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A human child and a wolpertinger . . .

Can they make friends and go in search of adventure together?

Everyone in the land of King Clover, which is a small part of big Bavaria, is afraid of wolpertingers, aren’t they? Everyone takes flight when there’s a wild wolpertinger around!

But Alex, the boy from the Alps, gets along very well with Ludo, the wolpertinger. 

Together they travel through the land of the giant king. Together they go to the mysterious Downhills, where wolpertingers, dragons, and other strange creatures live.

It was a long time ago that Alex and Ludo undertook their long journeys. Giants lived among the people in those days, and during springtime the wolpertingers appeared to eat dandelions in the meadows and take a swim in the ice-cold snowmelt of fast-running brooks. . . . 

This is a story about silver, gold, and diamonds. . . .

Beetles, lobsters, and crabs . . .
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A Party Full of Surprises

Peace had returned again to Cloverland.

King Francis Fray the First had come from the Land of Fringe with an army of giants to conquer our beautiful country. Someone had to come up with a plan to chase that huge army away, and I had gone to the Downhills to raise my own army of dragons, monsters, and other creepy creatures. They grew as big as houses and as tall as castle towers after they had crawled through the tunnel under the magic oak, and I brought them to castle Robber’s Nest in the Westland. When Francis Fray and his army showed up, the Downhillers scared the living daylights out of them. 

It all worked out well.

Fabulus, the magician from the Downhills, had joined me to help, and now he was staying with the magician Halo, high up in the Alps. And I? Well, I was working in the kitchen of Robber’s Nest again, of course. . . .

“That’s where you belong, little subject,” Prince Ruff Rumble from Robber’s Nest had said to me. “You must melt the cheese and stir the soup. Now hurry and do as I say, Alex!”
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I had a great time in castle’s kitchen. It was always fun to help Old Burny. And Shabby Tabby Chum, the old tomcat, was there too. Ludo the wolpertinger had stayed with me and loved to bake sweet Downhill pies—and Ruff Rumble and his wife Princess Bluff were crazy about these delicacies.

But after a while, every day started to look the same, and I noticed that Ludo was becoming restless. I began to feel bored as well. Then, early one morning, Old Burny told me that I had to go to a farm not far away from the village of Rainbow to fetch a bag of sour apples.

“Prince Ruff Rumble and Princess Bluff want apple pie,” he explained.

It was a long way to Rainbow. If I was lucky, I would be back right before darkness fell. Ludo came along with me. We skipped out of the kitchen and through the corridors, crossed the inner court, and went through the gate and over the drawbridge. The land around Robber’s Nest looked beautiful again; the cages and pits where the Downhill dragons and monsters had slept had disappeared, and the gardeners had planted bushes and trees there.

“Run!” cried Ludo. “It’s so good to be outside again, Alex. We’ve been in that dark kitchen far too long!”

I ran after him. We stumbled, scrambled to our feet again, rolled down the hills, and fell into the bushes. But then, all of a sudden, I remained sitting in the grass and scratched the back of my head.

“What’s up, little friend?” Ludo wanted to know, as he came back and sat down next to me. “Did you hurt yourself?”

“No,” I said. “It’s just so odd. . . .”

“What? What’s so odd?”

“You always bake sweet pies for the giant prince and the giant princess.”

“Sweeter than the sweetest Cloverland pies. Nothing is sweeter than a Downhills pie, that’s for sure.”

“Exactly. They love them. And now I have to fetch a bag of sour apples. I know that the giants don’t like sour apple pie at all.”

“Now you mention it . . .” said Ludo, staring out pensively in front of him. “Yeah, now you mention it . . . what does this mean, Alex?”

I shrugged my shoulders.

“I have no idea. Come on.” I jumped to my feet. “Let’s go on quickly. Rainbow’s still far away.”

It was already afternoon when we reached the farm near Rainbow. We saw the farmer standing in the yard. He held a pigeon in his hands. He was afraid of wolpertingers and wanted to jump into the haystack when he saw Ludo, but I explained to him that Ludo was my friend and wasn’t intending to harm anyone.

“Ludo . . .” the farmer said. “Ah! Now I remember! You must be that famous Alex from the Alps—you’ve become friends with a wolpertinger. All right, all right, I won’t walk away. What can I do for you, Alex?”

“I come to fetch a bag of sour apples.”

“Sour apples? Where am I supposed to get them from? I have cows here, pigs, chickens, a goat, two horses, and a donkey. But no fruit trees at all. . . .”

I was becoming more and more puzzled. The farmer handed me the pigeon.

“It’s a carrier pigeon. There’s a little note in the case on its right leg. Please take it out and read it to me. I never learnt to read myself.”

I had been taught by Halo the magician. I picked the note from the small case and gave the pigeon back to the farmer. After I had unfolded it, I read the text aloud:

Dear Farmer Cricket, 

My wife Princess Bluff writes this, for I cannot write at all. My hands are far too big to hold a quill. Soon my kitchen help little Alex will turn up and ask you for sour apples. Just say that you’re out of apples and then send the boy back to Robber’s Nest. 

Best wishes, 

Prince Ruff Rumble 

By the way . . . don’t tell Alex anything about this note and the carrier pigeon, understood?

“Understood . . .” muttered the farmer, and he let the pigeon fly.

The wolpertinger and I made ourselves scarce. We went back to Robber’s Nest.

On the way we picked fruits and drank clear water from a well. In the meantime we were asking each other what this was all about.

“Prince Ruff Rumble didn’t want you around at Robber’s Nest today, that much is clear to me,” said Ludo. “But why? What is he up to?”

We got more and more curious, and we went on faster and faster.

The sun had almost disappeared when we saw Robber’s Nest in the distance. We stopped abruptly.

“Look. . . .” I said. “Westland flags are waving from all the towers, and tents have been set up near the lake.”

“Big tents,” remarked Ludo. “With the flags of Eastland, Southland, and Northland. King Clover pays a visit to his youngest son Ruff Rumble, and the noble princes Prime and Dozen are there as well. . . . Listen . . . do you hear that music?”

I heard drums and trumpets. Then all of a sudden a guard popped up. He had been on the lookout behind a big boulder. He looked at me and started to make gestures. Then he turned around and ran as fast as he could in the direction of the castle. He cried out:

“Attention! Attention! It’s going to happen! Here he comes! Here he comes!”

Immediately the music grew louder, and we could hear everyone in the inner court sing:

Kneel down for our hero,
The hero of this song!
When will he be a knight?
I’m sure that won’t be long!
Kneel down for our hero,
Everyone kneel down.
Soon he’ll be a prince
Wearing a real crown!

We began to run as well now, following the guard.

“They’re singing about a knight and a prince!” Ludo cried out. “Is it Prince Prime’s birthday? Has it something to do with Prince Dozen?”

I didn’t know, of course, so I couldn’t give the wolpertinger an answer. We stormed over the drawbridge and through the gate. Everyone in the inner court sang:

Prince and knight! A boy of fame!
And . . . Alex is his name!”

I stopped. I was perplexed. Ludo bumped up against me. I lost my balance and fell full length on the hard cobbles of the inner court.

Prince and knight! A boy of fame!
And . . . Alex is his name!”

I scrambled to my feet and stared around. I saw many familiar faces. King Clover; his three sons and their wives; Princess Barbara; Old Burny, who held Shabby Tabby Chum in his arms. . . . And there was fat Prince Bombardon, the son of Ruff Rumble and Princess Bluff. To my surprise, I even noticed Queen Lorelei, Barbara’s mother. The guards and soldiers of Robber’s Nest played music. The inner court was beautifully decorated, and everywhere stood tables full of food and drink. And then two wizards came up to me, Halo from the Alps and Fabulus from the Downhills. They stopped right in front of me and made a deep bow.

“Welcome to Robber’s Nest, little Alex,” said Halo. “Fabulus and I have organized this surprise.”

“Surprise?” I asked.

“A celebration, boy, a celebration!” said Fabulus. “First here, of course, at Robber’s Nest. Then later at the Monster Inn in the Downhills. Halo has something special to say to you. Please come along with us.”

I followed them to the middle of the court. Everyone came standing around me. Nervously I searched for Ludo’s hand. What was going on here? 

The little magician Halo spoke with a loud voice, like that of a giant, so that everyone was able to hear him:

“We have gathered here to pay homage to a hero. Fabulus and I didn’t much like it that Alex was sent back to the kitchen without anyone having said thank you for his help. Thanks to little Alex from the Alps, Cloverland is still a free country! It was his idea to invite monsters and dragons from the Downhills, he thought up the Dragon Garden, he made Francis Fray and his army take flight. Therefore, Alex, King Clover will knight you right now. Kneel down, you brave boy!”

I let go of Ludo’s hand. I sank down on my knees on the cobblestones. The giant king came and stood in front of me and raised his enormous sword.

“Well, I guess the magicians are right . . .” he admitted reluctantly. “It’s true. You’re a clever boy, and you’ve saved all of us.”

The sword came down, and he tapped me lightly on the shoulders with it. 

“Alex, I dub you a knight of Cloverland! You’re still an ordinary boy now, but the moment you rise to your feet, you’ll be a knight. This is the will of your king! Arise!”

I did so, and immediately everyone started to cheer:

“Hurray for Sir Alex!”

The king picked up the dwarf Fabulus with his left hand and put him on his outstretched right hand, and then held Fabulus out toward me:

“Fabulus has something to say as well.”

The magician stood upright on the king’s hand and spoke:

“In the Downhills you’re also known as a brave boy, Alex. You have made lots of friends there and performed heroic deeds. We have no king in the Downhills. But I know that I, being a powerful magician, am allowed to make important decisions such as King Clover does here. Alex, it’s a great honor to me to appoint you . . . prince of the Downhills!”

I almost fainted. Ludo grabbed hold of me. Again everyone cheered. The music started to play again. The cheering passed into singing:

Prince and knight! A boy of fame!

And . . . Alex is his name!

Then everyone came up to me to wish me luck. Barbara embraced me and kissed me on both cheeks. She had a present for me. A crown! She put it on my head, and then she stepped back to take a better look at me.

“Prince Alex, you look wonderful!”

There were more surprises. The music stopped, and a buzzing noise sounded faintly and then swelled. The sun had almost gone down now, and all of sudden it became very dark! I looked up. A swarm of giant bees flew over the castle and descended on the towers and walls. It was Hunk Honey with his swarm of Downhills bees!

“Congratulations, Alex!” they buzzed.

I knew that they had become this big after they had slipped through the tunnel under the magic oak. Suddenly another good friend popped up next to me. Spark the daredragon! His size was enormous as well. He spit fire and said:

“I’ve come to Robber’s Nest especially for you. Everyone from the Monster Inn sends their regards—Heros, Waldo, Whisper, Boohoo, and of course Uncle Balloon. They invite you to a great party in the inn. Ton-ton the fatmonster also asked me to congratulate you. Do you remember, Alex, that King Winter once appointed me an ice prince? Now you rank high above me, for Fabulus has made you a prince of the entire Downhills! Come on, friend, let’s party!”

All these surprises! Now I understood why Old Burny had sent me to Rainbow. While I was away, the guards and soldiers of Robber’s Nest decorated the castle and Ruff Rumble received all the guests. I felt so proud! Knight! Prince! But Ruff Rumble bent down to me until his face was close to my ear and whispered:

“You’ll always be my subject, little one. Your place is still in the kitchen. . . .”

I shrugged my shoulders. Ruff Rumble would never change. He was and remained a bossy giant who always quarreled with his brothers about who should succeed the king, and to me he had never been too friendly at all. Spark the daredragon started to sing a Downhills song. No one was able to understand him except Princess Barbara, Ludo, the bees, and I; for everyone else it probably sounded like a deep growling. But the musicians accompanied him, and soon all the guests were dancing.

How strange it was to wear a crown. The object wiggled to and fro on my head while I danced with Barbara. 

“This is your celebration, this is your evening!” laughed Barbara.

Dancing, eating, drinking. . . . The bees had brought along delicious honey, and there was crispy, fresh bread. Everyone came up to me to wish me luck. Even the princes Prime and Dozen were nice to me—nicer than their youngest brother Ruff Rumble! 

All of a sudden Hunk Honey buzzed over my head. He grabbed me and lifted me up, and we flew away. He brought me straight up to the big hall of the castle. There sat Queen Lorelei and the two wizards together at a table. Hunk descended and put me on a chair. He took off again and landed on a chandelier. Outside I could hear the giants sing, clap their hands, and stamp their feet on the cobblestones. 

“How do you think the bees and Spark knew that you would be knighted or that you would become a prince, Alex?” asked Fabulus.

I looked at him in surprise. In the inner court everyone was in a merry mood, but here the atmosphere was gloomy.

“I have no idea. . . .” I stammered.

“I’m so sorry, Alex, that I had to send for you at your own celebration. Hunk Honey went through the tunnel under the magic oak
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