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				One summer day, when the sun had just risen and

				dew still sparkled on the grass, a little kitten named Joyce was already up and diligently sharpening his claws on the wooden porch of a large and beautiful house. The house stood on the edge of a dense and ancient forest that stretched all the way to the horizon.

				The forest was magical, and Joyce loved watching how each evening those massive, ancient trees gradually changed their colour from green to blue and slowly dissolved into the lavender mist of the setting sun.

				“What colours, what a palette,” whispered the kitten, sitting on the warm oak floor of the veranda, squinting with delight.

				But the sounds… The sounds coming from the forest he didn’t like at all. They disrupted the entire harmony of this lovely neighbourhood.

				Strange and unfamiliar, loud and sneaky, they sounded at times like the patter of hurrying paws, at others like an angry quarrel or the growl of some woodland creatures. The sounds made his little ears stay alert and completely robbed him of any desire to even take a stroll toward the forest.
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				The kitten wasn’t a scaredy-cat — not at all —but he wasn’t in any rush to use the narrow gap in the fence either. On the other side of the fence lay a completely uncharted land.

				Stretching his fluffy little body, he gave a loud snort, which made his whiskers stand on end and his fur sparkle, scattering tiny golden stars all around him, right onto the steps of the porch. The stars flared briefly and melted like snowflakes in the sun, while the kitten’s ginger fur became dazzlingly fiery for just a couple of seconds. Admit it — a curious thing indeed.

				But let me tell you everything in order.

				This “magic” the kitten had learned from an adult and wise cat named Archibald, who lived just beyond the fence and often came into the house to eat “properly” and sleep on the roof warmed by the sun. Archie wasn’t very sociable, but sometimes, when the food was especially tasty and the roof especially warm, he would tell little Joyce a few stories about life “out there,” beyond the fence. Joyce loved those fairy-tale stories, filled with strange and marvellous creatures.
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				I mean, would you believe that in that forest, real needles grew instead of leaves on the trees, and underneath them lived tiny beings that were also covered in spikes — even though they looked fluffy?

				“If you come closer — or worse, by Puck’s own tail, try to catch that little creature — it’ll turn into a proper spiky ball, and you’ll be licking the wounds on your silly, curious nose for a long while. And the fir trees — stay away from the fir trees too. They’re prickly,” the old cat instructed the kitten, and Joyce remembered: never touch the “hedgehogs” or the “firs.”

				Listening to these astonishing tales — about beautiful, slender horses with long and powerful antlers (which Archibald, for some reason, called “deer”), and enormous “bears,” who apparently were real and not at all as friendly and small as the one that lay in the armchair by the fireplace — Joyce thought:

				“I really ought to get out into the forest someday. Maybe I’ll like it there…”
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				But time passed, and there was so much still

				unknown in the yard of the big house that somehow he forgot all about his wish to visit that mysterious place, where the fantastical heroes of Archibald’s stories lived.
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				A Strange Conversation.

				One evening… as the kitten sat on the porch, watching the sun dip behind the trees, he heard 

				a soft whisper. The voice was sneaky and very familiar: “Hey, mister, still sitting on the porch, warming your fluffy trousers?” Joyce turned around but saw no one. The voice was so close, it felt like someone was sitting right on his shoulder, teasing him, by Puck’s own tail. ”Now Joyce was sure: it was the old stray Archibald, playing a trick and speaking to him through the drainpipe.
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				This method of conversation had been invented back when little Joyce could hardly climb the roof — in fact, back when he could barely walk.

				Archie would lie on the sun-baked rooftop by the downspout, and the kitten, nestled below on the soft, cool moss, would listen to the old cat’s magical tales as they trickled down the pipe like rainwater.

				“Archie, are you on the roof? And why shouldn’t we be heard? Where are you?” the kitten asked, starting to feel uneasy.

				“I’m nearby, near the strawberry clearing — in the forest,” the cat began, not very confidently.

				“In the forest? Why haven’t you come for so long?

				What are you doing out there… so far away?”

				“Shhh,” hissed Archie. “You’ll wake everyone.

				Even the hens will know where I am... The thing is — I need your help...”

				The kitten glanced nervously over his shoulder.

				Once he was sure this wasn’t a joke, he said: “If you’re that far, how can I hear you? And how can I help you?”The warm summer evening had turned lavender, and the air was filled with a cooling scent. Twilight had arrived.
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