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About This Book

In a sunny kingdom, where the palace towers shimmer with rainbows in the morning light, live three sister-princesses.

Bella is brave and bold: she is always the first to dash toward adventure, makes friends with dragons, and talks lazy clouds into doing their job. Mali is quiet and thoughtful: she paints magical pictures, feels someone else's pain before it shows, and finds answers where others don't even notice a question. Emily is artistic and full of life: she stages shadow plays, sings for injured birds, and knows that the scariest stage in the world is the one you're too afraid to walk onto.

With them in the palace live: Charley, a see-through jester-ghost who is forever losing his bells-and-jester-caps and never losing his friends; Katu, a white cat who knows every secret; Donut, a round gnome-cook whose pastries smell of happiness; and Lumen, a tiny firefly in a crystal jar who glows different colours depending on whether someone nearby is sad or glad.

In this book the sisters will meet a greedy gnome and a kind dragon, a cunning dream-thief and a jealous princess who became their fourth sister by heart. They will visit a land where all voices have been stolen, and a kingdom where everything is upside down. And every single time they will learn — not from a textbook, but for real: by making mistakes, by helping, by forgiving, and by holding each other's hands.

For reading aloud to children from age 5, and for independent reading from age 7.



Story 1. The Magic Paints

On one of those days when the king and queen had gone off to the neighbouring tournament "Guess Whose Crest Is on the Flag", the sisters decided to hold a Day of Great Ideas.

Bella planned to send soap bubbles the size of a carriage rolling down the corridors. Emily was rehearsing her monologue "The Potato and the Spoon: a Tragedy in Three Acts". And Mali simply sat by the window watching clouds turn into dragons and castles.

By lunchtime she was bored. She pulled a set of paints from her keepsake box — a birthday gift from a fairy. The label read in golden letters: Caution: they come alive. Mali had laughed at the time. She thought it was just a pretty inscription.

She spread a huge sheet of parchment across the gallery floor and began to paint. First — herself and her sisters on a meadow with butterflies the size of cats. Then she added candy trees, lemonade rivers and clouds made of marshmallow. Everything looked so delicious that even Donut, passing by with a tray of pastries, stopped and licked his lips.

Then Mali, giggling, drew Baba Yaga in the far corner. With a hooked nose, a broomstick with a sign hanging from it that read "Available for Hire", and a wicked grin. "For atmosphere!" she told herself.

That night, the picture began to stir.

First a bony hand stretched out, with long yellow nails. Then a hunched nose appeared, with a wart like a blackberry. And then the whole of Baba Yaga stepped off the canvas onto the floor — and shook herself like a wet dog, scattering drops of paint everywhere.

— What pretty little princesses, — she rasped, rubbing her palms together. — So trusting. So delicious for my soup...

She grabbed Mali's brush and started wiping the sisters off the picture. Bella only managed to shout "Hey! That's not fair!", while Emily waved goodbye as though taking a curtain call. Mali simply froze with her mouth wide open.

Yaga quickly repainted them into a tiny cage of black bars and hung the picture back on the wall. "Let them hang quietly," she muttered, and hid behind the marble statue of the great-great-grandfather king.

In the morning Charley, as usual, drifted through the gallery muttering: "Now where did I hide my favourite bells-and-jester-cap yesterday?..."

From inside the picture came a muffled whisper:

— Charley, quick! The magic cloth! Our room! Wipe the painting!

The ghost froze, then clapped himself on the forehead — though it made no sound.

— Of course! The cloth! I saw it under Emily's pillow yesterday!

He shot up the staircase, flew clean through the door — because doors, for ghosts, are merely decoration — grabbed the cloth and flew back. One swipe — and the canvas was clean as a morning sky.

The sisters tumbled onto the floor, covered in paint and dust.

— Where is that old broomstick?! — Bella leapt up at once.

In the jar on the windowsill, an anxious orange glow began to blink. That was Lumen — a tiny firefly who changed colour depending on who nearby was angry or afraid. Right now he shone so brightly that his beam fell directly behind the statue of the great-great-grandfather king.

— There! — cried Bella.

Katu darted silently from behind a column and coiled her tail around Yaga's legs. The witch tripped and crashed flat on the floor.

Mali, still trembling, picked up her brush. This time — slowly and carefully. A little hut on chicken legs, a birch forest, a cosy wisp of smoke from a chimney... But along all four edges of the picture she drew a thick golden line — the sealing frame that the fairy had warned her never to forget.

Yaga squeaked, gurgled, and vanished inside the drawing. The picture hung on the wall — beautiful, peaceful, and firmly locked.

From then on, the paints were kept in a chest with three locks. Though sometimes in the evenings Mali still painted funny faces on the wallpaper in Emily's room — and then the sisters laughed so loudly that Charley hid in the chandelier out of jealousy.



Story 2. The Golden Nut of Wisdom

At the very heart of the royal garden stood an ancient oak tree named Juan. He was so old that his trunk looked like a mossy tower, and his crown spread so wide that an entire herd of deer could shelter beneath it.

Every hundred years, at exactly noon on the longest day of the year, Juan dropped one single golden nut. It was said that whoever ate it with a pure heart and an open mind would receive a grain of true wisdom — not the kind you find in books, but the kind that helps you find the right way in a difficult moment.

This year the nut had ripened early. Juan rustled his branches and called out loudly:

— Sister-princesses! Bella, Mali, Emily! The nut is ready. But to claim it, you will need to pass a small test.

The girls, who had been playing nearby at "who can pick a hundred daisies the fastest", dropped everything and ran over.

— A nut? A golden one? We'll take it! — shouted Bella, already running. — Where is it?!

The oak shook his lower branches:

— Not so fast, little spark. The nut is guarded by my old friend — the badger Pierre. Answer three riddles and the nut is yours. Fail and you'll have to come back in a hundred years.

From beneath the roots emerged the badger Pierre. Round, striped, with bright black eyes and a grin that made you want to laugh and feel nervous at the same time. On his nose sat a tiny pince-nez.

— Ready? — he squeaked in a bass voice that suited him not at all.

— Get on with it! — said Bella.

— First riddle. Which is heavier: one kilogram of gold or one kilogram of feathers?

— Gold! — Bella shouted immediately. — Of course gold! It's shiny and heavy and royal! Feathers — pfft!

Mali quietly tugged her sister's skirt:

— Wait... a kilogram is a kilogram. They weigh the same, don't they?

Pierre clapped his paws:

— Mali is right! Don't judge by the shine.

Bella huffed, but quickly waved it off:

— Fine, fine. Next one!

— Second riddle. What can you break without ever touching it with your hands?

Emily thought, twisting a curl. Then her face changed — like an actress who has suddenly understood her role.

— A promise! If you make one and don't keep it — it breaks by itself. Like a bad play in the first act.

— Bravo! — Pierre nodded so hard his pince-nez nearly flew off.

— The last one! — Bella bounced impatiently. — Come on!

— What grows bigger when you share it with others?

The sisters glanced at each other. Silence. Only leaves rustling and a bird singing somewhere far away.

Bella opened her mouth — but Mali got there first. Quietly, almost to herself:

— Joy... When you feel joy alone — that's good. But when you share it with someone — it somehow... grows.

Emily nodded:

— Or laughter. Or love. All good things — the more you give away, the more is left.

Pierre removed his pince-nez, polished it on his fur, and announced solemnly:

— Quite right. You three are a true team.

Oak Juan leaned down, and from the highest branch a golden nut rolled slowly, as though reluctant to let go. Warm, heavy, smelling of sunlight and old wood — it fell straight into Bella's palms.

— We're not eating it straight away! — she said, tossing it up. — It will stay with us. As a reminder.

— That together we're stronger than any riddle, — added Mali quietly.

— I've already got a play worked out! — announced Emily. — "How We Defeated the Badger". Three acts. Tears at the end.

They ran home, and Pierre watched them go, muttering to himself:

— Good girls. Maybe next time I'll think up harder riddles... or just give them pastries.

The nut stayed on the shelf in their shared room.



Story 3. The Mirror of Truth

On one of the market days, a travelling merchant named Miguel came to the palace. Tall, thin, with a small pointed black beard and eyes that smiled a moment before his mouth did. On his back hung an enormous bag, from which peeked the handles of magic wands and phoenix feathers.

Miguel bowed to the sisters so low that his beard touched the floor:

— Your Highnesses! I have something worth more than gold. It sells for one smile and one honest question.

— Suspiciously good value, — said Bella. — Show us!

The merchant carefully drew from his bag a round mirror in a silver frame studded with tiny stars. The frame was so finely worked it seemed to have been woven by spiders from moonlight.

— This is the Mirror of Truth, — said Miguel quietly. — It doesn't show your face. It shows your soul.

— Like theatre! — exclaimed Emily. — Only without make-up and costumes! Let's try!

Donut, who had just brought a tray of pastries into the hall, stopped to listen — and nearly dropped the whole tray out of sheer curiosity.

First to push her way to the mirror was Lady Isabella — the court fashionista who changed her outfit three times





















Story 4. Emily and the Shadow Theatre
































Story 5. Bella and the Kind Dragon



























Story 6. Mali and the Quarrelling Paints






























Story 7. The Jealous Princess



























Story 8. The Lazy Cloud















Story 9. In the Land of Silence



























Story 10. The Proud Peacock


























Story 11. The Greedy Gnome






















Story 12. The Magic Orchestra




















Story 13. The Traitor






















Story 14. The Grey Paints
























Story 15. The Test of Generosity
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Story 16. The Enchanted Mask





















Story 17. The Dream Thief


















Story 18. The Kingdom of Opposites
















Story 19. A Lesson in Listening





















Story 20. The Mirror of Time























Story 21. The Crown of the True Ruler

























Afterword
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