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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 pleasantly warm and sunny day in spring.
Summer holidays were only a few
fun-filled weeks ahead.
Seven-year-old Tika,
our little hero,
who had always been fond of
letters and long words,
now also knew how to count beyond ten,
the number of her fingers.

She liked numbers almost as much as letters, because numbers were so
fantastically
mysterious, she said.
And Tika loved fantastically
mysterious
as well as magic things.

The ''3'' she feared would one day
become an ''E'' and eat her, but
until then she combed her hair with it.

One day the ''8'' was a simple rubber band,
while the next day ''7'' was the teacher's nose or
the poor ''1'' a leafless tree,
about to topple over and fall down.

She's got a vivid imagination,
her parents used to say,
which was certainly the truth,
or at least a good part of it.
The rest was pure magic.

On her last year's summer vacation to the sea
Tika's parents had rented a beach house.
Together with her dear friend Angie
Tika had discovered that this
simple beach house
turned out to be
a magic castle at night.
There was a whole unbelievable
magic land
waiting in the sky above it.

At night in her dreams
Tika had often climbed up
the chimney of their house while
Angie had used her magic shoes
to get there.

Up there between the stars,
in this fabulous land where
everything they dreamed
became possible,
in this land, they had met many
astounding and funny creatures
which in their final night
had helped our little hero Tika
rescue her cat after it had curiously
fallen
into the rainbow.

After that, Angie and Tika had parted, because
Angie lived with her mother by the sea while
Tika lived some hundred miles away.

At night Tika often dreamed of going there
once more and do so many more
mind-blowing things
together with her star-sister.

At school, Tika had made friends with
a girl her age called Melanie.
She had moved into town at the end of
last summer and was on the warpath
with long words and letters.
And especially
with numbers.

Strangely this girl Melanie
had almost the same name
and the same shiny green eyes
as the tiny princess in Tika's magic land
in the stars by the sea.

What a strange coincidence, one may say.
But we will all soon know more, because
this
is how this little story begins.
CHAPTER 1
 
When one fine afternoon in early summer
Tika came home
in a good mood from her piano lessons,
her mother surprised her with very good news.
She and her friend's mother had agreed to
this time
let Angie stay with Tika in the beach house for
both weeks of their coming summer vacation.

Tika jumped with joy and hugged her mother,
thanking her sooooo much!
Tika loved to jump with joy and thereby
hug her mother.
Or father.
Or friends.

Then she ran into the living room, looking for
Boots-the-cat,
who lay sleepily on a window sill and accepted
the news without any noticeable
signs of emotion.

Boots-the-cat, also known as Betecee,
did very well understand human-ish, but
he spoke it only in Tika's magic dreamland at night.
Since he had fallen into the rainbow
the summer before,
he wasn't too thrilled to return to
this strange house by the sea.
Therefore he pretended to be sleeping
and didn't bother to reply at all.
For a proud cat like him
this was by far
enough of a reply.

When later at night Tika's father came to
her room in the attic to say good night,
he suggested that Tika invited
her schoolmate Melanie for a sleep-over.
It would be nice, he said,
to find out how it feels to share her room
with a friend for a night.
Tika was thrilled, as Melanie
had become her second BFF.

The next day in school
the two girls had nothing else to talk about,
they already made plans of
how to spend the night together.
At last, they agreed on a fancy-dress party
with freshly baked chocolate muffins.
And one Friday afternoon,
just two weeks later,
the big time had come.

After a mouth-watering,
flavorful toothsome,
finger-licking,
yummy luscious
giant pizza with Tika's parents,
paprika, peppers and pork salami,
the girls disappeared into Tika's room.
They dressed up, jumped around
and sang and shouted and played
the way that girls play
until suddenly
it had become dark.
Tika's mother had gone over to
the neighbors for some gossip while
Tika's father watched TV
with snoring Betecee.

Finally so tired,
Tika lay down on her bed,
Melanie made herself comfortable
on the airbed beside Tika's bed.
They put the lights out,
waiting dreamily for the stars to come
and conquer the sky.

There might have been
a rustling noise,
but if
there had been a rustling noise,
it was so silent that
none if the girls
noticed it.

Someone silently
cleared his throat.
Tika's eyes fell shut
and so did Melanie's eyes.

»Awflee three,«
Deedee Doop said and climbed onto Tika's bed.
There he sat down and looked 
at the sleeping two girls.

»Doi!« he called.
Doi-the moop opened the wardrobe door an
unnoticeable bit and hopped out.
Like his fellow Deedee, 
he looked like a clown in a
soldier's uniform.

»Doi!« Deedee called anew,
»is it her?«

»Dunno,« Doi replied,
»she's a giant! Let me see..«
He climbed onto Melanie's mattress.

Even though Doi wasn't taller than
a seven-year-old girl's hand,
Melanie must have felt him, because
she sleepily opened her eyes.

»Princess!« Doi exclaimed.
Melanie was so surprised that
she didn't know what to say or do.
Finally, Deedee came over.

»How do we
get you small again?«
he wanted to know.

»There must be a valve somewhere,«
Doi submitted, but Deedee's look
told him to better remain silent.

»Warts?« Melanie said,
»what are you doing here?«

»Wardens, my princess,«
Deedee replied,
»we're your wardens, but anyway,
you are needed at home, because
something happened.«

Now Melanie was wide awake.
She demanded to know what had happened, but
her two wardens swore
they weren't permitted to explain, in order
not to worry her.

»Okay,« she said, »we're going.«

And off they were.
CHAPTER 2
 
»Princess!«
the welcome committee cheered,
»we've been missing you sooo much!«
Melanie was happy to be back in her
magic land.

For almost a year
she had been going to school
in the real world now.
Her return had not been due before
the next summer holidays.
»Unless in an emergency,«
the magic laws said.
And this
was an emergency.

But before someone got a chance
to explain what had happened,
the princess began to
flicker.
A moment later
she had disappeared again.

»You two seem to be really tired,«
Tika's father said,
»you better go brush your teeth and
go to bed now.«

Sleepily both did as
they were told, but
it didn't take long until Melanie and Tika,
both dressed in their jammies,
were in bed again.

This time it was Eric,
the royal magic pilot,
who brought Melanie back.
They landed in the yellow castle,
where Melanie changed into
her governmental dirndl.

»Hey Ho! Hey Ho!«
she called,
»where is everyone?«
She stepped out onto the balcony,
but this time there was
no crowd
waiting to greet her.
The whole garden around the castle
was empty.
Completely, totally
absolutely outright
entirely empty.

The princess ran through the halls of
her royal castle, but no matter
who she saw,
everyone seemed to be deaf.

At last, she stepped out of
the entrance gate looked around and
saw two legs.

It must be Mister Lowe,
the magician,
standing on his head again,
she concluded
and walked right over to him.

She asked him vigorously
what was going on, but
she didn't get an answer.
Slowly she was getting upset.
When she knocked at his knee,
he fell over, looking surprised.
Then he pulled something
out of his ears.

»What is going on here,
Mister Lowe?«
the princess asked impatiently.

»Blob, my princess,«
Mister Lowe replied, because
Blob was his first name.

Now it was the princess's turn
to look surprised.

»Sorry for the earplugs,«
he continued,
»everyone here is using them.
The noise is simply too terrible.«

The princess listened closely, but
all she heard, was silence.
»Mister Lowe...,« she began.

»Blob, my princess,«
Mister Lowe replied, because
Blob was still his first name.
A gust of wind set in,
followed by a deafening
»BAAAAAH!«

»Thudder-the sheep!«
the princess shouted,
»stop it at once!«
The noise stopped.

»Sorry, my princess,«
Thudder said sheepishly,
»it was just a wind warning.«

»And why exactly,«
the princess wanted to know,
»would you do that?«

»Because of the wind,«
Thudder replied,
»it squeaks so.«

»That's why we need you here,«
Blow Lowe added,
»we urgently need your help.«

Now Deedee Doop and Doi-the moop
came running.
»Warts!« the princess called.

»Wardens, my princess,«
Deedee replied,
»we're your wardens, but anyway,
how did you get back here? And did you
hear Thudder make a sound? «

A humming in the air sound made everyone
look up. Bluebucket-the bee was
laughing so hard that he had
problems keeping himself up in the air.
»Did you hear Thudder make a sound,«
Bluebucket repeated and laughed,
»boys, that's a good one!«
He put his wings up to 
a ''V'' sign and flew off.

Another gust of wind set in and
everyone looked timidly at Thudder.

»Noooooo!« the princess called and
pointed her royal finger at him.
The sheep remained quiet.

Blob Lowe and the wardens put in their earplugs,
then the princess heard it as well.
The wind began to squeak.
It squeaked so much that it
soon became painful.

»What is this noise?«
the princess asked.
Everyone smiled at her.

She asked anew,
again with the same result.
Due to the earplugs, no-one heard her.

»WHAT. IS. THIS. NOISE!«
the princess screamed.

»The wind,« Deedee replied.
He must have read her lips.

»That's not possible, «
the princess contradicted,
»that's simply not possible.«
Abruptly the noise ended.

»Excuse me,«
a shy voice called.

The princess turned around and smiled.
»Briggy Blue, is that you?
How are you? What's new?
Is it really true it's you? How do you do?«

»Yes. Fine. A lot. Yes. Fine,«
Briggy Blue replied dutiful,
»but I have a question, my princess,
can you perhaps get that
big blonde lady back?
You remember,
the one who last time
found out your name for you.
She will help us.«

»May be difficult,«
the princess thought aloud,
»she can only come here
when she lives in
the secret exit of
my castle on the other side.«

Briggy Blue looked disappointed.

»Perhaps I can repair the wind,«
the princess finally said.
»Warts, what do you think of it?«
she added, only warts did not reply.

»Warts!« she called.
Deedee and Doi pulled the earplugs
out of their ears.
»Perhaps I can repair the wind,
what do you think of it?« the princess
repeated.
The two wardens quickly put in
their earplugs again, in order to avoid
having to reply honestly.

»Let me think,«
the princess said,
»let me walk over
to the rainbow
and think.«

A sudden smell of
hot chocolate
confused her,
she began to flicker
and once more
she was gone.
CHAPTER 3
 
Tika opened her eyes,
Betecee lay sleeping on her bed.
The mattress beside her was empty,
except for star-spangled pajamas.

»Are you up, love?«
her mother called up from the kitchen.
When a minute later
Tika walked into the kitchen,
she saw her mother and Melanie
prepare breakfast.

She had slept very tightly and did not
remember any dreams,
Tika reported,
announcing that the next night
she would be staying awake much,
much longer and play many
more games with her friend.

Melanie was very quiet during breakfast,
she kept looking around between Tika
and her parents.

Finally, she asked about
the house by the sea.
She wanted to know everything.

»I will tell you tonight,«
Tika's father promised with
a wink and a knowing look.

And in fact,
after a happy day with
mysteries, mini-mistakes,
mismatched mispronunciations
and multiple music requests for
doodles and dido dancing,
Tika's father called the girls to
cuddle up beside him on the large and
comfy living room sofa.

Tika and Melanie listened quietly,
as he told them the story of how
their rented beach house became
a magic castle
at night.
How the spellbound chimney grew
right into the sky,
into the magic
land of dreams.

He told the girls about the creatures
that lived there. Like Francine Foamduck,
a lady of duck virtue,
who Tika had already met the year before.

The longer Tika's father spoke,
the more excited Melanie grew.
»The princess!«
she suddenly called,
»oh please, tell me,
is there a princess?«

»Oooooooooh!«
Tika's father replied whole-heartedly,
»oooooooooh!«

»I know! I know! You're Darth Father!«
Tika shouted and jumped up,
startling him and her friend.
Her father immediately
cleared
the obvious misunderstanding.
This wasn't magic charades.

»Aaaaaaaaah!«
he now said affectionately,
»Aaaaaaaaah, of course, there is a princess,
how could I forget! She's a wonderful,
wonderful woman.
So young still, but so beautiful and
so smart.«
At these words Melanie
beamed with joy and
smiled all over her face.

Tika prompted her father, so that
he told them a lot more.
About the rainbow that could be climbed,
about the slide into the sea,
the dolphin taxi,
the horses and
seahorses,
and of course about the giant swing
that hung between the stars and
from which
one could overlook the whole secret world.

In order to get to this land,
one needed to catch
the magic moment, which is
a split of a second in
the very moment
one falls asleep.

For Tika, it had worked most nights
the year before,
she was anxious
to go back there and try again.

She remembered the adventures with
her friend Angie there,
with Boots-the-cat and Tie,
her talking tie.

In this land, she had called herself
Fantastilla, because
her father had explained to her
that everything was possible there
at night
as long as it was good, but
one needed a magic name.

Melanie had listened wistfully,
as if she had also been there
herself.

Since they had first met,
Melanie had reminded Tika
very strongly
of the princess who
she had met in this land.
Her name had been Aniemel.
Soon she would try
to find out more.
She could almost feel
there was something
magical
going on.

Something
Melanie never wanted
to talk about, no matter
how much Tika inquired.

When Tika's father had finished,
the two girls went upstairs into
Tika's room to play until
they were tired enough
to go to bed.
Soon afterwards they both
fell asleep
happily.
CHAPTER 4
 
»Awflee three,«
Melanie heard a voice whisper.
She carefully opened her eyes.
Once more Deedee was standing next to her,
urging her to follow him.
She shrugged her shoulders and
closed her eyes again.

»My princess,«
another voice whispered,
this time it was a female voice,
»my princess, are you sleeping?«

Melanie thought for a moment.
»I don't know,« she finally said,
»who am I now and where am I?«

»Princess Aniemal, you're at home,«
the female voice replied.

»Ah, that's good,« the princess sighed,
»it's also good for you as I would have
whacked you
if you had woken me up now for nothing.«

The female voice belonged to Carlota,
the princess's airdresser.
Carlota was already used to
the princess's tempers, but
of course
the princess had never ever
whacked anyone.

»How about a violet day?«
Carlota asked in her natural
good mood.
She knew that the princess
liked violet. Sometimes
she also loved the smell of lilac.
Or the smell of popcorn or cotton candy.
Being a certified airdresser,
Carlota made almost every wish come true.

»A gentle sea breeze, please,«
the princess ordered and then began
to govern. She asked Carlota, if she knew
anything
about the haunting noise that was driving
her people crazy.
But Carlota knew nothing about it,
she wasn't able to help.

The princess sent out
Deedee Doop and Doi-the moop
to ask everyone who lived in or
outside the castle.
This time at last she went to
the rainbow herself.

The rainbow was one of
the main magic attractions,
it was in the secret sky all the time
and the many people who maintained it
were permanently living inside.
Under normal circumstances
it was allowed to climb the rainbow
from the landward side and
slide it down on the other into the sea,
but entering the rainbow
was prohibited.
Unless, of course,
you happened to be
the princess or queen.

At what one should mention that
in this magic land
there was no queen, so that the princess
(according to her own arithmetical skills)
could have entered twice.

As soon as she had entered the rainbow,
a tiny workman with a chart in hand
appeared before her.
He greeted her and asked for her request.
The princess explained why
she had come and asked for a clue on why
the wind was making such a horrible noise.
Someone who runs a rainbow,
should be able to know
what's going on in the princessdom,
she expected.

The workman, an engineer,
who introduced himself as
Numan Seventynine,
led the princess into
the hidden control center.

»Let me say it like this,«
Numan Seventynine said
folding his arms before his chest,
»neither any of us, nor
any of our electric friends here
can explain this phenomenon, but here
in our rainbow, we feel safest of all.
You are welcome to stay with us
anytime, your majesty.«

Princess Aniemal
just raised an eyebrow.
»Oh my my my!«
she finally called out,
»I am a princess! I live
in a castle! Because that's
what princesses do!
And you, Mister Nu,
tell me what to do!«

»Numan Seventynine,«
Numan Seventynine mumbled, but then
quickly suggested
soap.

»Soap?«
the princess asked and looked puzzled.

»To supple the wind,«
Numan Seventynine explained.

»I may not be an engine,«
the princess started, shortly interrupted by
an »an engineer, my princess,«
»but,« she continued,
»I know that you cannot
supple the wind. No no no!
Take it as a subtle hint!«

»Please don't be upset, princess,«
Numan Seventynine reassured,
»we could at least try to soap supple
the wind. We build a
soap bubble solar cannon
right into the rainbow's skin,
and when the wind starts to blow,
we shoot and win!«

»Oh no no no!«
the princess said once more,
»this is not the right solution.«
In this moment the rainbow shook.
BAAAAAAAAAH!
A dozen mechanics managed to
stabilize it again quickly.

»Oh, this sheep!«
Numan Seventynine growled,
»Princess, can't you stop it?«

»But Thudder is my alarm sheep,«
the princess defended herself,
»perhaps there's a storm
brewing outside right now.«

»Or the Little Red Poohster broke wind,«
Numan Seventynine suggested.
The princess had to laugh at that idea,
but controlled herself immediately,
knowing that princesses
are not supposed to find this funny.

Thudder-the sheep
fortunately hadn't bleated for a second time,
so the princess walked home to her castle in silence,
but without any idea of what was wrong.
Or why Thudder had bleated.

»Pooh, what's that smell?«
Tika exclaimed and kicked Melanie's airbed,
waking her up.

Melanie quickly lifted her blanket a bit,
sniffed carefully and then began to laugh.
»Oh, sorry, that's my violet soap, I must
accidentally have taken it
to bed with me last night,«
she laughed.

»Soap?«
Tika asked.

»I know, it's very sheepish,«
Melanie grinned embarrassed.

Half an hour later at the breakfast table
Tika's father casually mentioned that
the night before
it had been so windless and calm outside
that you could literally have heard
a soap bubble
pop
in the garden.

Melanie blushed
and paled in turn.
Did Tika's father possibly
know something
about her innermost secret?

She shook her head and brushed away
this strange thought.
CHAPTER 5
 
»Melanie's a very nice girl,«
Tika's mother said the next evening,
»and so self-confident at that
young age already.«

Tika had loved the weekend with Melanie
and was now excitedly looking forward to
spending, even more, nights with
her other friend Angie at the beach house.

»Melanie's not very good at school,
is she?« Tika's mother continued,
»she having quite some problems with
the letters, it seems.«

Tika, who loved long and complicated words with
as many letters as possible, never cared, but
she helped Melanie whenever possible.

The same evening Tika's father came to
her room, right after her mother had
put her to bed and read to her.
He had sensed that his daughter had something
at heart.

In fact, there were many things
that Tika was thinking about after the sleep-over.
After having returned from the summer holidays
the year before,
Tika had never asked her father all these things
that she had been wondering about ever since.

Now that Melanie had brought up the subject,
Tika was keen to ask so many questions.
Had her father really been in her secret land
before her?

»It was a long, long time ago,«
he began to reply,
»long before I first met your mother,
and long before she became your mother.«

»Wait, wait, wait!«
Tika called,
»tell me who was I with before she became
my mother?«
She looked highly confused.

Tika's father scratched his head and sighed.
Then he changed the subject and talked about
birds and bees and flowers.

»It thought it was all
about melons and plums,«
Tika said questioning.

»Fruitcake, you're mixing up
things here, I fear. Let me just
tell you about my adventure
up there a long time ago. Okay?«

Tika nodded contentedly.
Adults sometimes were
so rational.

»As I said, it was a long time ago,
I had just finished school.
With some money that I had saved,
I rented our beach house for the first time.
My friend Michael had joined me, because
I didn't want to go alone.«

»He's Spencer's and Freddie's dad, right?«
Tika interrupted.
Her father agreed.
»They're very nice boys,« she said,
»only Angie and me don't play with boys.«

»That may change sometime, but
for the moment it's okay,«
he said with a smile and then continued.
»It was at the time, that is now called the
''Golden Time'', when glorious princess Jenny
still reigned in the castle. The magic piano
that you have already discovered there,
is hers.«

»Was she a beautiful princess?«
Tika asked.

»The most wonderful and beautiful princess
I have ever met. She's certainly not less
wonderful and beautiful today.
Where ever she may be.
But now, let me tell you the story:
The first night of my vacation, I suddenly
found myself climbing up
the chimney of the beach house
in my sleep at night.

It was so easy to climb and I was so fast.

Soon I arrived in the magic land in the stars.
You were there yourself last summer,
so you know how it is up there.
Everything that is good,
is possible there, remember?
Of course, no one had told me that before,
I had to find out all this solely by myself.
It took some time. Every night I waited for
the magic moment,
the second I fell asleep.
And off I was!

Most nights princess Jenny already waited for me.
She showed me all the magic places and
she played the magic piano for me.
I remember the castle very clearly,
the wonderful gardens around it.
Imagine all the flowers!
The sea and the dolphins, the beach,
the tame wild horses. And, oh yes,
the rainbow you could climb,
the almost endless slide into the sea,
and not to forget the swing.
You know which one I mean,
the one that hangs in the stars.
When you're swinging, you can see
the world and the stars
from above.
The princess loved to sing while
she was swinging, so that
her angelic voice filled
the whole universe in some special
magic nights.«

»Daddy?« Tika said silently, almost
half asleep,
»can you still go there today?«

»My dear, I am sorry, but
I am too big now,
I can only dream myself up
in emergencies.
If a most wonderful
and beautiful girl,
who fortunately happens to be
my daughter,
needs help.«

»Up there I'm Fantastilla,«
Tika said,
»and you are Fantidad. I am glad
you married our mommy, as else
I'd be having a different dad today.«
She closed her eyes and quickly
fell asleep.

Her father still kept sitting
beside her for a moment,
lost in bright thoughts.

»I like my magic name and
I love my daughter,«
he finally said
and slowly left the room,
of course not forgetting
the good-night kiss.

»Miaow!«
Boots-the-cat
appeared in the door and jumped
onto Tika's bed.
Her father patted his head,
whispering
»Don't wake her up, else I put you
in the bathtub tomorrow!«
As so often, he looked
as if he didn't understand,
but of course, we know
that he did.
CHAPTER 6
 
The next night,
when Tika's father came to say
good night,
Tika wanted to know more.
Especially she wanted to know
why it seemed impossible
to go to this land on a normal night,
when not on vacation.

»It can't be the chimney tree,«
she concluded,
»when Angie used her
magic shoes
to meet up there with me.«

Her father thought for a moment,
then confessed that
he also didn't have an answer to this.
For many years he had asked himself
the same question.
»It must be the magic,«
he thought aloud,
»or the good air at the seaside.
You can always dream of this land,
but you can only go there
when you're near the castle.«

»Do you think that Melanie
knows how to get there
from here?« Tika wondered, but
her father also didn't know
how to answer this second question.

»Things are never quite what they seem,«
he replied instead,
»there may be an entrance for you,
and another one for her. There may even be
two different lands, only the castle and
the rainbow happen to be in both.
In a land like this,
things don't need to be completely logic.
They are just the way they are.
As an adult, my love,
I am far from knowing everything.
Enjoy your dreams, that's all I can say.«

Tika looked thoughtful.
»Mommy knows everything,
doesn't she, daddy?«

Tika's father laughed heartily.
»Yes,« he said,
»she knows everything, except for
some small secrets, perhaps.

That night, Tika dreamed of
visiting her secret land once more.
She dreamed of
everything she wanted to do there,
of all the creatures
she would meet.

She missed it,
all of it, and everything about it.
In her dream that night,
she walked through the waterfall into
her magic land.
There, she found herself on the green meadow,
she spread her arms and ran faster and faster,
finally super-running and super-bouncing freely.

She was so surprised to be back that
she didn't believe she was
really there.
She super-ran to
the castle and jumped in through
an open window.
Remembering the rooms from her previous visits
the summer before,
she readily went to see her old friend
Mr. Hoochie K. Oochie,
the care bear in bear care.

»Mr. Oochie!«
Tika called and ran to the bed in
which he was resting,
»Mr. Oochie! Mr. Oochie! Please,
am I here now, am I not?
Can you see me?«

»No,« the huge bear replied in his deep old voice.
Tika was stunned.

»You mean to say that
this is just a dream?« she tried.

»It sure isper, as sure as Quizper«
the bear replied.

»No, no, no, Hoochie!«
a nurse in the room interrupted,»
you're mixing things up again.«

Who's up?« asked Mr. Oochie.

»Not me!« a voice boomed frighteningly loud from
the bed next to Mr. Oochie's.
It belonged to a small bear with a highly
puzzled look on his face.

»Who is THAT?!«
Tika stuttered terrified.

»Normally I am not replying to
people who aren't even here,«
the nurse said,
»but as you seem to be a friend of Mr. Oochie's,
I will make an exception. This,« she motioned to him,
»is Quizper.«

»Quizper, who doesn't know how to whisper,«
Hoochie K. Oochie added.

»But why doesn't he know how to whisper?«
Tika wanted to know.
The bear and the nurse looked at each other.

»We never ask him anything, because
he always shouts at us,«
the nurse gave back friendly,
»you better leave him alone.«

Tika moved closer to Quizper's bed.
Then she put both forefingers into her ears.
Quizper looked even more puzzled than usual.
She took both fingers out of her ears and carefully
touched Quizper's ears. With one jolt
she pulled them out and held two ear-plugs
in her hands.

»Oh, they were still in my ears?«
Quizper asked.

»He didn't shout,«
the nurse said stunned.

»Did someone finally fix the noise?«
Quizper asked.

»I don't hear a noise,«
Tika said and looked at her friend Hoochie.

»Something's terribly wrong in
the Princessdom of Cigolon,«
the bear said with a deep sigh,
»the princess is on leave most of the time and
apart from that
she's still having problems with
her letters and numbers. Especially with
the numbers.«

»Numbers?«
Tika asked surprised,
»what is wrong with the numbers here in the princessdom of .. 
what was the name again?
How do you call this place here?«

»Princessdom of Cigolon, big blonde lady,«
Mr. Oochie explained,
»and the princess wanted to start a mouse race, but
she counted ''ONE – TWO – FLEE'' and
everyone fled
which made the princess very angry.
Now counting is prohibited by law until
the missing number
is back.«

Tika buried her face in her hands,
the way her mother always did when something
inexplicable
had happened.
»This is only a dream, isn't it?«
she said, trying to cheer herself up.

»Yup,« Mr. Oochie said.

»Yup,« Quizper said,
»and by the way,
who are you and won the race?«

»This is the big blonde lady who found the letters of
our majesty's name last year,«
Mr. Oochie explained,
»and Lin Tassel won the race.«

»Lin Tassel is a jumping mouse; she cannot
win a race. She can win a jump!«
Quizper stated firmly.

»The princess said ''FLEE'', so
she won the flee.
Or flight.
Or something.
At least she got the gold medal.«

»No, she didn't get the gold medal,«
the nurse corrected,
»they haven't found her yet!«

Suddenly Tika felt something touch her shoulder.
She opened her eyes and looked at her mother.

»How did you find me here?«
she asked with wide eyes.

»Tika,«
her mother said,
»this is your bed; you sleep here every night.
Is everything okay with you?«

Tika yawned and jumped out of bed.
»Good jump,«
Tika's mother commented with a wink.
Tika raised one fist in the air and shouted
»Go for gold!«

After a long day at school with many numbers and
a strangely quiet Melanie,
Tika was tugged in at night by her dad.
Once more she asked him to tell her new details about his adventures in the magic land.
So he told her unbelievable, incredible,
impossible tales of what had
happened to him when
he was younger.

Shura had been the most famous
magician of that time.
Her heart was bigger and purer than
the hearts of
most others.
So in this land where everything
is possible as long as
it's good,
everything was super-possible
for Shura.
Her magic was stronger than
any other magic.
She directed the stars at night
and drew pictures of light into the sky.
When once
she wanted to go to an island,
she didn't super-fly, but had
the island pick her up at the shore where
she was waiting.

Tika looked at her dad,
almost worried to ask a question.
At last, she did.
»What happened to her?«
she wanted to know, »how come
I never met her?«

Her father reminded her that
the magic land was larger than
a seven-year-old girl could possibly
imagine.
Shura was certainly
still living there.
Perhaps she was even
hiding
under her own magic spell
between the stars at night,
ready to rescue
hearts in distress
at any time.

Also, her father told her about
Miss Emily Chatterbox,
the slothy paper popper.
Tika objected firmly that
this was neither a proper word, nor
a proper creature, but
her father assured her
he had met her once in person.
She had been only
five years old
and came sporadically at night when
her mother was sleeping.
She had found a
secret entrance under
the kitchen sink so now she
crawled there
at night.
Miraculously she woke up
back in her own bed
every morning.

»Miss Emily Chatterbox
loved to play in mud and puddles,«
her father added.

»If I had been the magician then,«
Tika stated sleepily,
»I would have had her wake up
every morning in the bathtub!«

»Yes, my little bathtub captain!«
Tika's father smiled and
kissed her good night.
CHAPTER 7
 
»Whoooooaaaaah!«
A high-pitched scream echoed through
the night.

At first, Tika got a fright,
then it dawned on her that
it might have been
herself
who had screamed like that.
She listened quietly until
there was another scream.
Now she was perfectly sure that
it was, in fact, her who had screamed, but
she wondered how
and why she had done it.

»How on sea did I ...,«
she said and instantly
interrupted herself,
»... wait, wait, wait!
Where am I?!«

When she opened her eyes and looked around,
she screamed again.
The scream echoed through the night like
the ones before, then it was gone.
Tika hoped
the terrible screaming of hers was now finally over.
Still, she didn't know
where she was.

Around her
everything was almost dark,
some faint light allowed her to see that
she was surrounded by water.
Harder and harder she began to think
what had happened and
how she had come there.

»Water ... ,« she mumbled and instantly
interrupted herself again: »Wait!
How can I be sitting on water?«

With one hand she carefully touched
the ground around her. It was
solid, soft and... round.
Round?!
Her hand touched the ground again and
when she closed her hand to a fist,
she caught a ball.

»Bally!« she said stunned and remembered
the playground island in the sea that she had
visited the summer before with
her dear friend Angie.
Pandor, the taxi dolphin, had taken them there.
And then taken them back.
But was this her secret land that she was in?
If so, how did she get there?
No magic moment.
No chimney.

»Pandor?« she called hesitantly.
No reaction.

»Taxi!« she called more determined.
Again no reaction.

»Angie?« she asked, »or anyone?«
No reaction.

She let herself fall back and was
immediately covered by plastic balls.

»Aiyoh!«
she called and got on
her feet again to walk down to
the little rubber wall that separated
the island from the surrounding sea.

Her eyes had meanwhile gotten
accustomed to the little light,
so that when she looked out
into the endless distance,
she saw a flag on a pole.
A black flag.
Slowly it approached her.

Tika saw the pole was standing on
a kind of box. Also, there was something
faintly familiar painted on the flag.
It looked like... a skull!
She wiped her eyes and looked again.
There was in fact
a skull on the flag.
A bright
pink skull.

Instead of producing another scream,
Tika's mouth opened and closed again.
And that several times,
as if she was a talking fish.

The box slid closer.
It was a pirate ship.
Tika froze.

The ship stopped right in front of her and
a shaky ladder was rolled down.
Being a brave girl,
Tika grabbed it and climbed aboard, where
a posh sailor greeted her.

»Welcome to the PMS Amrita,«
he called in a loud voice,
way too loud for Tika's ears.

»Don't wake me up, stupid!« she thought,
but the words didn't find her mouth to get out.
More sailors climbed up and down the masts,
singing happy songs.
As soon as all sails had been set again,
the ship sailed away into the darkness
leaving Bally behind.

»What now?«
Tika finally asked the sailor, who still
stood there greeting her.

»To the captain,« he said in a tone that
did not
allow any further questions.
The sailor turned around and walked into the ship with
Tika solemnly following him.

Everything looked and smelled so strange
and unfamiliar.
Other sailors were busy running around,
doing their daily chores,
some of them singing as well.
One even had
a parrot on his shoulder.

»Stand!« the sailor shouted and stopped.
Tika almost bumped into him.

»You'll be taken to the captain,« he said,
greeted and left.

As no one was to be seen to either side,
Tika sat down cross-legged on
the wooden planks.
She had just taken a deep breath when
something small
sat beside her.
Tika looked and... SCREAMED!
(It was a scream scream, not a whooah scream)

»Are you ... a rat?«
Tika asked cautiously.

Since her visit to the magic land the year before,
she knew that sometimes things and creatures were
not always what they seemed to be
at first sight.

»Pat-Renee,« the rat said in a friendly tone,
»my name is Pat-Renee, and I'm a pet rat.
Come, pad my head!«

»You want me to pet your head, Pat?«
Tika asked.

»Yes!« Pat called,
»pet my head, don't make me
a sad rat. It's enough my tail's red; still I'm not a
red rat, but a pet rat.«
Now Tika's fear had gone, and she had to smile.

»You really sound nice,« she stated, adding
»And you're not a fat rat, Pat!«
She carefully petted his furry head which did not
feel unpleasant.

»Will you come with me?« Pat asked.

»I don't know,« Tika replied,
»I have to wait for the captain; I'm not sure
it's such a good idea.«

»Just for a minute,« Pat begged,
»you won't regret it, there's a
rat race going on right down
the corridor. Dadoo is also there.«

»Who is Dadoo?« Tika asked.

»Ah! You don't know him! He's the
leader of the pack!«

»Huh?« Tika called.

»You know him?« Pat asked surprised.

»Who?«

»Huh! His opponent!«
Pat said and shook his rat head in obvious confusion.

He ran down the corridor, Tika followed,
which wasn't very difficult as her legs
were much longer.
A few tikasteps later Pat stopped in front of
a crack in the woodwork.
There were other rats there,
in the middle of them, a bigger rat was
running in circles.

»That's him!« Pat whispered.
The whole group of rats was cheering
»Dadoo, run, run! Dadoo, run, run!«

Suddenly someone touched
Tika's shoulder.
She screamed again.

»Lady, you cannot always scream like that!«
the sailor said, »I told you to wait,«
he continued, »the captain wants to see you.
Come on! Leave the rat brat pack back and
follow me!«

»Yes, sailor!«
Tika saluted.

»Niffy,« the sailor said and shook her hand,
»you can call me Niffy, like everyone else here.
My full name is Niffy Cent, old Scottish blood.«

They arrived back at the captain's door,
and this time it was opened and Tika
motioned to enter.
Niffy remained outside and closed
the door behind her.

»I think we're alone now,«
a female voice said.
The voice belonged to a red-haired woman, who
introduced herself as Captain Tiffany.
Tika, who had expected an old captain with
a wooden leg and eye-patch was pleased.
She opened her eyes and smiled at
her mother.

»Good morning, my dear,«
her mother said cheerfully.
Tika let out a short high-pitched scream.

»Tika! For heaven's sake! What did you dream that
you scream like that when you see me?«

»Daddy doesn't do that, right?«
Tika said solemnly.
Her mother laughed heartily.

»Get up!« she said, gave her a peck on
the forehead and left.

An hour later Tika sat in the backseat of
her parents' car, driving downtown.
Tika's father played a CD on the stereo.
Tika and her mother were silently looking out of
their windows.
Suddenly, who would have guessed, Tika screamed.
Her mother jumped and banged her head on
the car window.

»TIKA! Are you crazy, girl! «
she called angrily.

»Daddy! What's that song? I know it!«

»It's magnificent, isn't it?«
her father gave back.

»Nooo!« Tika screamed,
»it's a woman!«

»Tika!«
her mother said in a warning tone.

»Yes, it's a woman,«
her father said laughing,
»that's Tiffany.«

»She is real?!«
Tika wondered perplexed.

»Sure,« her father replied,
»she's been my favorite singer since
I was a boy, a little older than you are now.
We played that CD already yesterday, remember?«

»She's not a pirate?«
Tika inquired dumbfounded.

»Did you bang your head, dear?«
her mother asked in a concerned tone.

»No, mom, you did!« Tika replied with a smile.
Her father laughed again, what earned him
an angry look from his wife.

»Daddy?« Tika continued,
»what does.. let me try to remember..
what does ''PMS'' exactly mean?«

»Ouch!« Tika's mother sighed and
rubbed her temples.

»Did you bang your head again, dear?«
her father asked.

»No dear, Tika obviously did!«
her mother replied with a frown.
Now Tika laughed.
She liked it when her mother said funny thing,
pretending to be serious.

»It means ''Pirate Motor Ship'',«
her father explained in a good mood,
»as the motor hadn't been invented in the ancient time
you arrived in, they still used sails then,
but the name was already intended for the future.«

Tika looked disappointed.
»I'm afraid,« she whispered,
»when this is really true, I must have been on
this ship
long before I was born.
And that LAST NIGHT!
I don't like to go there again.«

»Oh dear,« her father soothed her,
»when you have such lively dreams,
it's getting time to
go on vacation.
In your magic land
you never have to worry,
because time
doesn't exist there.
The time there
is always NOW.«

»Pirate motor ship,« Tika's mother said
and shook her head, »who's ever heard of
such a thing before!«

»Amrita,« her father smiled.

»Now!« Tika cheered.

That was the moment that put all three
in the right mood
for a holiday.
CHAPTER 8
 
A few days after this unusual adventure
the school year was finally over and
holiday time had come.
Tika and Melanie said good-bye,
promising each other to stay BFFs.

One day later,
after a long drive
Tika and her family arrived at
the good old rented beach house.
Tika's friend Angie already awaited them at
the end of the road.
Tika jumped out of the car and raced
into her friend's open arms.

As soon as Tika's parents had unloaded the car,
they all joyously changed into their beach clothes
and went down to meet and greet the sea.
Not long afterwards
the sun set and it was about
time to return
to the beach house.
The two girls whispered and
giggled all the way,
after all, it was their long-awaited
first night together ahead.

When they had reached the house,
Tika's father faced the girls with
a serious expression on his face.

»Girls,« he said,
»I expect you both to be back by morning.
And this time you will not forget the cat!«

»But daddy,«
Tika said unawakened,
»we're not going anywhere!
We'll be sleeping like logs tonight.«

One hour later both girls were in bed,
still giggling.
They had agreed to go
hand in hand as soon as
they had closed their eyes and sleep
got its hold of them.
Tika silently wondered, if they still had to wear
star-spangeld pajamas
after crossing the rainbow entrance to
their magic land.
One way or another they were
determined
to have a blast.

»First of all we're going to
dream hide-and-seek, okay?«
Tika suggested.

»Wait!« Angie said,
»what about my magic shoes?
Shouldn't I be wearing them?
Remember how they saved us last year?«

»And where are they now?«
Tika inquired.

»Oh!« Angie sighed,
»my mother gave them away, because
my feet have grown.«

»We'll have to try without them,«
Tika concluded,
»just hold my hand and come with me.
We'll leave Betecee here so that this time
he won't get us
into trouble.«

Both girls closed their eyes and waited silently
for sleep to come.
They didn't have to wait long.
Together they climbed up the chimney into
the magic land.
As already the year before,
they found themselves in front of the deaf waterfall.
They passed it without getting wet, and they entered
wearing funky pajamas.

»Wow!« Angie exclaimed,
»so good to be back!«

Hand in hand they raced through
the meadow to greet the castle,
the sea, the rainbow and all the
creatures on their way.
Angie suggested to go horseback riding or
take the next rocket up to the
giant swing between the stars,
but Tika wanted to greet the princess first.
It's a matter of good manners, she knew.
Also, she wanted to find out if
the princess and Melanie were really
one and the same person.
The only question was: where to find her?
Perhaps in the castle...

Everything went dark.

»Angie?« Tika called.

»Everything's fine, dear.
It's just a dream,«
a familiar voice said somewhere in the distance.

»Tika?« Angie suddenly called.
Tika opened her eyes and stood in front of the castle, Angie stood beside her.

»Tika?« Angie said.

»Yesssssss..?«
Tika replied hesitantly.

»Why are you Tika and
not Fantastilla?«

Tika didn't know what to reply.
Angie was right,
the year before they had been
Fantastilla and Espadrilla at night,
but now they were Tika and Angie.
A terrible suspicion grew in Tika:
they were getting old like her dad!

»Shall we go on?«
Angie wondered aloud.

Together they walked through the castle,
not really knowing where to look
until suddenly Deedee and Doi,
the two royal wardens appeared before them.

»Awflee three!«
Deedee exclaimed,
obviously happy to see Tika and Angie,
»we're having a big problem, ladies!«

»What's the problem?« Tika called.

»The problem is that we're all up and
waiting with breakfast for you,«
Tika's mother replied,
»and if you're not downstairs within five minutes,
I'm gonna make it
your problem,
young lady!«

Tika carefully opened one eye,
mumbled something about a jet lag and
jumped out of bed.
Four and a half minutes later
Tika jumped into the kitchen in her
bare feet and jammies, but already
neatly combed, at call to save the world.

They talked about their plans for the day,
then changed into their beach clothes and
left for the sea.

After an exciting day filled with swimming,
splashing, laughing, loitering and
water balloon battles,
Angie's mother came over, and they all had
a delicious BBQ in the garden of
their magic beach house.

Later in bed, the two girls prepared for
another adventure.
As soon as they were back in the castle,
they continued their search for the princess.
When they reached the second floor,
Angie sometime began to smell something
very pleasant, almost delicious.
Tika also caught the smell.

»Watermelon hazlenut?« she guessed.

»More.. rose pear?«
Angie suggested,
»or rather chamomilla vanilla?«

»Definitely not pizza!«
a high voice called.
It was Little Red Poohster,
the princessdom's worst smelling animal.
Tika and Angie held their noses.

»Pooh!« they exclaimed together,
»go away and leave us alone!«

In this moment a tiny figure appeared
in front of them.

»Ladies, was that you?«
she asked with an indignant look and
also held her nose.

»No, no, no!«
Tika replied,
»it was the Little Red Poohster.«

The tiny figure looked at the two girls.

»Who are you and how do you dare know HIM!«
she demanded to know.

»I'm Tika,« Tika said,
»and this is Angie, my friend.
We're both friends of your princess.
But we haven't seen you before,
what is your name and where
may the princess be? We happen to be
looking for her.«

»Oh! Then you're the big ladies!«
she cried,
»I am Carlota, the princess's airdresser.«

The girls were pleased to meet her.
They learned that the princess was playing in her bathroom and certainly wouldn't mind having guests to entertain.

»In the bathroom?!« Angie asked,
»are you really sure? I wouldn't ...«

»By the way,«
Tika addressed Carlota,
»what's this nice smell here?«

»That's wish,«
Carlota replied.

»Chamomilla vanilla wish?«
Angie wondered.

»No,« Carlota explained,
»plain wish. Green apples with
a hint of shampoo and nothing else.«

»What does ''nothing else'' smell like?«
Tika inquired because she remembered that in this land things were never
quite what they seemed to be.

»That's my secret,«
Carlota laughed.

Instructed by Carlota
the girls followed the ''Royal Bathroom'' signs.
When they opened the final door,
a looooong golden ladder
led up to the extinct volcano behind the castle.

»No more magic shoes!«
Angie sighed.

»Remember?«
Tika reminded her friend,
»everything is possible here when it's
something good.
Let's invent super-climbing, okay?
I count to three. One.. two..«

A second later the two girls arrived on
the crate of the volcano. It was filled with
bubbling warm water.
In the very middle of it stood the princess.

»Hi there, Melanie!«
Tika called, looking closer.
She was wearing her governmental dirndl,
even while bathing.

»Melanie?«
she said, now a lot more quiet,
»why are you so small?«

»Don't you Melanie me, big blonde lady!«
the princess hollered,
»my name is Aniemal, and I am the princess here!«
»And also the magician,« she added.

Tika looked stunned.

»Melanie?«
she asked again, dumbfounded,
instantly correcting herself,
»Princess Aniemal, I meant to say,
how come you're suddenly
a magician as well?«

»Because I want to,«
the princess replied.
She waved her hand in front of Tika's eyes.
»Wooooosssh!« she hissed.
Nothing happened.
The princess tried anew.
Again nothing happened.
A bit annoyed she stomped her foot
and disappeared in the water.

»And this is your best friend from school?«
Angie asked full of surprise.

Tika also had no clue of what
was going on, so she shrugged her shoulders,
took her friend by the hand and super-jumped
back to the castle.

As it was their first night in the castle after
almost a year,
Angie suggested they do
something exciting.
So Tika ran through the castle,
looking for a certain room,
but there were so many!

When she was sure that
she had found the right one,
she opened it without any hesitation.

Angie looked around and was stunned by
the huge balcony overlooking the sea.

Inside the room, there was nothing but
a grand piano.

»You know how to play?«
Angie asked.

Instead of replying, Tika hit the keys.
As she had expected, the magic keys of the grand
soon played by themselves and moved her fingers
as if they were magnetic.
Angie was stunned and speechless.

»Wow,« she sighed and started to dance to
the beat.

The door to the balcony opened, and a
whole orchestra walked in,
fully equipped with all instruments that
one could imagine.
Behind them walked a tiny woman in a
very long black dress.
When she saw Tika,
her eyes began to gleam.
The big blonde lady was back!

The tiny woman,
whose name was Corinne Crumbs,
was the most famous singer in the
Princessdom of Cigolon.
She saw Angie, walked over to her
and took her by the hand.

»Come on, sing with me,
other big lady!« she called.

»But I can't!« Angie called,
totally surprised.

»You can! Come on, just do it!«
Corinne smiled and began to sing the
beautiful and festive ''Ode to Joy.''
Angie couldn't help but join in and soon
the two were singing the most wonderful duet
ever heard in the whole land.

Tika played faster and faster,
and everyone was dancing,
playing and singing.
A moment later the music stopped
and Tika disappeared.

»Mummy, Daddy! Wake up!«
Tika hopped onto her parents' bed,
»Angie's talking in her sleep, she's SINGING!«

»Hush,« Tika's mother, soothed her sleepily,
»just go back to bed, close your eyes and
sleep again. Everything is going to be fine.«

Another few moments later
Tika found herself back in
the castle with her friend.

»Did you make me stop singing?«
Angie asked and looked around.
The two girls stood in the middle of a meadow.
None of them knew what had happened.

Tika sensed that this change of scenery
might have been her fault,
but before she had a chance to think any further,
Angie super-ran towards the take-off ramp for
the giant swing.
When Tika had arrived,
a split of a second later,
both girls took a seat on the ramp,
pulled the trigger
and were catapulted into the sky.

Moments later they arrived on the swing.
The magic land below them looked so
small and beautiful.
Tika pushed the START button, the swing began to move.
At first very slowly,
then faster and higher.
The magic land had become even smaller,
and the stars came closer.
Angie pushed the NIGHT button and suddenly
it was night all around them.
The stars shone brightly,
the moon was almost within reach.
Angie began to sing
''You are my sunshine''
and Tika joined in.

Not long afterwards an indeterminable
noise could be heard,
as if something was being drawn back.

»Turn the night back on!«
Tika protested.

But instead of closing the curtains again,
Tika's mother pulled her blanket back and
chased her out of bed.
As usual, Angie had been up first.

After breakfast all four of them drove to the mall in which
Angie's mother Wanda ran her second-hand shop.
As usual, the two girls played in the storeroom while
the three adults had coffee and talked,
interrupted every now and then
by a customer.

Later Angie, Tika and her parents drove down to
the sea for
some more chilling and playing.
When after a shared bowl of salad for lunch
Tika lay back in the sand next to her mother,
she quickly dozed off.

Once more Deedee and Doi greeted her.
Only this time
they arrested her and
commanded her to follow.

»What!« Tika said and lifted her right arm.
Unfortunately, Doi had been holding her wrist so
that now he hung
at the height of Tika's nose,
begging her to be more careful.

»What's up?« Deedee shouted.

»I am!« Doi shouted back.

Tika put Doi back down on the ground, then
she happily allowed the two wardens to take her to their princess.

»Hey Ho! Big Blonde Lady!«
princess Aniemal called as soon as she saw
the three arriving.

»We have a problem. We need help!«
the princess stated.

»You can count on me,«
Tika replied and hoped to learn something more.
But instead of describing the problem,
the princess frowned and began to sing:
»Kung Fu Tree, Poor Life Kicks, Late Dine Can!«

»Excuse me?« Tika asked with a puzzled look.

»You are excused,«
the princess said,
stomped her foot and disappeared.
Tika looked at Deedee and Doi.

»What's her problem?« she asked.

»Awflee three,« Deedee began,
»numbers are a big problem. Did you hear how
she counted? Why did you have to tell her to
count on you anyway?
Now we will never solve the real problem!«

Both wardens lowered their heads and looked to the floor
as if they were ashamed.
When Tika inquired about the real problem,
Briggy Blue,
the baby blue-eyed bridge bride 
stepped up from behind, asking for
permission to speak.
As both wardens didn't know what to reply,
she began to explain.
She described the noise that
the wind made in a very figurative way so
that Deedee and Doi automatically
put in their earplugs.
When she had finished,
she looked at Tika with high expectations in
her baby-blue eyes.

But all that Tika managed to say was:
»The wind? It squeaks?«

»It's so much fun!«
Angie almost screamed.

»A rusty door is nothing compared to you, Angie,«
Tika's mother said,
»now you woke us all!«

As everyone was up early,
they went on a day-trip down the coast
where they rented a little boat and spent
half the day on the water.

Later in the evening Angie and Tika lay in bed,
holding hands again.
They didn't have to wait long for
the magic moment to arrive.

»Let's try ''Painting by numbers'', your majesty«
a voice said.

»No, no, no! I want to play ''Cucumbers by numbers'' instead.
Poof! All is green. Next game!«
the princess commanded.

»Melanie?« Tika asked?

»Hey Ho« Big Blonde Lady!
Who are you looking for? Me? Yes?
I'm the princess, my name is Aniemal,
and I am not the other one.
School is school and work is work.
By the way, did I tell you that I am also
a magician now? No? Then look:
''From Chegueva to Capyba,
a wee bit bee wit in a band eight of band itch, poof!
Aaaargh! It's always the same!
It never works when someone is watching.
Now go and repair the wind, please!«

»Did she just say ''eight''?«
Angie whispered.

»Kung fu tree...,«
Tika said and shook her head in disbelief.

»A wee bit bee wit. I love that!«
a humming voice called from behind.

»Is it you, Bluebucket-the bee?«
Tika asked with a smile.

»Peace!«
Bluebucket retorted and made the usual V-sign
with his wings.
He wanted to say something when
a faint female voice could be heard in the grass.

»Clowngirl wins a ring, la la la la la...«
Bluebucket landed on the ground where he thought
the voice was coming from.
Obviously, he wasn't welcome.

»Don't hum, bee, be a humble bee!
And don't you stumble on me. Just let it be.«

»How dare you talk to me! Cannot be!«
hummed Bluebucket.

»You're a cannot bee? That's new to me!«

»Oh, stop it now!
Who are you and what's that song?«

»Red bed green cream yellow fellow
stinky pinkie blue shoe...«

»Ey, little one, do you eventually have a name?
Or are you deaf?«

»No way, fat flying insect,
I am Eve Ant. Don't you know me?
Clowngirl wins a ring, la la la la la...«

»Is she... an ant?«
asked Tika finally,
fearing the night was already over before
the two settled their argument.

»Oh, sorry,« Bluebucket said,
»girls, have you heard
we're having a problem here?«

»We so do!«
Angie and Tika replied in unison.

»The princess always forgets the numbers,«
Bluebucket sighed,
»last year it was the letters,
this year it's the numbers.
What do you guys learn in school today?«

»Something about the wind?«
Tika wanted to know.

»Hey, I didn't learn wind in school!«
Angie protested.

»No,« Tika contradicted,
»I am asking BB if there is something
wrong with the wind.«

»Who is ''BB'' now?«
Bluebucket wondered.

»You are!« Tika replied excitedly.

Sadly Bluebucket wasn't able to give a hint, because squeaky noises weren't within the
range of frequencies that his ears picked up.
He hadn't heard any noise.

»Now, that's great,« Tika sighed,
»how are we supposed to help when
no one can tell us what the problem is.«

»What's your problem?«
a well-known voice asked,
waking up Tika.

»Oh Mommie,« she sighed,
»don't tell me the night is already over again.
Where's Angie, did you see her?«

Her mother laughed.
Did Tika really believe the people get lost at night?
Perhaps like her cat last summer?

»Would you like to send your
friend Melanie at home
an email today?
Or should we send her a postcard? «
Tika's father inquired at the breakfast table.

Tika looked surprised.
»Melanie?« she asked dumbfounded.

»Yes. Melanie,« her father confirmed,
»your best friend in school. You promised to stay
in touch during our holidays.«

»I'll keep it in mind,«
she said firmly and laughed.

»How about another boat trip today, my girls?«
her mother said.
Tika and Angie cheered.
As a matter of fact
it became a great day with a lot of happiness,
ice-cream and adventure.
In the evening both girls fell tired early.

»Awflee three!« Deedee called.
Both girls looked down and instantly
saw him in his funny uniform.

»Good to see you,« Tika said,
»do you know how to count and
can you tell us something about the problem that
everyone except for Bluebucket is talking about?«

»Kung fu tree!« Deedee said.

»Yes?« came the instant reply.
Everyone looked around.

»Over there!« Deedee explained,
»the kung fu tree. It thought I called it.«

»The tree thought you called it?«
Angie looked at Deedee with big eyes.

»Awflee three, kung fu tree!«
Deedee apologized.

»It should be ''One, two, three'',«
Tika corrected.

»One, two, three, kung fu tree?«
Deedee tried.

»Noooo!«
the tree grumbled from behind.

Now Doi appeared as well,
looking highly disgruntled and impatient.

»Big blonde lady,« he called,
»the princess demands to know what you are doing
to help her repair the wind.«

Tika looked first at Doi,
then at Deedee, then at Angie.

»Repair the wind?«
she finally asked and scratched her head.
»Could someone please explain?«

»But haven't you heard it?« exclaimed Doi,
»it's terrible, it's scaring everyone, and it's deafening.
Two nights ago, the whole princessdom was torn out of bed.
The princess almost went crazy while Thudder-the sheep
tried to bleat even louder so that
his warning could be heard.«

»When the noise is louder than Thudder,
then it's really bad,«
Tika concluded,
»we'll immediately look into
this matter and investigate it.«

»Thank you. You better hurry!«
Doi called and marched off with
Deedee by his side.

»How now, brown cow?«
Tika said and looked at Angie.

»Let's see if we can find someone to ask,«
she suggested.
So the girls walked through the magic land and
looked out for creatures that may help them
or at least
give them a hint where to start or
what exactly to look for.
CHAPTER 9
 
»Are you looking for something?«

»Mama? You again?«
Tika rubbed her sleepy eyes full of
curious astonishment.

»Would you like me to be replaced by
an alarm clock tomorrow morning?«
she asked with a laugh and kissed her
daughter on the forehead.

»Alarm!« Tika called,
»BAAAAAAM!«

»Oh dear!
Today we have a sheep as a daughter,
who knows what
will be tomorrow,«
Tika's mother sighed and left the room.

When some minutes later Tika walked into
the kitchen, her parents and Angie got up from
their chairs and cheered.
»Hello! Hello!«
»Tika, Tika, go!«
»Go on! Go on!«

»Hmmmmm...,«
Tika said and looked surprised.

»Hmmmmm...,«
Angie and Tika's parents replied.

»Something is wrong, isn't it?«
Tika stuttered and scratched her head,
wondering if she had an idea of
what was going on.
She felt clueless.
Clueless and tired.
She shrugged her shoulders.

Finally, everyone sat down and
Tika's father explained that
it was almost impossible to wake up
Tika in the morning so that
every day
they had to wait for breakfast
until she finally cared to
get up and join them.

»We're hungry!«
Angie called.

Tika felt a bit ashamed and didn't know what to say. Especially when she didn't know if Angie remembered the same things about the night as her.
It would be so embarrassing to see Angie or
her parents laugh at her
when she reported her
nightly adventures.

Later at the beach, Tika talked to Angie about it.
Angie also talked about her trips into
the magic world at night.
Suddenly Angie fell silent.

»What is it?«
Tika wanted to know.

Angie explained that she had accompanied Tika into her dreams every night so far, but now she would like to go first and have Tika go with her into her dream the following night. And that they decided to do.

As soon as they were back in the magic land,
Angie took the lead.

»Wowwww!« Tika exclaimed.
Where the night before there had been
a plain field,
there now was a big amusement park.
Angie beamed with joy and looked at
her friend with big eyes.
Tika was speechless.
Everything was so colorful,
so dreamy.
The sounds and smells were the most
wonderful ones
Tika had ever heard or smelled.
Angie took her friend's hand and
walked her
into the hurly-burly.

They went on the merry-go-round,
got tickets at the lottery booth,
got cotton candy and popcorn,
went on the bumper cars,
threw darts at balloons and had
the most fun they've ever had
in a night.
Naturally, Angie won
the darts match, because it
was her dream.
She wanted to play another round,
but then
a little man walked up to the girls and
stood in their way.

»What do you think
you are doing here, young ladies?«
he said with a wobbly voice.

»I'm showing my friend around,«
Angie replied politely,
»she's a friend of your princess.«

»Oh oh oh!« the little man said,
our princess is very strenuous these days.
By the way, may I introduce myself?
My name is Waldi.«

»Because of your hair?«
Angie asked.

»No!« Waldi replied with an indignant look,
»not Baldi. Waldi. With a ''W''. Actually with
a double one plus one, because
my full name is Waldi W. Wuppdich and
I am the owner of
the white-water ride
over there.«

»That's so cooool! « Angie called,
»can we go there?«

»Wait,« Tika said and looked at Waldi,
»what is it that bothers
your princess so much?«

Waldi's eyes looked like pickled eggs.
»You mean to say...
you haven't heard it yourself yet?
The wind! It's broken!«

»Wind. Cannot. Break.«
Angie stated with determination.

»It can! It can!«
Waldi W. Wuppdich contradicted,
»we all have heard it here. It was
so loud that
we all had to hold our ears and
wait for it to subside.«

Angie looked at her friend,
who looked clueless
and just shrugged her shoulders.

»The princess is sure it is the wind,«
Waldi continued,
»what else could make such a haunting noise?
At least none of us here
has something to do with it.
Not even Nogo.«

Again Angie looked at her friend,
who looked clueless
and just shrugged her shoulders.
»Who?« Angie asked.
»Who-ho?« Tika asked.

Once more Angie looked at her friend,
who looked clueless
and just shrugged her shoulders.

»Sorry for that-hat,«
Tika said,
moping and mowing.

Waldi sighed, rolling his eyes,
»Moopdee, go away from her!
She's a friend of our princess!«

Angie and Tika looked at Waldi.
He explained that Moopdee was
the park's own hiccups that jumped
from visitor to visitor as a
kind of attraction.

Waldi offered the girls
free rides on the white-water ride
to apologize.
Eagerly
they both agreed, so that soon
all problems were completely forgotten.

When both girls were soaking wet,
Tika suggested to rest in the sun
for a moment
and have something to drink.

They found two empty deck chairs
and sat down with a
bottle of juice from
one of the stalls.

Soon a loud
buzzing approached.
Bluebucket and a friend landed
on the armrest
next to Angie.

»Peace!« Bluebucket called,
»any news so far?
Did you manage to
help
the princess?
This, by the way,«
he pointed to his friend,
»is Shemumble,
Miss Shemumble.«

»This lady is huge,
she scares me!«
said Shemumble.

»Does she, Miss Mumble?«
Bluebucket laughed.

»Don't you Missmumble me,
you bumblebee,«
Shemumble mumbled back.
»Do you hear that song over
there at the merry-go-round?
It's called ''In the summertime''
and was composed by
my grand-uncle, a hipbee called
Mumble Jerry.«

»Girl, what are you
talking about?«
Bluebucket laughed, and
they both flew off.

»You should have asked them about
that magician
your father had mentioned,«
Angie said to Tika,
not really sure
why she hadn't asked him
herself.

»I wish I could hear
the noise myself,«
Tika sighed and
dozed off in the sun.

Angie shook her head about such
an insolence
and walked back to see if
Waldi was still around.
At last, it was her dream, so
she was allowed to
do something on her own.
The lights and sights and
smells and sounds were
just too tempting.

When she passed the darts booth,
she was offered
a bunch of balloons and
when she passed the
Lottery booth,
she had won a giant stuffed
tiger. Angie literally felt
like in a dream.

With both arms full of presents and sweets
she wanted to super-run
over to the royal stables, but
a voice stopped her. Somehow
the voice sounded familiar.
She looked down and
was shocked.

»Boots-the-cat!« she called,
»what are YOU doing here?«
Since his accident in the magic land
the summer before,
Angie and Tika had assumed
Betecee would stay at home and not,
never ever,
return to this land
on his own.

»How did you get here!«
Angie said, still shocked.

»It seems I have just come
in time,« the cat tiredly replied,
»what are you doing with that
fellow species of mine
on your arm?«

Angie looked at the stuffed tiger.
»It's a tiger,« she said.

»It he dead?« Betecee asked
with wide eyes.

»Nooo,« Angie laughed,
»he is stuffed.«

Betecee scratched his head with one paw.
»Was he
ever alive?«

»Nooo,« Angie laughed,
»it's a toy!«
She knelt down and
tickled him.
»Tika loves you,
she wouldn't stuff you,
don't worry!«

»Who is Tika?«
Betecee wondered.

»Your owner,«
Angie replied a bit astonished,
»you certainly know her,
you are sleeping in her bed
almost every night.«

»Ah! The big blonde can-opener!«
the cat grinned,
»I always forget her name.
Remember
I speak that strange human-ish
only up here at night,
so I don't bother
to remember names.«

Before Angie had a chance to reply,
Betecee lowered his head,
held his ears and
began to scream.
A moment later
she also heard it.

It sounded is if
the wind
was broken.
It squeaked terribly.
Suddenly every living being froze,
perhaps except for Bluebucket
who didn't happen to
be around.
Those who had ears,
put in ear-plugs, while
all others
tried to hide and
hold their ears.
Thudder bleated on top of
his lungs, which made the noise
even more eerie.

When Angie looked down,
Boots-the-cat was gone.
Perhaps he had gone
looking for Tika.
She would certainly be
more than surprised to
find him
jumping onto her belly
and wake her from
a dream.

The noise was still there and
paralyzing everyone.
As Angie was much taller than
the others,
the noise seemed less painful to her.
Still, it was highly unpleasant.
It sounded like ...
chalk and
long fingernails on a blackboard,
cutting through styrofoam with a
blunt pair of scissors;
walking through freshly fallen snow, wearing
a giant's rubber boots (only louder),
opening rusty doors
(one hundred at a time),
the neighbor's rusty bed in some nights,
cheerleaders walking through a gym
in wet shoes,
cleaning the windows with a leather cloth,
a defective bicycle pump,
Auntie Wendy-Kathleen,
putting on the brakes on a freight train,
a golden oriole ...

»Angie?«
»Tika?«
»Why are you making such noises
in your sleep?«
»Tika, what? Why are you up? It's in
the middle of the night.«
»Betecee jumped onto me.«
»He is here?«
»Hmmm.«
»Leave him here. Now sleep.«
»Good night, Angie.«
»Night, Tika.«

When Angie returned to
the magic land,
the noise was gone and
Tika was back at
her side.

Tika explained
how surprised she had been when
her cat had woken her up, but
Angie had been gone.
She had been worried
about her friend.
She had even
taken a rocket up to
the giant swing so that
she could have a better look all over
the magic land.
Then everything had
gone black,
and now they were back
together.

»Did you hear the noise and
Thudder giving alarm?«
Angie asked, but Tika swore
she hadn't heard
anything.

Angie wondered if
Tika might have dreamed when
she had fallen asleep
in her dream.
It simply wasn't possible
not to have heard that noise.
Not even Tika
could sleep that tightly.
The princess must be right,
something is wrong.
And only two girls
were able to do something about it.

Angie took Tika by the hand and
super-ran her
to the castle.
When they arrived, the princess was
already awaiting them.
She did not
look happy.
Deedee, Doi and Carlota,
the royal airdresser,
were by her side and trying to
appease her.

»I think I
can smell trouble here,«
Angie said,
making Carlota laugh
with this remark.

»You are right,«
the princess groused,
»according to my scientific
research,
wind is nothing but
air
in a hurry.
We've got to stop it
from hurrying.
Carlota,
make the air feel well
from now on, so it
will no longer hurry anywhere.
Problem solved, ta ta!
You weren't needed,
big blond ladies!«

»Awflee three!«
Deedee said,
»but are you really sure, my princess?«

»Of course I am!« she gave back,
»and I will prove it. Everyone around,
come and stand beside me.«
She looked around and continued:
»Now everyone obey my orders.
First, inhale and hold your breath.
All of you!
And now: BLOW!«

Everyone exhaled sharply.

»See?« The princess said
with a satisfactory grin,
»it works. No sound.«

Everyone cheered and
whooped with joy.

»Now, Wanten, tell me,«
the princess began but got
interrupted by Deedee:
»Warden, my princess,
I'm your warden.«

»Oh,« the princess scratched her
royal head,«
»that other name sounded so familiar,
but anyway,
what's that number thing
you're talking about? Why
is the three fleeing?
And where to?«

»I don't know,«
Deedee said upfront,
»you told us to say it.«

»Oh,« the princess scratched her
royal head once more,
»then it must have meant something.
Big blonde lady,«
she pointed at Tika,«
»somehow I sense you're good at school,
find out what it means and then
tell me. Dismiss!«

Tika was about to say something, but
then she remembered the princess pretended
not to be
her friend Melanie.
So she closed her mouth again and
followed Angie, who was
already walking away towards
the barn.

On the way, they talked about
the wind,
the princess and
the riddle.
None of them believed that
the princess had in fact
solved the mystery of
the squeaking wind.
They prepared to be called again
for help
next time it got windy.

»I know!« Tika suddenly said,
»the ''3'' is missing in their alphabet of
numbers, but
the wardens got it; they guard it!«

Angie looked puzzled.
»Missing in the alphabet of numbers?«
she repeated querying, »what is
an alphabet of numbers?«

»I have no idea,« Tika laughed,
»it just crossed my mind. It almost looks as
if the wind has blown
all numbers away.«

»Kung fu tree!«
Angie also had to laugh.
Soon both girls were laughing so hard that
they rolled around in the hay while
the horses watched silently and
shook their heads.

»It's the best night I've
ever had here,«
Angie said sometime later,
»I'm glad you're with me, Tika,
it's so much fun with you.«

Tika hugged her friend and told her that
from that night on
she would be
in her dream every night.
CHAPTER 10
 
»There a fair this weekend,
not far from here,«
Tika's father said,
instantly interrupted by a
loud rejoicing in two voices.

They picked up Angie's mother,
who had closed her shop
for the weekend
and drove off into
the countryside.

The more fields and farms they passed,
the more Angie and Tika
began to dream.
They imagined
living on a farm and doing in real
all the awesome things they did
in their magic land at night.

»Isn't it magical around here?«
Tika's mother said some time while
looking out of the window.

»Magic is an innocent child,«
Angie's mother replied,
»it's such a lovely world
in a child's imagination.«

»Let's imagine something magical then,«
Angie whispered to her friend and
leaned closer to her.

While the two girls whispered and giggled,
the adults talked about raising kids.
»When Angie comes to me,
she always talks about magic nowadays,«
Angie's mother said,
»as if your beach house was a magic castle.«

»They're magic girls,«
Tika's father claimed, adding that
he envied them for their careless and
vivid imagination.

»When Tika talks to me,«
Tika's mother said,
»it all sounds so real to me.
As if this castle really existed.«

»It does,« Tika's father said,
»I know it does. It exists because our girls
create it. Every night anew.«

They arrived at the fair and spent a happy afternoon there.
The girls tried their luck at different games and
were rewarded with several toys and sweets.
Stuffed with hot dogs, they went home for
a family DVD movie night.

Later in bed, Angie took Tika by the hand and told her
to get ready.
Moments later they found themselves
side by side on the giant swing.
Tika looked at her friend.
Surprise showed in her eyes.

»We had so much fun today,«
Angie laughed, »I need a break first.«
They let their legs dangle in the sky,
bathing their feet in the milky light of the stars.

When after some time Angie finally started the swing,
both girls fell asleep. And so the night progressed.

Knock.. knock..
Angie felt something on her forehead.
She sleepily opened one eye and found herself in
Tika's room next to her sleeping friend.
Doi-the moop was sitting on her nose and vigorously
hammering
onto her forehead with his tiny fists.

»Are you real?« Angie asked stunned.
Doi answered her that he was as real as her, only
a bit smaller and easier to not being noticed.

»My princess will not be pleased that you lie around
here lazily while we're still having a big problem,«
he continued,
»have you and the big blonde lady done anything so far?«

»Tika, wake up!«
Angie whispered, »he's here to get us!«

Tika grunted in her sleep but did not wake up.

»Tika! I have a wart on my forehead!«
Angie tried anew.

»Don't worry, can't be more than
a pimple,« came the sleepy reply.

»I'm a warden, not a pimple!«
Doi protested.
At the sound of his voice, Tika was suddenly
also wide awake.

»Are you real?« Tika asked stunned.

»Oh please, big ladies, can we discuss this later?«
Doi said a little impatiently,
»my princess demands that you appear at once.
Come take my hands, close your eyes and let's go.«
And so they did without hesitation.

Instead of arriving in the magic land,
they both woke with a start.
Betecee had jumped onto the bed
(narrowly missing Doi)
and now lay between them, purring as if
he had something important to say.

»Let's give it a try,« Tika said,
»we'll take him along and listen to what
he thinks he needs to tell us.«

So all three of them raced through the waterfall,
already impatiently awaited by Deedee and Doi on
the other side.
»The princess was very upset,«
they called out simultaneously.

»But,« Deedee continued,
»after not having slept because of the noise last night,
waiting for you finally made her fall asleep.
And once our princess sleeps,
she's unlikely to wake up before morning.
Even more, Carlota mixed some nice long sleep into
her royal bedroom air.«

»Grrrr!«
Betecee made the wardens
jump backwards.

»Backwardens,«
Doi said automatically.
Betecee laughed his cat-ish laughter and then remembered
that he spoke human-ish as well up in
this strange land.
»First of all, ladies, let's go to the bank,«
he said and wandered off,
leaving the girls and the wardens no chance,
but to follow him.

»Is there a bank here?«
Angie wondered.

»What does this eerie animal want with a bank?«
Doi wondered,
»everyone knows he sleeps almost like our princess.«

»Bank?« Tika wondered,
»neither my cat knows anything about money,
nor do our friends here.
What is this little tabby up to?«

They arrived at a pond. It was not the same pond that was
the home of Francine Foamduck,
the noble duck they had met the year before.
It looked magically boring,
still Betecee was quite excited about it.
He crouched down with his rear legs and then
super-jumped to the little river nearby.
Angie and Tika followed,
leaving Deedee and Doi behind as they lacked
the ability to super-jump.

»Boots, what are we doing here? «
Tika asked her cat,
»does it have anything to do with the damaged wind? «

»Damaged wind? « the cat asked astonished,
»you mean to imply that this
impertinent rooster is around again? This,«
he tried to point with two legs, but failed miserably,
»this is all about money.
You humans always say that money solves all problems.
So, let's go gold-fishing at the riverbank.
Look! There's Gertroud!«

The girls looked at the water, but all they saw
was a bubble.

»A submarine rooster?«
Tika suggested.

»She's a pout fish,« Boots explained,
»her name is Gertroud-the proud pout.«

The girls looked at each other.
In the distance the two wardens came running,
followed by a creature with a funny
colorful hat.

»Look!« Boots suddenly called out,
»there's Bling!«

The girls looked at the water, but all they saw
was a bubble.

»Bling is the CHEF,«
Betecee explained.

»What does he cook? Fish?«
Angie asked.

»Girls...,« Betecee replied and rolled his eyes,
»CHEF is short for Chief Executive Fish.
He's in charge of the River Bank.
Including the goldfish.«

Mr. Bling lifted his head above the water and asked the
girls to call him by his first name Dum.

»I am very pleased to meet our two new
international inhabitants,« he continued.

»In-ha-who?«
Tika whispered.

»In-ha-where?«
Angie whispered.

»Ho-chi-mia-culpa,« a voice said.
It was the man with the funny, colorful hat,
who had just arrived with the two wardens.

»Ah! I see you already met Dum Bling,« he said,
»hey Bling, still no coins in your bank?
You're such a coin sports!«

»Is he a tourist?«
Angie whispered.

»Perhaps Dum knows Niffy Cent,«
Tika wondered.

Meanwhile, the wardens had caught their breath and
introduced the funny man as Nogo, the joker.
Fortunately, he disappeared as soon as he had appeared,
causing no more confusion.

»You better forget him at once,«
Deedee said apologetically.
And that the girls did.
In that moment Tika felt something cold,
hard and wet hit her.
She screamed,
startling everyone around her.

»Dear, that's a no-go,«
her mother said sternly,
»you cannot fall asleep at the breakfast table and drop
your sleepy head onto your plate.
Look at the jam now on your forehead!«

»Nogo,« Tika whispered.

The following day at the beach flew by and
the next night came
in a jiffy.
Back in the magic land
both girls found Betecee by
their side once more.
CHAPTER 11
 
»Wardens« Tika called.
At once Doi came running.
Deedee was nowhere to be seen.

»Count!« Tika commanded.

»On what?« Doi replied confused.

»The numbers. Count the numbers.
Just the first ones that should be enough.«

»One,«
Doi began,
»two.. sorry.«

»Come again?« Tika questioned.
Doi disappeared.

»Where are you going?«
Tika called after him.

»I'm coming again, as you requested,«
Doi replied from a distance.
Due to his short legs,
the distance wasn't very distant.

»Shouldn't it be: One – two – three?«
Angie now suggested,
»like ''I am one, Betecee is two and Tika is three''?«

»Tika isn't three, Tika is one,«
the cat stated.

»Okay, then she is one and I am three,«
Angie concluded.

»That's too demanding for a cat like me,
I am going for a nap somewhere,«
the cat said in human-ish and jumped off.

»Awflee three,« Doi said,
»I also don't understand.«

»Okay then. Slowly,« Tika tried to explain,
»the numbers are: ''One – two – three.''
The apology however is: ''Awfully sorry.''

»Oh!« Doi said astonished and scratched his head.
Now Deedee came running.
»Awflee three,« he said, interrupted by Doi:
»It's sorry,« he told him.

»Of course you are!
One – two big ladies plus you makes sorry!«

»No! We are three!«

»What in the world for?«
Deedee asked dumbfounded.

Tika explained again.
»Oh, I see!« Deedee sounded stunned,
»we have to tell our princess!«

Each girl took a warden by the hand and then
super-jumped to the castle.

»Ah! There you are!« the princess called,
»can you find the witchmouse for me?«

»Which mouse?!« all four asked in one voice.

»I am the magician here, but my magic never works,
the witchmouse must have bewitched it.
Like she bewitched the wind.«

»Wait!« Angie called,
»there is no witchmouse here. Can't be!«

»You are right,« Tika added,
»things only happen or exist when they're good.
The witchmouse is either a good creature, or
she doesn't exist.
If she exists,
she cannot have bewitched the wind or the royal magician.«

»You sound so old and grown-up,«
the princess complained.

»By the way,« Doi cried and bowed in front of his princess,
»the big blonde lady has found your missing number.
It's three!«

»Three?« the princess looked bored,
»like in money?«

Everyone looked at her.

»Like.. I mean.. when you count money:
''One – two – three.''
It's the same in numbers as in money?«
the princess wondered.

Everyone sighed in despair.

»It's eight,« a distant voice said.
Tika carefully opened her eyes,
finding her mother by her side.
After breakfast Tika's father let his daughter
write the promised mail to her friend Melanie at home.

»Dear Melanie.
Sorry, it took me so long to write, but Angie and I are playing at the beach all day, and at night we are adventure hunting in our fairytale land together. Last night we taught the princess there how to count. Can you believe it? She didn't even know how to count up to three! Remember how I helped you with the same thing last year in school when you were also mixing up numbers at random?
The princess always reminds me a little of you. Still, she's so much smaller than you. And not as nice and friendly as you are. I wouldn't want HER as a friend.
You and me BFF.
Tika«

»Daddy! Where's her address?«

Her father clicked on 
 of the icons on his laptop and it appeared:
»princess@thecastle.ml«

»That's her address?« Tika wondered,
»what a strange coincidence!«

When the two girls and their cat arrived at
the castle the next night,
princess Aniemal was already waiting impatiently.

»I am nice and friendly,«
she declared and stomped her foot to stress it.

»I'm going for a nice and friendly nap,«
Betecee stated and walked off lazily.

»He's not causing us any trouble this year,
sleepy as he is,« Tika sighed.

»Princess!« Angie finally remarked,
»Princess, have you ever heard of a Shura?«

»Sure I have!« the princess replied,
»she was a super magician, but then got
married and started a second career as a housewife.
She lives in the village of Sirap-Beyond-The-Pond.
Why are you asking? «

In this moment a painful noise hit the whole land,
followed by a not less painful noise when
Thudder-the-sheep gave alarm.
Everyone plugged in their earplugs,
except for Angie and Tika.

In the distance Mia More and Mona Moore,
the two love cats came running.
Tika and Angie looked at each other.

»Did something happen to my cat?«
Tika asked fearfully.

»YES!« the two cats replied simultaneously.
»It was shot into the sky,« Mia said.
»Very bad thing,« Mona added.

»My poor cat! Not again!« Tika cried.

»I don't believe it!« Angie declared resolutely.
Everyone looked at her, but no one said a word.

»Wait!« Angie questioned the two cats,
»you are cats as well, did one of you ever
get shot into the sky?
What did our cat do?«

»He fell asleep,«
Mia answered.

Meanwhile, the noise faded away slowly and
Princess Aniemal and her staff took out their earplugs.

»What happened?«
the princess demanded to know,
»why are you looking so upset?«

Tika repeated what the two cats had just reported.

»No, no, no!« the princess protested,
»cannot be!«

»It might have been... magic gas?«
someone in the crowd suggested.

»Nooooo!« Carlota strictly contradicted.

»What exactly happened?«
Angie finally inquired.

»He laid down and left,«
Mona stated.

»He exploded into the sky,«
Mia added.

»But...,«
Tika stuttered.

»You name it,«
a familiar voice said in the distance,
»get your butt out of bed and come down for breakfast!«

»Where's Betecee?«
another voice asked.

»Oh no!«
Tika exclaimed and buried her face in her pillow.
CHAPTER 12
 
»Girls, no. Don't tell me you left him up there!«
Tika's father scowled.

»Up where?« her mother asked.

»The cat's run off again, but
I'm sure our girls here will find it.
Just like they did last year,«
her father replied without answering the question.

All afternoon Tika and Angie discussed
the rescue mission and what
might have happened to poor Boots-the-cat.
As soon as they were in bed that night
they looked for the two love cats.
They didn't need to look long.
Mia and Miona showed the two girls where
they had last seen Betecee.

»But...,« Tika stuttered.

»This is...,« Angie added.

»Not possible!« they called in one voice.

Both looked up to the sky but didn't see
anything except for the sky.

»This is...,«
Tika stuttered.

»He fell asleep on...,«
Angie added.

»The take-off ramp for the giant swing!«
they cried in one voice.

»Do you think he's up there?«
Tika wondered.

»How can we get him back down?«
Angie added.

»Any idea who we might ask for help?«
Tika asked.

»Where is this famous other magician?«
Angie thought aloud.

»Everything is possible when it's good!«
a deep voice whispered in Tika's head.

»Fantidad?«
Tika whispered back but got no reply.
Still, it made her feel braver and confident.
»Let's try it with a rhyme,« she started,
»Shura dear, are you here?«

»I am,«
a female voice said calmly.

Both girls froze and looked around.

»We don't see you!«
Angie called.

»I am in my home in Sirap
doing the laundry, but as a magician,
I am also always near you when you need me,«
Shura explained.

»Please,« Tika asked,
»can you help us
get our cat down from the giant swing?«

»Sure I can; Shura can!«
the magician gave back,
»who of you wants to help me and go up?«

As it was Tika's cat,
Tika volunteered.

»When you go up, please do me a favor and take
the magic oil can with you.«

»The magic oil can?«
Tika wondered.

»The hidden door at your left foot,«
Shura explained.

Tika knelt down and in fact
found a hidden door in the ground.
She opened the lid and got a can out.

»The swing squeaks like mad,
I can even hear it over here beyond the pond.
Why doesn't anyone bother to grease it a last?«
Shura asked.

»Yeeeeaaah!«
Tika shouted and lifted one fist in the air as if
she had just won a championship,
»I knew it! I knew we'd solve the problem!«

»But then it was us who made this noise!«
Angie said worried,
»it always squeaked when one of us was up there having fun!
How do we tell this to the princess and ask for her forgiveness?
Oh dear...«

Following Shura's instructions,
Tika was catapulted to the swing and managed to
rescue her cat at the first attempt.
Under normal circumstances going up to the swing
wouldn't have been possible as long as someone else was there.
Sleeping cats included.

Boots-the-cat slept through the whole rescue mission.
As soon as he woke up, the girls talked to him.
Being the cat he was, he pretended not to understand.
At last, he lowered himself to inform his two human friends that
he had never slept better and that he would never
have come down by himself, because
he was too scared to fall into the sea and get himself wet.

»Shura?« Tika called,
»are you still there? «

»Yesssssss,«
Shura whispered.

»Thank you!« Tika called into the blue,
»thank you! Thank you! Thank you!
May we tell the princess that you helped us?«

»Ooooooh!« Shura whispered,
»don't make her jealous, make her happy.
Goodbye girls. It was nice meeting you. «

A few moments later the two girls + 1 cat
appeared before the royal throne in the castle.
»One – two – three,«
the princess greeted her visitors.

»Sorry?« Tika asked.

»No! No! No! Stop confusing me!«
the princess called and stomped her foot.

»We repaired the wind, dear princess,«
Tika said and bowed.«

»How did you do that,
what did you tell it?«

»Let me try to explain,«
Angie said in a humble voice.

»No! No! No! Don't tell me any more confusing things.
No ano.. unex.. inex.. please!
No numbers and other stupid stuff.
You silenced the wind, here are your medals.
Warts! Where are the medals?«

»Not warts, my princess,«
Deedee stepped up from behind,
»we're your wardens!«

Doi also stepped up,
wearing chains of flowers around his neck.
»You said PETALS, my princess, not MEDALS.
This is why I brought petals, but not medals!«

The princess sighed,
and so did everyone else.

»Girl, where does that sigh come from?«
Melanie's mother said when she woke her daughter,
»how can you be tired and exhausted at
the end of your holidays?
And on a bright morning like this! «
She opened the curtains to let the sunshine in.
»It's time that your friend Tika returns from her vacation,
and the two of you go to school together again.
You're such a good team, the two of you.
And Melanie,« she added caressing her daughters head,
»don't give up on your numbers and letters.
It takes some time to learn it, but it's certainly no magic.«

»No magic, no logic,«
Melanie smiled,
»when you read it backwards,
it sounds like a magic spell. It sounds...
...so familiar!«
EPILOGUE
 
»Now that was a real lovely holiday,«
Tika's mother said to her husband after they had
arrived back home,
»and Angie's such a lovely girl.
I wish we lived a little closer.«

She turned to her daughter.
»Did you hear from Melanie
in these two weeks?«

»No. Not at all, Mommy,«
Tika replied,
»she probably had other things to do,
but we're still best friends in school.
I am already looking forward to showing her
my new ''Painting by numbers'' kit.«

»Meeeeow,«
Boots-the-cat, also known as Betecee
said in his broadest daylight cat-ish.
And that only to have the last word.
 
 
THE END
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