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Go and introduce yourself!

The little troll turned around a few more times and… sat sadly on the ground. I have no idea how you sit on the ground sadly, but that’s exactly what the little troll did – and now he was sitting very sadly on the ground.
‘Seven years in wizard school,’ complained the little troll, ‘…and in the end, just when one finally receives his wizard’s hat, he gets lost. How stupid and unfair!’
The little troll sighed.
‘Forest to the left. Forest to the right. Forest all around. Forest up above. And not a single leaf or pebble looks familiar! All this magic I studied during the last seven years doesn’t work…well, everything around here is so unfamiliar and foreign!’
The little troll sighed again.
‘Ok, one more try!’ decided the little troll.
‘Aber Taber Domine, you tree over there, show me the way.’
The tree showed no signs of life.
‘See? It doesn’t want to! It doesn’t know me and it doesn’t want to talk to me. Help! Help! Help!’
‘What’s with all the noise? You sound like a trapped groundhog,’ said one curious groundhog who happened to be passing by.
‘Well, I got lost and I…’ the little troll started.
‘…I got lost and I…’ the groundhog mocked him. ‘You’ve got a wizard’s hat, haven’t you?’
‘Sure I have.’
‘Well, if you have then quit yelling and do your Wizard stuff!’
‘But I can’t…I can’t use magic on a tree that doesn’t know me!’
‘What do you need the tree for anyway?’
‘It’s tall. It sees high above the forest and it could see exactly where I am. If I only knew the tree…Alas! I don’t know anybody around here…I guess I was daydreaming, thinking about graduating from wizard school and I must have kept on walking…and walking…’
The little troll sighed quietly.
‘Oh boy, oh boy, oh boy.’
‘So…wizard school…Really. You don’t say.’
‘Yes, Wizard School!’
‘And you’ve graduated?’
‘Right, but…’
‘And you don’t know the tree, right?’
‘Exactly! That’s it! I don’t know the tree and that’s why it wouldn’t talk to me.’
‘Oh my, what a bonehead! Did you walk here or did you fall on your head straight from the sky? If you don’t know the tree, then go and introduce yourself!’
And having said all this, the groundhog disappeared.
The troll sat stunned on the ground.
‘What a great idea! Absolutely, utterly brilliant! How could I have missed it? I bet this groundhog is a great wizard and the wisest person around here.’
The little troll introduces himself to the tree and the tree showed him the way. Soon, the little troll was hopping happily down the path and all he could think of was how wise the groundhog had been.


Where does the cream come from?

Once upon a time, in the country of ‘Strawberries and Cream,’ the cream ran out.
Everyone was very worried because if there was no cream for a longer period of time, the country would have to be renamed. And if it was just called ‘Strawberries’, it certainly wouldn't be as tasty!
People started to cry, but it didn't help. They started looking for a solution.
‘Where does the cream come from?’ they asked.
– It can grow on trees!
They went to see, but there was no cream there.
– Maybe the magician creates it?
– No! – replied the magician. – It is given by the cow that got lost, and that is why there is no cream in the whole country of ‘Strawberries and Cream’!
They went looking for the cow, and the poor thing got tangled in some thorns. They freed her. They took her to the magician. And they all lived proud of the fact that they now knew who gave the cream in their native country ‘Strawberries and Cream’.
And where do the strawberries come from?


The Prince of dreams

He is the prince of dreams. He can make you fall asleep while you are eating your chocolate, or just as you are taking a math test. He is so incredibly skilled at his magic that he put an entire town to sleep, right on the town festival. The musicians fell asleep as their cymbals were banging. The mayor fell asleep in the middle of his speech. The merry-go-rounds and swings at the amusement park fell asleep. Even the bell of the town clock fell asleep as it swayed in the wind.
The Prince of Dreams never jokes. His dreams are light-winged, mysterious and strange. Once he made a black hole dream that it was a shining star. A blackthorn only slept because in its dream it saw itself as a Christmas wreath. And a stuffed rabbit stopped waking up at all because it constantly dreamed that it was alive.
He is the Prince of Dreams. And in his country, the homeless girl becomes a princess. The hungry man feasts on his friends, and human battles suddenly cease.
Because the Prince of Dreams also dreams.

