?« she repeated,
»didn't you want to wash your feet last night before
going to bed? Now look at them!«
Tika looked at her feet which were sticking out of the blanket.
»Oooops...« she mumbled.

Her mother left the room,
shaking her head.
As soon as she had rounded the corner,
Tika added:
»Not my fault, really, this wasn't me...«
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In the storeroom of
''Wanda's Land,''
Angie and Tika had dressed up as princesses.
The rain still hadn't stopped so the day
passed only slowly.
Both girls agreed that once they had
conquered the dream castle,
they would need to have their rooms
painted pink.
Betecee would get his own room full of toys,
and boys wouldn't be allowed in.
Except perhaps as knights on horses,
Angie suggested.
They both loved horses so they imagined themselves
riding their own horses through their secret land.
They hadn't been riding for very long when
they reached a hill with a creek.
Already a bit exhausted,
they got off their horses and
rested on the grass.

»Watch out for stinging nettles!«
Fantastilla called out to her friend,
who then came to sit beside her.

»Mooph!« a tiny creature in the grass suddenly said.
Espadrilla and Fantastilla looked at each other.

»Mooph! You are the new mistresses, right?
You rule the castle! Just... umm...
I'm... umm... looking for a room.«

»You are looking for a room?«
Fantastilla reiterated,
»but where are you living now?«

»Under the bride! Mooph!«
the tiny creature replied.

»You mean...«
Espadrilla said hesitantly,
»you mean to say you have no home?
And what is ''under the bride''?
You mean ''under the bridge,'' right?«

»Mooph! No! Mooph!«
the tiny creature replied,
»my home is under the rainbow bride.
A real bride, you know, like over a river.«

Espadrilla and Fantastilla looked at each other.

»Who is she?«
Espadrilla whispered.

»Who are you?«
Fantastilla asked.

»I'm Briy Blue, the baby blue-eyed bride bride
looking for a room.«

»You are... who?«
Fantastilla asked before going on to repeat:
»You are Briy Blue, the baby blue eyed bride bride
looking for a room?!«

»Mooph! Mooph!«
Briy Blue, the baby blue-eyed bride bride
looking for a room
confirmed.

At that very moment
a bee landed in the grass beside the tiny creature.

»Hi girls!«
it called out, raising its wings to form a ''V'' sign.

»Hi Bluebucket!«
Briy Blue said,
»what's up in the flower power department, mooph!«

Espadrilla and Fantastilla looked at each other.

»A pinch of snuff here, another pinch there.
I always feel like flying,«
Bluebucket-the Bee proclaimed with a smile.

»Woof woof!«
a noise behind the two girls startled everyone.
Out of the green,
a strange looking animal on four legs came a-running.

»Did you call me?« it gasped.

Espadrilla and Fantastilla shook their heads.

»You are...?« Briy Blue asked.

»Pinch-the-Punch, the Pug-Dog,«
the animal replied,
»I heard my name being mentioned.
At least the first part.

»Hey, cool!«
Bluebucket-the Bee laughed and flew over to
a stinging nettle.

»Are you stinging today, Bernie?«
Bluebucket-the Bee asked.

»Don't mumble, bee,
you're not a mumblebee,«
Bernie-the Nettle replied.

»Hey, stay cool. Be positive,«
the bee mumbled.

»You better groom, not grumble me, the bee!«
Bernie shot back.

»Mooph! Mooph!«
Briy Blue called.

»Woof woof!«
Pinch-the-Punch, the Pug-Dog barked.

»Stop it, pu-dog!«
Briy Blue grumbled.

»Oh no!«
Bernie-the Nettle sighed.
»She lost her ''g'' again!«

»Her WHAT?«
both Espadrilla and Fantastilla called.
»A ''g''?
Like in ''e-f-g''?«

»Hey, cool!«
Bluebucket-the Bee laughed.

»Briggy Blue lost her ''g'' again!«
Bernie-the Nettle said once more.

»Briggy? Her name is Briggy?«
Fantastilla was very surprised to her that.

»Yes,« Bernie-the Nettle explained,
»she lives under the rainbow bridge.
And when she gets angry,
she always loses her ''g''.«

»Oh! Are you angry?«
Espadrilla asked.

»The ''g'' is in the alphabet, Briggy,«
Fantastilla explained,
»so it must also be there in yours.
Just have a look! Give it a try!«

»G!« Briggy Blue, the baby blue-eyed bridge bride said and smiled all over her face.
»Thank you so much, young mistress!«

»Now, are you still looking for a room?«
Fantastilla wanted to know.

»Mooph!«
Briggy protested.
»For nothing in the world would I give up
living under the rainbow bridge.
I am looking for my groom!
Mooph!«

»Wait!«
Fantastilla suddenly shouted.
»Now that we're all here together,
does anyone know the princess's name?«

Silence.

»Or if there's a ''g'' in it?«

Silence.

»Mooph,« Briggy said,
and this time it sounded like a regret.

»Woof woof,«
Pinch-the-Punch, the Pug-Dog barked.

»Gee!« Bluebucket-the Bee hummed.

»E!« Bernie-the Nettle said at last.
»It is wise to use it twice.«

»Come on, let's ride home,«
Fantastilla said to Espadrilla and looked at the friend beside her, but Espadrilla had suddenly fallen asleep to the humming of a bee in the nice warm sunshine.
Fantastilla rested her head against her friend's shoulder and closed her eyes, too.
But only for a minute, she said to herself.

»Look.«
Tika's mother whispered to her friend Wanda,
»our two sleepy heads are fast asleep
on the sofa.«
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When Fantastilla opened her eyes,
Espadrilla was standing in front of her,
wearing shorts, a sleeveless gray shirt and
a black bandanna around her head.

Fantastilla rubbed her eyes, then
Espadrilla reached out her hand
to help her get up.

»Come on,«
she called,
»let's race to the sea!«

As soon as they had reached the beach,
Pandor appeared and offered them a ride.
At first Espadrilla was a little bit scared but
Fantastilla told her not to worry.
Pandor had the girls hold on and then glided through the sea towards a place he called ''Bally''.
After a few minutes the island came
into view
and both girls instantly sensed
there was something special
about it.
Large palm trees were already to be seen.
Pandor slowed down and finally stopped at
something that looked like a ring
around the island.
It was a blue ring that made the island look as if
it was swimming in a paddling pool.
The two girls screamed in excitement and carefully
climbed off the dolphin onto
the island.

Fantastilla was about to say that something was
tickling the soles of her feet when
she stumbled and fell flat on her face.
»Ouch!«

»Ouch?«

Espadrilla laughed out loud, which
-under normal circumstances-
would have been a very rude thing to do,
but in this case things were different.
She laughed so hard that she literally fell over and
landed right on top of her friend.
Even Pandor,
who had watched the scene,
had to laugh.

The island, the girls soon noticed,
consisted solely of rubber palm trees and
small plastic balls in
any color you could possibly imagine.
The most fun was to be had climbing one of the trees until
you reached the top
which then bent to one side and
made you fall down into the sea of balls.

»Girls, you can't stay indoors all day!«
Tika's mother called.
»The rain has stopped and the sun is out again.
How about going for an ice-cream?«

Tika and Angie yawned,
looked at each other and laughed the way
that girls laugh when
they have a secret to share.

»Do you know Bally?«
Tika asked her parents over an onion pizza at dinner.
»Bally Who?«
her mother replied.
She thought for a moment and added:
»Bally Wood?
Bally Button,
Bally Wog, or
Bally Mino?«

»No,« her father said,
»I think our daughter means Bali,
the island.«

Tika's mouth dropped open and she
looked at her father.

»I wanted to go there with your mother,«
he continued,
»but then suddenly you were on the way.«

»You and Mommy?
To Bally?
And today, the day when
I was on the way?«
Tika was bewildered.
Something was certainly magic
in this house!

After dinner, Tika played with Betecee and Tie,
but neither was very talkative.
A little later all three went to bed together.
When the magic moment came,
Tika held both of them tight, so
all three found themselves back in front of
the deaf waterfall.

»Oh, please, must I?«
Betecee sighed,
but Tika-now-again-Fantastilla pushed him ahead.

With Tie around her neck and
Betecee under her arm,
Fantastilla reached the castle and super-bounced
through the first open window,
which now was the window of the restrooms.

»Oi, oi, oi,
we dump for joy!«
Tie called.
Betecee escaped Fantastilla's arm and ran off
into the castle.
Fantastilla wanted to run after him, but
when she was passing through the door,
she saw an almost transparent,
faintly red bird standing there.
Both wings were folded up over his beak.
She stopped and at once
noticed a foul smell
that made her hold her own nose, too.

»Smells like pizza!«
the bird shouted and fluttered his wings.

As Fantastilla was still holding her nose,
her voice sounded funny when
she asked the bird
what it was doing there.

»Can... you... talk... to... me... properly, please,«
the bird said, enunciating each word individually,
»people call me the Little Red Poohster!«

»Tie?«
Fantastilla asked and looked down at Tie,
»Tie, you're holding your ears, not your nose.
It looks really weird.«

»Air to breathe, ears to freeze,«
Tie replied.
He thought for a moment and then added:
»I don't have a nose, do I?«

Fantastilla finally found her cat sitting in a bay window
together with another cat.

»Why do you always call me ''The Cat?''«
she heard Betecee ask his fellow feline.

»Because you call me
''The Odore'',«
the other cat replied.

»But that's your name!«
Betecee protested.

»No, it's not! It's Theodore!«

»But preciously that is what I said!«

»Exactly.«

Betecee hesitated, then added:
»I may be pronouncing it a little cat-ishly.«

Fantastilla let the two cats argue, knowing that
at least her cat would be start snoozing again
very soon.
She walked past them and opened
a random door.
It opened into a large room with nothing but
a grand piano in it.
At the far end of the room,
there was a glass door that led out onto
a balcony
overlooking the sea.

Fantastilla didn't know how to play the piano,
yet still she sat down on the little stool and
hesitantly
pushed down the odd key or two.
It didn't take more than a few keys and
Fantastilla was already becoming more courageous.
Like little magnets,
the keys pulled her fingers and, suddenly,
Fantastilla was playing one song after another.

The balcony door opened and an orchestra
with drums and violins
swept in.
They formed a circle around the grand and
accompanied Fantastilla.
A young woman,
almost still a girl,
took a step forward and began to sing in
an angelic voice.

Fantastilla let her fingers fly over the keys as if
she had never
done anything else but this in her entire life.
When she became
a little exhausted
and needed a break,
the music stopped and everyone
applauded
loudly.

»This,« the leader of the orchestra said
and put an arm around the singer,
»this is our famous diva
Corinne Crumbs,
who seemed to have lost her voice
until she heard you play.
You saved the music in our wonderful land.
Now all people can finally dance again.«

»But,« Fantastilla interjected,
»I didn't do anything. The piano...«

»Noooo-hoooo!«
Corinne Crumbs sang like a real diva,
»youuu-huuu saveeeed-uuuus!«

»Okay,« Fantastilla said,
»if that is so, let's play another bunch of songs.«

»My mother down!«
Tie called.
Everyone froze and looked at him.
»A talking tie,« someone whispered.
»Ah! Let's ignore him!«
Fantastilla said and hit the keys.
Soon, the whole orchestra was half-playing,
half-dancing.
The music sounded a bit strange, but
when, at the very latest, Fantastilla began to play
''We Will Rock You'',
everything was fine again.
Even Tie sang along.

»Phewww!« Fantastilla said at last,
»thanks everyone, that was just great!«

When she rose from her stool,
everyone applauded again.
She duly bowed and then left the room.
Thus emboldened,
she opened the door to the next room.

»That's... fantastillonic!«
she shouted with pure excitement and entered.
The room was a tropical rain forest.
From the door,
a narrow path led through it.
As she walked,
rain sprayed onto her
from above and the green leaves of
the plants on both sides felt like flannels that
wiped the sweat off her skin.
At the end of the path,
Fantastilla felt completely clean.
Also, a warm wind had blown her dry.
Back in the corridor,
she called her cat's name.

»Miaow!«
came the instant reply.

»Excuse me?«
Fantastilla called.

»Here I am!«
Betecee called back,
this time in the right language.

The cat was still lying in the bay window but
a strange-looking animal,
half-dog, half-cat sat in front of it,
as if it was watching Betecee.
When the animal saw Fantastilla, it ran off.

»Who was that?«
Fantastilla asked.

»It was a tom-dog,«
Betecee replied,
»its name is Tomolo.«

»It wasn't a bad animal, was it?«
Fantastilla asked,
remembering she had been assured that there were no bad creatures living in this land.

»No!« Betecee replied,
»perhaps a bit dumb, but not bad.«

»Tomolo! Come here!«
Fantastilla called through the empty corridor
but Tomolo didn't come.

The next morning, Tika woke up happy and refreshed.

She felt it was going to be
another beautiful day.
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»After all the rain and mud yesterday,
I think I'll drive to the car wash
down the road,«
her father said at breakfast.

Tika smiled brightly.
»Oh, please, daddy, let me go with you! I love to go there! Can we put the music on while driving?«

»What's going on here?«
her mother said and looked at her husband,
who just smiled the way that proud fathers smile.
»Our magic girl,«
he said, shrugging his shoulders.

»Daddy, this is like the rain forest, isn't it?«
Tika said in the car wash.

Her father laughed.
»A bit, perhaps,«
he said, but Tika didn't give up that easily.
When she wanted to know something,
she wanted to know everything.
Her next question was to find out where
exactly
this rain forest was.

»South America,«
her father said,
»Central Africa or Asia.
North of Bali.«

»Bally?«
Tika repeated the name and smiled.
»Are there really dolphins living there?«

Tika's father didn't have
an answer to that question so
he replied by saying that
rain forests were
always at the end of a rainbow.
Tika remembered that, when she had climbed
the rainbow,
there had been something underneath it.
But more like a hidden pocket under its top.
And her rainbow had ended in the sea,
not in a forest.
She was sure of that.
How it would hurt,
she thought,
if it ended in a forest instead of the sea!

An hour later,
Tika's mother looked out of the kitchen window,
but couldn't believe her eyes or ears.
Tika and her father were driving up the driveway with
the car windows rolled down,
singing loudly ''We Are The Champions''.
They both had large ice-creams in hand.
When Tika and her father came into the house,
her father planted a creamy kiss on his wife's cheek and whispered something that sounded, to Tika's ears, like
''Black magic woman''.
She wasn't sure she had heard correctly, but
she was again convinced
there was something magic
going on in this house.

»Take your beach clogs, Tika!«
her mother reminded her,
»your daddy's not going to carry you over the hot pavement every day.«

»Oh, Mommy!«
Tika tried to protest, but the look on her mother's face told her it was useless.
Why did her mother have to buy them in
- of all colors - light green?
They always made her feel like she was stepping onto frogs
when she wore them,
which is why she was busy trying to get them left behind at home whenever they went to the beach.
But that day,
her mother had caught her out so that
nothing now helped.
As soon as they had arrived at the beach,
she took them off,
put them beside her and began to
build a sand-castle.

Tika was so caught up in her construction project that
she didn't notice the dream creature
walking up to her from the sea.
It stopped beside her beach clog and looked at it.

»So cuteeeee!«
it suddenly called out.
»So greeeeen!«

Tika dropped her spade and looked at the creature.
Then she glanced around
and didn't see anyone else.
Neither her parents,
nor anyone else.

»How come!«
she cried,
looked at the creature again and asked it
for its name
and intentions.

»Only good, only good, only goo-goo-good,«
it answered,
before introducing itself as
Clump-the Hedgehog.

»A hedgehog from the sea?
That surely cannot be!«
Tika was sure hedgehogs didn't live in
or near the sea, but
along much-used country roads.
Also, Clump didn't have any prickles.

»Not all men have hair,«
it said when it noticed Tika's
doubting looks.

»Are you... bald?«
Tika wondered out loud.

»Bald or bold, or so I'm told,«
Clump-the Hedgehog replied.

»Huh?!« Fantastilla stammered,
not sounding very intelligent.

»Oh yes,«
Clump sighed,
»I know that reaction to my words only too well.
Well, swell, a fountain out of hell!«

Fantastilla closed her eyes and drew in
a deep breath,
the way her mother always did when
Fantastilla talked too much nonsense.

»I'm an Onomatopoet,«
Clump-the Hedgehog explained,
which explained nothing. He continued:
»Ring, ring, said the bee and got married to the sea, which used to say you can never stay, my love will wash you away!«

Tika let herself fall backwards onto the sand,
when she felt something cold splash onto her belly.
She shrieked and opened her eyes.
Her father was standing in front of her.
»Come on,
time to go for a swim,«
he said and helped her get up.
Tika looked at her shoes, which were still standing
where she had slipped them off.
She wondered if they were also magic shoes,
the way that Angie said
her red shoes were.
Perhaps she was soon going to
find out.

When Tika and her parents
returned from the beach,
Boots-the-cat was already waiting for his dinner in
the kitchen.
»Poor little cat,« Tika said,
»I always leave you here alone.
But tonight we're going to go off again together, okay?«
And thus it indeed was.
Tika knew that her vacation wouldn't go on for ever so
she thought it would be wise to
collect some more clues as to
the princess's name.
Only she had no idea
where to look or
whom to ask.

With Betecee at her side,
she walked right through the meadow where
she had met the princess on
her first night.
Unlike on that first night, however,
there now was a constant noise to be heared.
It wasn't loud,
nor particularly unpleasant,
it sounded like an insect buzzing around.
Betecee was looking around him and slowly
getting upset
because he couldn't see anything that might be
causing this noise.
Just moments later, his nose picked up something
that made him stop at once.
Two other cats came running towards him.
He arched his back and stiffened his tail.

»Oh, look! Two cute cats! Betecee, look!«
Tika-now-again-Fantastilla exclaimed and
clapped her hands.

»Now, don't embarrass me more than
absolutely necessary.
I picked up their tracks
minutes ago!«
Betecee replied a bit snottily.
As soon as he realized that he had said it in
human-ish,
he lowered his head in disgrace.
A moment later he chased after them,
leaving Fantastilla alone.

When Betecee was out of sight,
Fantastilla heard two voices.
Someone seemed to be walking or
running towards her.
Someone small, because
she didn't yet see anyone.

»Down here, down here, young lady!«
two extremely funny-looking little men shouted.
They were dressed like clowns,
only in dark military colors.

»We're Deedee Doop and Doi-the Moop,«
the one shouted,
»we're the princess's warts!«

»Did that cat belong to you?«
the other one wanted to know.
»It's so terribly big!
Will it devour us?«

»Wait!«
Fantastilla said and held up her hand.
»Boots is my cat and, no,
he won't hurt you.
And now again,
please,
WHO or WHAT are you?!«

»But isn't that the cat that weasels the witch with which she hitched her ride through the night towards the light? And we don't like the light, because then we're being fight,«
said the first of the two warts.

»Good Lord, the right word is ''being fought'',«
said the other wart.

Fantastilla held her forehead and shook her head,
the way she had learned it from her mother.

»You are not warts, you are wardens, right?
I mean... you're like guards.
You guard the princess, I assume.
I happen to be looking for her.«

»I told you!«
the one little man called to the other.
»The princess and her letters.
It's a complete mess!
She made us warts! It's lucricious!«

»Ludicrous,«
Fantastilla mumbled.

»Where is she anyway?«
the other one called.

»The match,«
the first one shouted,
»we left her there.«

»Match?«
Fantastilla sounded completely
taken off-guard.

»Don't you hear the sound?«
the first warden shouted.
»Squeak-the Hummingbear is playing
Ted-the Batbear.
It's the finals!«

The faint sound of a bell could be heard
in the distance.

»And Cowslip-the Bell Flower
is the refugee!«

»Referee,«
Fantastilla mumbled.

»What's that game that seems so important here?«
Fantastilla wanted to know.

»Oh no!« the first warden shouted.
»She doesn't know!«

»It's Donkey Shot!«
the second warden shouted.

Fantastilla knelt down so that
she was closer to the two little men,
who always had to shout up to her.

»Very difficell!«
the one warden explained.
»They both have a vane and they try to
hit their abundant with a ball.
The one who loses because he got shot,
is the donkey.«

»Opponent,«
Fantastilla mumbled,
»they hit their opponent.«

»Hey Hey Ho, big blonde lady!«
a female voice called from behind the two men.
»I see you did a good job and found her.
You're the first useful warts.«

»Wardens,«
both wardens simultaneously mumbled.

»Hello princess!«
Fantastilla said and bobbed to her.

»Oh my my my!«
the princess called sternly,
»don't you helloprincess me! I know very well
there's a festival called
Helloqueen.
Treats or sweets!
And I'm not yet a queen.
So, what's my name then?«

»I've got four letters already but
no complete name yet,
I fear.«

»I'm a princess!«
the princess shouted angrily.
»Don't you dare to give me
four-letter words!
Oh my my my!«

Fantastilla looked at the princess and, for the first time,
noticed that
she had very beautiful
green eyes.

»Good luck!«
the princess said,
now calm and friendly again.

»Warts, let's go!«

»Yes, my princess!«
the first warden gave back.

»Oh why, me, mine...«
the other one sighed.
Whereupon they both left.
The noise had also ended,
so one of the bears had obviously won.

»Deedee Doop and Doi-the Moop,«
Fantastilla said to herself,
»what is a moop anyway?«

Meanwhile, Betecee had escaped the
two cats
and dared to climb the rainbow with
claws retracted.
After reaching the top,
he wanted to turn around and go down
the same way in order to avoid sliding down
in to the sea on
the other side.
Like Fantastilla before him,
he also peeked over the edge and saw that
there was something like
an opening underneath it.
Yet curiosity tempted the cat and
he fell head-first into it.
Boots-the-cat was gone.
CHAPTER 12
 
Fantastilla thought about bouncing over
to her castle when
she saw Espadrilla running her way.
»Fantee!« she called.

»Pandee!«
Fantastilla replied and hugged her.

Espadrilla looked at her friend's
green shoes.

»They're so cool,«
she said smiling.
»I also want some of those!
Are they magic?«

Fantastilla had to laugh.
»Not so sure,«
she replied.
»They attract hedgehogs,
I think.«

»Hedgehogs!
That's gross!«
Espadrilla called out.
Together, they ran towards the sea.

»What's that?«
Espadrilla suddenly almost stumbled at
the sight of two legs
waving in the air.

»Blob!«
Fantastilla replied and didn't bother to look.

Having arrived at the castle,
the two girls decided to
have a rest and simply paint a little.
They opened the first cupboard they found in
the kitchen and immediately had
everything they needed.
Watercolors to
paint the rain,
as well as dabbydots,
the famous magic pencils.

»Shall we go over and sit
on the rainbow?«
Fantastilla was about to suggest when
Espadrilla suddenly vanished
and everything around her
became bright white.

The curtains had been opened and
sunlight flooded
Tika's room.

»He's not here
her father called.

»Ask Tika!«
her mother's voice called from
the veranda.

»Have you seen Boots?«
her father asked.
»Didn't he sleep on your bed?«

»I...«
Tika said and needed a moment to think properly,
»I don't know.«

Tika's father lifted her blanket and had a look.

»Not there,« he stated.

He lifted the blanket again to
have another look.
The look on his face showed that
something
wasn't quite as
it should have been.
Tika tried very hard to
remember
what might have happened.

»Why are you wearing
your beach clogs in bed, love?«
her father said.

As Tika didn't see any hint of
a smile on his face,
she needed to come up with an explanation fast.

»Because... I
forgot to take them off?«
she mused coquettishly.

»Not here either!«
her mother called.

»Now we've got a problem,«
her father said,
»Boots seems to have
disappeared
through a window last night.
And he hasn't yet come back.«

»Maybe he met someone...«
Tika said.
If only she could remember...

Instead of going to the beach,
they stayed at home and played in
the garden all day,
hoping that Boots-the-cat would return.
Tika's father brought Angie over and the two girls played with the garden hose until Tika's mother
called them in for
a quick cold lunch of strawberry cake and
whipped cream.

»Girls,«
Tika's father said while they were all sitting around the kitchen table,
»if Boots isn't back by tomorrow night,
we'll have to leave without him.
All we can do is ask Angie's mother to come out here
once or twice a week to see if he's returned.
If not...«
his voice faded away.

»He'll be back.
I know he'll be back!«
Tika said loud and firmly.
»Pandee and I will find him tonight.«
She looked at her friend,
the way her mother looked at her father.

Now it was her parents' turn to
shrug their shoulders.

Having helped with the dishes,
the two girls disappeared into Tika's room.

»We're in trouble,« declared Angie.

»No way!« said Tika defiantly.

Angie looked puzzled but Tika explained what
her father had told her on the first night,
the night in which she had discovered her magic land.
Everything's possible when it's good,
he had said.
Tika was sure that she and Angie would find the cat and bring it home with them.

»I'll come with you and together
we'll dream him back, okay?«
Angie assured her friend.

»I know him well enough to guess,
he's just sleeping somewhere.
He must be! I simply sense
that he's safe!«
Tika sounded more confident now.

»And you really are sure
there are no monsters there?
I mean...
some of the creatures are really weird,
aren't they?«
Angie asked.

Tika had to laugh.
»I think they're all funny,«
she replied,
»I like them, even the weird ones.
It's like... I dreamed all of them up myself,
one by one.
And tonight, I know,
they will help us find Betecee.
I am not leaving my cat behind.
I can't!«

»I'll be missing you,«
Angie said and leaned against her friend
»It'll be a long time until you come back
next summer.«

»Do you think we can meet
up there
from time to time?«
Tika wondered.

»In our castle in the stars,
with our own horses,«
Angie said with a thrill in her voice.

»And we dress up every night!«
Tika added.

The afternoon passed with a lot of happiness,
daydreams and laughter.
After a farewell barbecue in the garden, to which
Wanda had also come,
Angie and Tika said good bye.
Unlike in the years before,
they did not seem that sad.
But both of them still had tears in their eyes when
they hugged each other for a last time.

As every night,
Tika's father put her to bed, encouraging her
to believe in her dreams
and the good things in life.
Also, he implored her
not to worry about her cat.

»Everything's going to be fine,«
he said, kissing her forehead
the way he did every night, and left the room.
In almost no time
Tika's eyes closed
and the magic moment arrived.
CHAPTER 13
 
One last time, Tika climbed up the chimney,
one last time she walked through the waterfall and
found herself standing on the soft grass of
the meadow, wearing the star-spangled pajamas
that she had finally come to like.
Tie had had to stay at home.
Espadrilla was nowhere to be seen.
Fantastilla looked down and saw a gray something rise up from the ground.
Knowing she might be in need of any help
she could get,
she cautiously asked:
»Can you talk?«

»I don't know. Never tried,«
the thing replied.

»I'm looking for a cat,«
Fantastilla said.

»I am Musti-the Mush!
I'm looking for a room.«

»Oh no!«
Fantastilla cried,
»not again!«

Then she remembered that this land was
a complete mess of letters.
She asked him to repeat what he had just said.
After he had done that,
Fantastilla closed her eyes and pressed her hands
against her temples.

»What is a mush?«
she finally said,
»and why exactly
are you looking for a room?«

»I don't know,«
it answered hesitantly,
»perhaps to grow in.«

»Wait!«
Fantastilla said and held up her hands.
She sat down before the thing and looked at it closely.

»You're a mushroom!«
she exclaimed,
»you just got your name wrong!
And you know what?«
she said, touching him carefully,
»you don't need to worry,
you will grow all by yourself.
Right where you are.
All you need is
a little belief in yourself.«

Fantastilla was about to get up when
she saw four legs step up beside her.
She turned her head and found herself looking into
a sheepish grin.
In this very moment
everything around her seemed
to explode.

»BAAAAAH!«
the sheep bleated at such a volume that Fantastilla was sure her eardrums would pop out through her nose.

Deedee Doop and Doi-the Moop came running,
alarmed by the noise.
Suddenly Espadrilla was also there,
wearing her bandanna.

»What happened?«
she called breathlessly.

»When Thudder cries,
someone needs help,«
Deedee said.
»That's why we're here.
Who needs help?«

»She does!«
Espadrilla shouted, pointing at her friend.
»We must find her cat! And before the night is out!«

»We're not yet complete,«
said Deedee, looking around.
»Call again, Thudder!«

Everyone held their ears.

»BAAAAAH!«

»Can't we put a flashing blue light on his forehead
when he does this?«
Pinch-the-Punch, the Pug-Dog asked.

»Exactly!«
the Little Red Poohster agreed.

»Poooooh!«
everybody groaned and pointed at him.

»Definitely not pizza!«
Briggy Blue proclaimed.

»Out of this world, right, Blob?«
Bluebucket grinned.

From afar two
cats came running.

Doi introduced them as
Mia More and Mona Moore,
the two lovecats.
They were experts in
missing tomcats,
Deedee added.

Fantastilla and Espadrilla looked at each other,
then Espadrilla sat down beside her friend.

»Did any of you see my cat?«
Fantastilla asked.

»Yes!«
the two cats replied simultaneously.
»It was swallowed by the rainbow,«
Mia said.

»Very bad thing,«
Mona added.
Everyone looked silently down at the ground.

»Nooo!«
Fantastilla shouted.
»There is something wrong.
I want my cat back!
This is a magic land,
everything is possible here!«
Still everyone remained silent.

Espadrilla, who had never
climbed the rainbow,
asked the two wardens how
it was possible that a living creature
could get swallowed up
by something like
a rainbow.

»I don't believe it!«
she resolutely declared.

»But you have to believe it!«
everyone assured her.

»No, I don't!«
Espadrilla said superciliously.

Everyone raised their head and looked around,
confused.

»You don't,«
Blob suddenly repeated.

»No,«
Espadrilla confirmed once again.

»Then it may not be too late!«
Blob happily announced.
Together they all ran to the rainbow.

»I'll go up, it's my cat!«
Fantastilla immediately stated.
In almost no time she was up at the top,
for a moment enjoying the spectacular view.
Then she lay flat on her belly and peeked
over the edge.
There were people there.
They were far away.
And they were working.
In a laundry service!

Carefully, Fantastilla clambered back
down to the entrance where
the others were waiting.
»And?« everyone asked.

»There are people in there!«
she called.

»Of course there are!«
Deedee said.

»Then why didn't you tell me?«
Fantastilla demanded.
She was looking really upset now.

Deedee took her aside and explained how difficult
it was to navigate and maintain
such a big and fragile thing as a rainbow.
It needed to be steered around the world,
the soap had to be kept flowing and, of course,
the colors had to be constantly cleaned,
as otherwise the rainbow would
disappear
and with it the whole land and
everyone in it.
Except for the workers who lived in it,
no one was ever allowed to
enter the rainbow.

»I don't want to enter it,
I simply want to get
my cat out.
Where's the door?«
Fantastilla almost screamed.

»Up there in the middle,«
Doi said, pointing towards the horizon.

»How do I get there?«
Fantastilla asked desperately.
Everyone looked silently down at the ground again.

Espadrilla, who had also remained silent the whole time, now walked over to her friend,
took off her red shoes and handed them to Fantastilla, who looked completely clueless.

»Look at the brand,«
she said.
»NB, they're New Balloons shoes,
the only shoes for extreme dream bouncing.
Take them.«

Angry and desperate as Fantastilla was,
she put them on,
hugged her friend tightly,
then closed her eyes,
folded her arms before her chest and screamed at the top of her lungs.
Then she slowly took off.
As she unable to suppress the shoes' strange noises,
everyone's jaw fell open.
The Little Red Poohster turned yellow with envy.
Fantastilla flew towards the middle of the rainbow,
only to find that the entrance
was closed.
She crashed into the sea but,
fortunately, Pandor was there to save her and
take her back to her friends.

»In my dreams it was easier,«
she sighed.

»Things aren't always what they seem,«
a familiarly warm voice said in her ear.

»Who are you?«
Fantastilla asked, somewhat confused.

»Here they call me Fantidad,«
the voice said.
»Good luck!«

»No other way to open it?«
Fantastilla asked and looked at her friends' faces.

»Only for maintenance,«
Doi suddenly said.
»Down here, the zipper.«

Fantastilla closed her eyes and felt goose bumps on
her skin.
Then she lay on the ground and had a look.
A tiny red warning sign said,
with the tip of Fantastilla's nose almost touching the words,
''For Maintenance and Emergencies Only''

»THIS IS AN EMERGENCY!«
she shouted.

»Do you want Thudder to...?«

»NO!«
Fantastilla interrupted,
"I am going to open that now!«

Deedee and Doi rushed to her side while she slowly pulled the zipper upwards.
Out came...

»What is THAT?«
Fantastilla screamed.

»That's Pop-the Wafer Cone,«
Deedee said,
»it was lactose-intolerant and fell in love with a popsicle and...«

»Guys,«
Fantastilla interrupted,
»can you deal with him later?
I need my cat.
We may be only minutes away from
morning, my time.«

»Do you want Thudder to...?«

»NO!«

»The tin opener's daughter,
I know her,
I think she's here for me,«
Fantastilla heard a very familiar feline voice say.

»Miaow!«
Fantastilla called into the open rainbow.

»When she tries to speak my language,
she's normally really angry.
I better get going,«
he said before jumping straight into Fantastilla's arms.
»Miaow,«
he purred and immediately fell asleep.

»Can someone close the exit,
there's a draft in here!«
Fantastilla heard someone call.

»Wait a moment!«
she said into the rainbow.
»Does anyone here by chance know
the princess's name?«

A tiny workman with a chart in hand appeared before her.
»Which letters do you have?« he asked.

»Well,« Fantastilla said,
»an ''A'' at the beginning,
an ''e'' in the middle,
then an ''m'' and another ''e''.«

»Hmmm...«
the workman said,
»I'll give you an ''n'' and an ''i'' to follow the ''A'',
and an ''l'' for the end.
The princess is really messy with letters,
I'll tell you that!«
Spoke those words and then disappeared.
Fantastilla closed the zipper again.

»Ummm...«
Espadrilla said,
»may I have my shoes back?«

»Ooops...«

»Hey Hey Ho, big blonde lady!
What's this party here about?
Warts, who invited me and why
am I late?«

»This, dear Princess,
is a party to celebrate your name.
It's...«
Fantastilla thought very hard and put the letters
together in her head.
»Your name is: ANIEMEL!«

»Ah, okay!«
the Princess said.
»Who would have guessed?
Please call me ''Princess'' everyone, because then
I know it's me!«

»Thanks, Princess, for your kindness and for having me here,«
Fantastilla said solemnly.
»Thanks, everyone, for the unforgettable nights and for helping me so much. And thanks,
Espadrilla, my Pandee,
for your friendship.
You're simply the best!
And now you...«
she said, looking at the cat snoozing on her arm...

»Yup! He's back!«
Her father's loud voice almost made her
sit bolt upright in bed.
Betecee lay sleeping at her feet.
Fantastilla stretched and happily drew a deep breath.
Her mother came into her room and kissed her.

»The rain may have made Boots come home,«
she guessed.
»Last night when you had just fallen asleep,
a terribly loud clap of thunder shook our house and really
gave us a fright.
I've never heard such thunder ever before.
It's echo sounded almost like a sheep bleating out
onto the sea.«
Her mother left the room again.

»Time to have breakfast,
then we pack up and go home,«
her father said.
»And...«
her father added,
looking at Tika with visible pride,
»thanks for bringing him back.«

»Daddy?«

»Yes, my dear?«

»Are you... Fantidad?«

»Sure. At least I hope so!«
her father said and raised his hand.
»Gimme five, my Fantastika!«

Tika smiled the brightest smile
she had ever smiled in her entire life.
EPILOGUE
 
The following Monday school resumed.
After Mrs. Crumble, the teacher, had welcomed the class, she introduced a new girl that had moved into town just the week before.

»This,« Mrs. Crumble said, putting one arm around the girl's shoulders, »this is Melanie.
Melanie, please sit beside Tika right here.«

Mrs. Crumble wrote
MELANIE
on the blackboard.

Tika looked and hesitated.

MEL... ANIE... ANIE... MEL!

She turned her head to the girl beside her and looked into beautiful green eyes.
Tika smiled and so did Melanie.

»It's really you, right?«
Tika asked in a low voice.

Melanie nodded.
»It's a long story,«
she said.
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