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This is a story about Alex, the boy from the Alps. A long time ago he went in search of adventures in the land of King Clover, in Bavaria. People never stop talking about his special friendship with a wolpertinger….

What are wolpertingers? Where do they come from? 

Are they little monsters or friends, teasers or helpful creatures? 

When the dandelions grow in the Alpine meadows, they suddenly appear.

But they do a lot more than eating yellow flowers and swimming about in icy cold brooks….

Alex knows all about it. For his best friend is Ludo the wolpertinger.

Together they search for gold. By order of Prince Ruff Rumble, the giant son of the king….
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My Good Friend Shabby Tabby Chum

Yes, yes, I know, I know. Shabby Tabby is an old, moody tomcat. A real grumbler he is. But he’s also my friend. That’s why I call him Chum. I met him in Robber’s Nest, the black granite castle of Prince Ruff Rumble. The prince is a giant who eats five loafs of bread with bilberry jam for breakfast. Then he butters even more bread and easily drinks about six gallons of milk. 

I’m just a little boy. I’m so small that I can sit on the back of my friend Shabby Tabby Chum. Of course I must explain that to you, for I haven’t been that tiny all my life. 
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My father never made much money as a tinker, and therefore I left our house in the Alps, searching for work, and ended up in the land of King Clover. He lives in Northland. His son Prime has built his castle in Southland, where you can also find the high Alps. Prince Dozen, the second son, reigns over Eastland, where the deep lakes are full of fish. Ruff Rumble, the youngest prince, built Robber’s Nest in Westland. 

The king, the queen, the princes, and their princesses are all giants. 

I used to work in the kitchen at Robber’s Nest. Old Burny is the master cook there. 

The old gray cat used to stay warm at the fire. He was too lazy to catch mice….

One day a magician appeared. He had built himself a windcart and rushed straight op to the castle. It was Halo, who also came from the Alps. Why was he in such a hurry? Well, the entire royal family was after him. 

King Clover, Prince Prime, and Prince Dozen wanted to arrest him and force him to make gold. The windcart splashed into the little lake in front of Robber’s Nest, and all Halo’s magic books got wet. The ink ran through, the texts became illegible. So what did the giant Ruff Rumble do? He locked Halo up! He wanted Halo to make mountains of gold, so that he would become the richest man in the land. 

“Thus I’ll become the king, and the crown on my head will be more beautiful than the crown of my father!” he roared. “My wife, Princess Bluff, will become the queen, and together we’ll be in power!”

What could Halo do? Even if his magic books hadn’t become wet, he couldn’t have conjured up gold. The prince wouldn’t let him go…. Then Halo started to talk about the Downhills. It is a place where monsters and dragons live. The wolpertingers come from there. You can only reach the Downhills when you’re very little. You have to go down along the roots of a magic oak. Only there, in the Downhills, might one find someone who was able to make gold….

Halo himself had to stay in Robber’s Nest. Halo put me under a spell that shrank me till I was just as little as Chum the old tomcat. And suddenly I was able to speak the language of the animals! On the back of the fat cat I traveled to an oak wood. On the way I met two friends, William Wing the miller and Alfred Axe the woodcutter. With their help I reached the tallest oak of the wood. It was there that I first met Ludo the wolpertinger. He had blue fur and a lanky figure. His feet were very, very big. When I asked the wolpertinger how we could reach the Downhills, he said:

“You have to believe in the Downhills. You have to believe in the Downhills. If you don’t believe in them, then you will bump your head on the trunk of the oak tree. If you do believe in them, then you will walk straight through it, and you will be where you want to be.”

He was right! Chum and I believed in the Downhills, walked right into the oak, stepped right through the bark, and ended up in a tunnel. There we reached a mysterious land and saw a big, red sun in the sky.

The first monster we met was Ton-ton, a fatmonster. He lived in the water and weighed so many tons that no one was able to guess his weight. Only Halo, the little magician, had once had divined how heavy Ton-ton was. 

After an adventurous journey we reached the Monster Inn. Ludo the wolpertinger had come with us, and in the inn I met several other new friends. I had to work hard there, in the kitchen. Whisper the weasel was the boss in the kitchen, and she commanded an entire army of wood mice to help her. Boohoo the bat took the orders of the guests. I liked her very much. The owners of the inn were Waldo the wood mouse and Heros the hare. Oh, and then there was Spark the daredragon, a little fire-spitting dragon who saw to it that the flames in the fireplace never died down.

Is it creepy in the Downhills? Are the monsters and dragons annoying? Do wolpertingers pester you? 

Well, if you only could see how angry my friend Chum can get, you’d understand that I’m well protected. When the old tomcat strikes with his claws, most monsters will take flight in panic! 

I was glad that magician Halo has said that the cat should come with me to the mysterious Downhills. 

We went there to help Halo. We had to save him from the hands of the giant prince! Only after gold was made in castle Robber’s Nest, would Halo be allowed to leave again….

I had remembered very well what Halo had said to me before the cat and I went on our journey:

“Thank you, little boy from the Alps, thank you! Find someone who can make gold in the Downhills. But also find someone who is stronger than I, who can teach Prince Ruff Rumble a lesson. I myself am powerless, because I don’t remember the most important magic words by heart any more, and the ink in my books has run. The letters have become illegible.”

Illegible books and a forgetful magician. But Halo was already over three hundred years old!

Somewhere in a land where dwarfs lived, I should find other magicians.

Sitting on the back of the faithful, grumbling cat, I traveled through that marvelous land under a red sun during the day and a blue moon during the night.

“Together we’ll manage, Chum,” I often said to the cat. 

“Ah, dry up!” the cat would grumble. “You sit comfortably on my back, and I have to walk!”

I did not mind his complaining. I knew anyway that he was my friend and that he would remain my friend forever. Next to us trudged Spark the daredragon. Every time he breathed out through his nostrils, I saw little clouds of smoke appear. When he breathed through his muzzle, little flames danced between his teeth. In front of us, next to us, and behind us tumbled Ludo the wolpertinger.

The four of us traveled together. The dragon and the wolpertinger belonged here and showed the way.

“Is it still far to the land of dwarfs, Ludo?” I wanted to know.

“Oh yes it is, little human being,” he answered. “It’s a long road. And when I take a look at that old dope of a cat, I’m afraid that he’ll fall down any moment now and start to snore. Then we’ll have to carry him together.”

“Meow!” said Chum with a sigh. “You’re right, I would like to sleep for a while. Alex is growing heavier all the time.”

I jumped down from his back and started to walk.


 

A Town Full of Wolpertingers

One full week had already passed since we had left the Monster Inn. During the day we saw the red sun in the sky, and during the night we slept under the blue moon. This morning we had set off early again. After we had crossed a barren plain where only low bushes grew, Spark looked round cautiously and then said, “Ah! Now I know where we’re going to. The wolpertinger is leading the way now. Yes, all of a sudden he seems to be in a hurry!”
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He was right. Until now, we had walked close to each other all the time. But now Ludo bounded ahead with large leaps. 

“Have we almost reached the land of the dwarfs now?” I asked hopefully.

“No,” answered the daredragon. “That will take a while. First we have to cross frozen land, but before that we’ll come into a big town. Ludo’s home town!”

He spit fire, and smoke streamed from his nostrils. 

“A town full of wolpertingers Alex! That’ll give a lot of noise! Look there, straight in front of you, there it is!”

I saw houses in the distance. They looked very much like huge eggs. They were provided with windows and doors, and the walls were smooth and white, but the sun gave them a red glow. The egg houses rested on circles of poles in the ground. 

Ludo’s jumped along faster and faster.

“It’s spring here!” he cried out. “I can already smell the dandelions! King Winter has left. See you later, friends, you can’t keep up with me!”

We followed him as fast as we could. More houses came in sight. They stood close to each other, and some of them were higher than the highest oak tree. There were narrow paths and streets, little gardens and parks—and there were wolpertingers everywhere. It struck me that every one of them wore a crown on his head. When we walked through the first street, I saw that the crowns were made of painted half-nutshells. 

I didn’t see Ludo any more. 

The wolpertingers from the town stopped as soon as they saw us, each making a deep bow.

“Welcome, King! Welcome!” said a wolpertinger to me.

“You must be mistaken,” said I, stopping to return his greeting. “I’m not a king at all. I’m Alex from the Alps. I’ve worked in the kitchen of Robber’s Nest, far away from here. I also lent a hand in the Monster Inn, and I—”

“It is a great honor to receive you here, great King,” said the wolpertinger. “We are so proud that you come to visit our town. The king has arrived! The king is in town!”

I now found myself surrounded by wolpertingers. They jostled each other in the narrow street. Windows and doors opened, and crowned wolpertingers waved at me and smiled and bowed so deeply that I became afraid that they should fall down on the street. 

“The king! Welcome!” they cried out in chorus.

Getting a bit scared, I looked round. The odd creatures also paid attention to Chum, who growled at them. The wolpertingers bowed to the old tomcat as well!

“Clear off, you blue monsters!” warned the cat. “Can’t you see that I’m no king at all? Kings reign, that’s what they do. Kings work hard. And I’m a lazy cat, and I wouldn’t know how to rule a land. Now clear off, or I’ll show you my claws!”

Spark, the brave daredragon, kept the obtrusive wolpertingers at a distance by spitting fire. Everyone shrank back from the flames. 

“I’ll scorch your blue furs!” he shouted. “Stay away from me as far as you can, and don’t you call me king. I’m Spark the daredragon!”

“King Spark!” cheered the wolpertingers. “The King of Flames! Welcome in our big wolpertinger town!”

Where had Ludo gone to? Maybe he could explain what exactly was going on here. But when I saw how two wolpertingers made a bow to each other as well, I began to understand what was happening. For after I had come to know Ludo better, I had discovered that the wolpertinger enjoyed imitating others. Wolpertingers have the ability to act exactly the same as anyone else. They can talk as loudly as a giant, steal more than the biggest thief, lie more convincingly than the greatest liar, make jokes like the funniest jester! Why did they all imitate a king now, or did they address anyone as if he was a king?

“Silence!” I shouted on the top of my voice.

“The king asks for silence!” shouted all the wolpertingers. Then they all held their tongues and stared at me with their big blue eyes.

“Listen here, wolpertingers—uh, great kings! This is my first visit to this town. Can you tell me if there has been a real king here recently?”

Now all wolpertingers started to talk. I couldn’t understand a word of what they said. Their voices sounded dark and deep now. Determinedly I pointed at a wolpertinger and said, “This king will speak. All other monarchs keep silent!”

“Thank you very much, Your Highness,” spoke the wolpertinger. “Yes, there has been an important king here. King Winter. He stayed longer than usual, Sire! He’s not doing well. The cold got him!”

He had hardly finished speaking when the rest of the wolpertingers started to moan. They began to walk up and down, heads down, hands behind their backs. 

“Cold! Cold!” they cried. “This has never happened before! A winter king who caught a cold! The coldest king of the Downhills has got the flu! Cold! Cold!”

I jumped on the back of Shabby Tabby Chum and wrapped my arms round his neck.

“Let’s go, tomcat. I would like to see some more of this town.”

Chum went through the crowd. The narrow streets were so full of bowing, crowned wolpertingers that we soon lost sight of our friend Spark the daredragon. 

“Where do you want to go?” asked the cat.

“We’ll have to find Ludo,” I answered.

“All these wolpertingers look alike,” grumbled Chum.

“That’s true,” I had to admit. “But Ludo doesn’t wear a crown.”

In the little garden of one of the egglike houses four crowned wolpertingers sat together on little stools round a table. A fifth wolpertinger came out of the house. He carried a tray full of dandelions. He wore no crown. 

“Ludo!” I said. “Ludo, is that you?”

“But of course, I’m none other than Ludo the wolpertinger,” he smiled. “Come here, little human friend. I’ll get another stool. We just sat down for dinner. Will you join us? No, I wouldn’t think so; human children don’t like dandelions at all. Come and sit with us anyway. I’d like you to meet my father, my mother, and my little sisters, Alex.”

“We’d lost you! And now
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