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Chapter 1
FLOWER


The heat was unbearable. The man crawled across the desert, and his hands blistered when he touched the burning hot sand. The sun's rays pierced his face. His thirst was getting the better of him. 
“Water... water...”
This was the only thought that occupied his mind. He grabbed his water bottle once more and shook it. 
It was empty. 
The man had licked the last drop from it three days ago, but still, he picked the bottle up again and again to check if there was anything left, if somewhere in the bottle was a hidden drop that had forgotten to come out.
He climbed to the top of a sand dune and scanned his surroundings. In the distance, he spotted what seemed like a vast lake. But he had seen this before – it was a mirage, the sky reflecting in the desert's hot air.
As he gazed down the golden dune, his brow lifted.
"There it is! There it is!"
He leaped to his feet and ran down into the hollow below toward a large flower. Its two broad white petals looked like a half-opened shell. It stood alone. 
He hurried to the flower, dropping to his knees beside it. At first, he hesitated to touch it, fearing another illusion. Finally, he cautiously reached out and felt the flower.
It was real! The hermuna, the spice flower he sought.
He bent down and breathed in its unique, incredible scent.
He grabbed a small pouch from his belt. With a sense of awe, he snipped the large spice pod from the flower, feeling a pang of regret for harming it. He quickly placed the pod in an airtight container – it was precious and couldn't be damaged.
The wind picked up, and the sand particles swirled back and forth. The man looked up and saw a huge sand cloud approaching rapidly. A sandstorm was about to hit.
He found the sandstorms to be the worst. The sand blew like snow in a blizzard, and it battered his body, sneaking through his clothes - into his eyes, ears, nose, and mouth, so he could barely breathe. He put the container back into the bag with the other tools, then took his headscarf and wrapped it tightly around his face.
The storm hit him. It was the most intense sandstorm he had experienced during his desert journey.
Amid the howling wind, he heard strange noises – deep rumbles like a volcanic eruption. He squinted upwards; through the sand, he detected the sun.
But the sun was moving! And then there were two!
He couldn't grasp what was happening, assuming heat and thirst had warped his mind. But the "suns" grew larger, and the rumbles grew louder.
Through the sandstorm, he saw that these were not suns but the eyes of a colossal creature, roaring and charging toward him.
Dizziness overwhelmed him, and he struggled to stay upright. He tried to keep his eyes open, but everything faded to black...
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Chapter 2
RUBBER DRESS


Mrs. Fribbentropp was enormous. We could say she was plump, large, or hefty, but the most accurate way to describe her was overweight. In fact, she was one of the largest women in the whole world. But she didn't mind. She was happy and content each day and always found life incredibly enjoyable. She lived in a spacious, pink wooden house with white window frames and a white roof. Colorful string lights adorned each window, every corner of the house, and all the way up to the roof ridge. They were lit all year round, and the house shone like a Christmas tree when it was dark outside. Surrounding the house was a vast garden with a tall rowan tree, bushes near a white-painted wooden fence, and crisscrossing flower beds. 
Mrs. Fribbentropp didn't drive a car or ride a bicycle. When she had bought a car a few months earlier, the tires had burst with a loud bang as soon as she got in. The wheels bent in all directions, and one hubcap flew like a frisbee to the other end of town, where an elderly woman with glasses and a cane thought it was a flying saucer and locked herself inside for a week.
But Mrs. Fribbentropp didn't let this bother her. She just laughed out loud, had the car with the burst tires pulled into her garden, and planted flowers in it. When she worked in the garden, she sometimes started the car and kept her coffee warm on the hot engine.
Since she had no vehicle, she had to walk to the store to get her groceries and carry them all the way back home. That would have been perfectly fine for an ordinary person. However, she loved to eat so much that she had to go to the store five times a day and bring home numerous bags each time, all filled with delicious treats. And because she was so heavy, her knees always hurt from these shopping trips.
She considered some options: buying a large, steel-reinforced jeep or a tractor, and she even began to think about losing weight, when a clever idea came to her mind.
She owned a dress she had bought on a trip to Kambastan a few years earlier. The dress was black and made of the famous Kambastanian rubber and was, of course, much too small for her now. When she put it on, all her excess weight gathered in a circle around her middle, making it look like she had a massive truck tire around her waist.
She put on the rubber dress, found some old ski poles, and gathered a lot of old coat hangers. With these, she went into the garden, placed them all on the ground, looked at the pile, and scratched her head.
Two girls walked by and started whispering.
"Ew, look at the large lady! She's so huge!"
But Mrs. Fribbentropp didn't take offense. She knew those who spoke ill of others were usually unhappy and dissatisfied with themselves.
Mrs. Fribbentropp found it incredibly dull to be unhappy, so she ignored it. She let the girls whisper as they pleased while she fastened the coat hangers together and made a star, with the hooks pointing outwards.
Then she went back behind the house and returned with an old anchor her father had owned in the old days. It wasn't a big anchor, as her father had only had a small boat, but she decided it would do.
Then she returned to the house and grabbed some old rubber boots and duct tape. She taped the boots firmly onto the coat hanger star and seemed quite pleased with her work.
The girls continued to stare at her, now a little curious.
"What is she doing?" asked one.
"I don't know," said the other, and she popped a candy into her mouth.
Mrs. Fribbentropp now went out onto the street with her hanger-star boots, put on her ski goggles, and stepped into the boots. She managed to tuck the anchor into the collar of the tight rubber dress she wore, tying its long rope around her.
The girls had become excited. They had forgotten their grumpiness and watched with their eyes wide open as the woman picked up the ski poles and rolled herself onto her side. At first, she wobbled back and forth and seemed about to end up on her head, but she eventually found her balance. Then she carefully pushed herself forward with the ski poles and started to roll away.
She rolled on her large waist that circled her dress. She constantly pushed herself faster with the ski poles and laughed because it tickled while she rolled. The girls were amazed. Mrs. Fribbentropp had turned into a tire, rolling faster and faster down the street.
The store was on the same street as her house, so the route was straight and easy. But the store was more than a kilometer away, which was quite a distance.
When Mrs. Fribbentropp reached the store, she pushed with one ski pole into the street and was able to turn into the parking lot. Then she removed the anchor from her dress, threw it behind her, and stopped abruptly when it got caught on a fire hydrant.
She took the boots off and put the hanger-star in a parking space. She entered the store and was loaded with bags when she came out. She hung one bag on each of the hanger-star hooks, then slipped back into the boots and headed straight home the same way she had come. The bags spun like a whirlwind, so fast that the cream was whipped when she got home.
[image: image-placeholder]Mrs. Fribbentropp lived in Reykjavik, Iceland. She had a husband, Mr. Fritz van Fribbentropp, a gourmet master chef. He was a cook and baker at a large hotel and always brought home exquisite delicacies for his wife.
Once, her name had been Sigridur Jonsdottir, but she became Mrs. Fribbentropp when she got married.
She had moved with Fritz abroad, to Paris, France. He loved her dearly, and she loved him just as much. He didn't care if she weighed three hundred kilos; she was so incredibly entertaining that he laughed almost constantly when he was at home. He had a nice round belly himself that jiggled amusingly when he laughed. He even laughed in his sleep, and then the whole bed and Mrs. Fribbentropp wobbled.
But one day, Fritz van Fribbentropp went to the Sahara Desert in Africa to search for a rare flower. It had an exceptional flavor. This flavor was, in a way, the magic behind his popularity as a cook. One flower could last for several years - he would grind it and put it into a whole barrel of olive oil so the oil became flavorful and fragrant. He only needed to use a few drops of the spiced oil each time he cooked.
Therefore, it was essential to find this flower.
But Mr. Fribbentropp, the gourmet master chef from Paris, got lost in the desert. Some said he had been robbed by outlaws in the wilderness, others that he had sunk into the sand, and still others that aliens had taken him in flying saucers.
Mrs. Fribbentropp was sure he hadn’t found the flower yet and was still searching. But she grew tired of waiting alone in Paris, so she returned to Iceland and lived in the house where her family had lived before she moved to France. Her parents had died many years earlier, but they were both old and tired, so the lady did not grieve for long.
She had now lived in the house for almost a year.  Because her husband, the gourmet master chef, had been so popular, she had plenty of money. So much that she did not know how to spend it.
So she bought food and more food and cooked and sang every day and became very skilled at cooking and baking.
Sometimes, Mrs. Fribbentropp doubted that she would ever see her husband again. But it was not her habit to dwell on things. She simply hoped for the best and waited.
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Chapter 3
CRASH


One day, Mrs. Fribbentropp found herself in a bit of a predicament. She didn't know what would happen when she left home, as one usually doesn't know such things in advance. But this turned into quite an event! 
All she had intended to do was go to the store and buy pickled pears, avocado, twelve loaves of bread, five kilos of potatoes, and four legs of lamb. She got dressed as usual, put on her rubber dress and boots, and wore her ski goggles. However, she was so preoccupied with how to season the legs of lamb that she wasn't fully paying attention to what she was doing.
As she set off, she reached fifty kilometers per hour but didn't want to go any faster because it would have been over the speed limit. The sky was clear and bright, and the sun was shining. Kids were eating ice cream and playing with balls and water guns. In short, it was a perfect day.
When Mrs. Fribbentropp arrived at the parking lot by the store and turned as usual, she reached for her anchor-brake but grabbed… nothing. She had utterly forgotten the anchor! How was she supposed to stop? In desperation, she threw away the ski poles and stretched out her arms to find something to grab onto. She found nothing.
What could she do? She was going fifty kilometers per hour and couldn't brake. So, to warn others, she shouted, "Move! Move!" 
It looked like she was going to roll right through the store window. It would have been horrible to fly through the glass and knock over most of the shelves, scattering products everywhere. But just before she hit the window, a big jeep drove in front of her. Inside was a man with a hat, a mustache, and a huge nose. He was talking on the phone and didn't notice anything. Instead of hitting the window, Mrs. Fribbentropp bumped into the car.
This was no ordinary collision. When two cars collide, they usually crash into each other. But since Mrs. Fribbentropp was soft, she didn't crash. She landed on the front of the jeep – boing! – then bounced like a ball on its roof – doing! -  and onto the top of the store – CRASHHH!
The man in the jeep was perplexed. He was talking to a manager overseas who heard the bouncing noise and asked what it was. The man in the jeep didn't know what had happened and could only say, "Uhh... a flying woman!"
[image: image-placeholder]A boy lived on the top floor of a building next to the store. His name was Siggistebbi. Really his name was Sigurdur Stefan Sigurdsson, but he was always called Siggistebbi. He was twelve years old but looked to be no more than five. He was incredibly thin, so much so that he had to order pants from abroad because there were no pants tight enough for him in Iceland. He could have fit into one leg of your pants and put both his hands into one sleeve of your sweater. But Siggistebbi was not wearing a shirt or pants. He was in his underwear. Yes, in his briefs.
He was in his room, even though the weather was beautiful and it was past three in the afternoon. He sat in front of the TV, playing a video game. On the nightstand beside his bed were pill bottles and a bowl of Cocoa Puffs that he had only eaten a few bites of.
He was in the middle of shooting all kinds of creatures, so blood splattered all over the TV screen. He was frustrated because he wanted to shoot more. He tried to shoot all the creatures but couldn't get them all. That's how he usually was. He would be happy if he managed to complete a level in the game. But only for a very short time. Then he would become frustrated again at the next level.
When he was happy, the sulky expression would leave his face. He didn't exactly smile, though. Otherwise, it seemed like he was always in a slightly bad mood.
Suddenly, there was a loud noise. Dooiing - CRASSSH! A flying woman in a black rubber dress with ski goggles and rubber boots came smashing through the window of Siggistebbi's room. She flew straight onto the TV, which shattered into 453 pieces with an awful noise. 
Siggistebbi did precisely what all kids do when a woman in a black rubber dress flies through their window. He screamed. And it was pretty remarkable how loud a tiny boy like Siggistebbi could scream.
Mrs. Fribbentropp sat up, slightly dazed after the flight, and was genuinely startled to see this tiny boy sitting in bed screaming at her. 
"Did something happen? Are you OK?" she asked, thinking he might have hurt himself.
"Tel… tel… tel…" stammered Siggistebbi. 
"Tell? Do you want to tell me something?" Mrs. Fribbentropp thought this was a bit of a strange request in the circumstances.
"Tel… tel… television," said Siggistebbi, shaking in terror and pointing at the 453 pieces scattered all over the room and under the woman as well.
Mrs. Fribbentropp lifted her bottom and looked underneath it. 
"Oh. I must have broken the television." 
She didn't find this particularly remarkable, as she had often sat on something that broke. Televisions were also insignificant to her. She never watched TV because she found it much more fun to do something sensible than to sit and stare at the idiotbox, as she called it.
Mrs. Fribbentropp stood up and started to carefully sweep up the broken pieces with her hands. She went on about how she had planned to go to the store and what she would buy and cook for dinner while she gathered up the biggest pieces. Then she went to the kitchen and grabbed a broom, a dustpan, and a large garbage bag into which she put all the broken pieces.
Siggistebbi didn't say anything. He just stared at Mrs. Fribbentropp with a frown on his face as he sat on the edge of his bed. It was obvious that he didn’t like this strange woman. He had already decided that she must be a woman of the worst kind, a bad woman. That's what one often decides when someone ruins something for you. He wanted her to leave and didn't intend to say a single word to her. In other words, he was furious.
But when she started digging through his closets, it was too much. 
"What are you doing?" he asked sharply.
"Well, I'm obviously finding you some clothes. You can't wander around town in your underwear, dear!"
"But I'm not going anywhere! It's you who's going."
"Hush shush, boy," said Mrs. Fribbentropp, shaking her head. She found tight pants and a sweater that would have fit a cat. "Here. Put this on."
"But I'm not going anywhere," Siggistebbi protested.
"Don't you want a new TV?" Mrs. Fribbentropp asked.
Siggistebbi hesitated. Of course, it would be nice to have a new TV. And indeed, it was the woman in the black dress who was supposed to buy him one. 
"All right then," said Siggistebbi, slowly getting dressed.
Meanwhile, Mrs. Fribbentropp continued to rummage through various things in his room. She examined all the pill bottles, picked them up, and read the labels. 
"What’s all that? Hydrooxitad, colomonoxyde, acetylsalicylic acid, ascorbic acid... This is like a whole pharmacy!"
"They're just my pills," said Siggistebbi, and he zipped up his pants.
"Are you terribly sick?" Mrs. Fribbentropp exclaimed. Then she looked at him and saw how incredibly thin he was. The clothes he had put on were tiny, but they were still too big for Siggistebbi.
"No wonder you're so thin, my dear," Mrs. Fribbentropp remarked. "Do you think you can walk with me down the stairs? Won’t you just fall down?"
"I can walk if I want to," said Siggistebbi with determination. He intended to go with the woman, buy a TV, and then continue with the game. He was, after all, just about to reach the boss at the end of the level. So he had to continue.
"Why are you taking all these medications?" Mrs. Fribbentropp asked.
"Hmm... Just because of this and that," Siggistebbi replied, not wanting to talk about it.
"What diseases do you have?" Mrs. Fribbentropp didn't give up.
"Allergies to almost everything, lack of appetite, shortness of breath, dehydration, constipation, belching, insomnia, do-nothingness, and Addictus Videogamus. Plus something else that I don't remember."
"Ohhh..." Mrs. Fribbentropp looked at him with her mouth wide open and eyes the size of fried eggs. "You must be completely exhausted... Don't you want to lie down? Get a slice of bread? I'll make some cocoa for you."
"No thanks," Siggistebbi mumbled. "I don't feel like eating anything. I find food disgusting. And I want to continue the game."
"Yes, of course. But what is this ascorbic acid for?" Mrs. Fribbentropp inquired.
"So I don't have to eat something called scurvy."
"Scurvy? Do you have to eat scurvy if you don't take the medication?"
"Yes. The doctor said I would get scurvy if I didn't take the pills."
"Hmm..." Mrs. Fribbentropp pondered the matter. "I wonder what scurvy tastes like. It might be pleasant with cheese and mushrooms," she said, licking her lips.
"Yuck!" Siggistebbi grimaced so his face resembled a crumpled sock.
"Well! Let's go!" Mrs. Fribbentropp grabbed Siggistebbi's arm, and they left the apartment, descended the stairs, and stepped out into the sunshine.
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Chapter 4
THE MESSAGE


The path didn't lead directly to the mall as Siggistebbi had anticipated. First, Mrs. Fribbentropp needed to stop by her house. She chatted as they walked along the sidewalk, but Siggistebbi wasn't paying attention. He was too preoccupied with being annoyed. He didn't even notice the blue sky, the flowers, or the birds. He ignored the green trees, the bees, and the bouncing balls. He stared down at the sidewalk, trying not to step on any lines as he walked. 
Upon arriving at Mrs. Fribbentropp's pink house, she led the boy inside and guided him to a sofa in the living room.
"I just need a little snack before we buy the TV," she said and went into the kitchen.
Siggistebbi sat and gazed at the ceiling. Directly across from him, hanging on the wall was a huge flat-screen TV.
"Can't I just have this one?" he called to the woman.
Mrs. Fribbentropp entered with her mouth full with a cream cake she was eating straight from the cake plate.
"Ifp if bvofen!" she mumbled.
Siggistebbi couldn't understand what she was saying.
"What did you say?"
Mrs. Fribbentropp swallowed her food, burped, and finally said, "This TV is broken. There's no picture on it. I bought it three months ago along with the VCR over there - I planned to watch a VHS tape I received in the mail. But nothing appeared when I put in the tape and turned on the TV."
"Didn't you call a repairman?" Siggistebbi asked wide-eyed, thinking it was a shame that such a nice, large TV was unused.
"No," said Mrs. Fribbentropp, placing a generous slice of the cake onto the cake knife. "I didn't bother since there probably isn't anything interesting on that tape."
With that, she took the cake knife, lifted the large slice to her mouth, opened it wide, and shoved the entire slice in at once!
"Wow..." was all Siggistebbi could say.
The lady chewed thoroughly and for quite a while before finally swallowing.
"I'm just going to have some lamb with browned potatoes, cream sauce, and salad before we head out, just a little snack..."
She returned to the kitchen.
Siggistebbi, being an expert in televisions, screens, DVD players, gaming consoles, computers, mobile phones, tablets, and all devices meant for entertainment, also knew a thing or two about VCRs. Bored from sitting there and staring at nothing, he decided to inspect the TV.
Immediately, he spotted the issue. The cable from the video player was not connected to the TV. No wonder there was no picture!
He turned on the TV, grabbed the remote, and searched through all the channels, but he found nothing interesting. 
Maybe something exciting was on the tape. He inserted it into the device and turned it on. An image appeared on the screen, then vanished, leaving only static.
He rewound it and started it again.
An evil-looking man with a large, black beard stared at him from the TV with piercing black eyes. The man began talking, but Siggistebbi couldn't understand a word. However, he did hear the name van Fribbentropp mentioned occasionally.
"Hey! You. Lady," he called into the kitchen. "There's someone talking about a van Fribbentropp on the tape. Isn't that an odd name?"
Various sounds had been coming from the kitchen, like clattering utensils and banging, but suddenly everything went quiet. The woman slowly entered the living room.
"Van Fribbentropp? That's my name. And my husband's name too."
"What? Your name is Fribbentropp?"
"Yes. Mrs. Sigridur van Fribbentropp. Can you play that part again, the man on the TV?"
Siggistebbi started the tape once more.
Mrs. Fribbentropp stood gaping in front of the TV, listening to the man. She occasionally squealed with delight or covered her mouth as if something terrible was happening. When the man disappeared from the screen, she stumbled onto the floor, muttered to herself, and then roared, "Come! We must do something."
She rushed out of the living room, and soon the house was filled with banging and crashing noises. Siggistebbi didn't know what to do as he sat on the living room sofa. He considered just going home. He snuck down the stairs, put on his shoes, and opened the front door. As he stepped out, the lady stood right in front of him.
"Quick, run up to the attic and find my great-great-grandmother's book. It's brown and ancient and says 'Exceptionally potent recipes' on it."
She pushed Siggistebbi back into the house, and he reluctantly went up to the attic to find the book. But after that, he would go home.
The attic was dark, and cobwebs filled every corner. Siggistebbi hated spiders, but he wanted to escape this woman as soon as possible, so he began searching for the book. Tall stacks of bags filled with herbs were scattered among pots, pans, and other kitchen gadgets. However, a few books sat on a small writing desk in the corner. Siggistebbi approached the desk and saw that these were recipe books, most of them old.
"Exceptionally potent recipes." This was the book. It was brown and moldy, with pages sticking out from under the cover, likely torn at some point.
He took the book and started to leave. Suddenly, he felt something sticky and revolting hit his face. It was a spider web, so thick that he could hardly see through it. He felt like he couldn't breathe, and through the web, he saw a massive spider crawling right by his nose. He gasped and screamed, swatting the spider away. He raced down from the attic and out into the yard so quickly that the spider didn't have time to fall onto the attic floor. The book was still in the boy‘s hands.
"Did you find the book?" the woman called from behind the house.
"Yes! But there was a spider…."
"Then come here right away," she commanded.
He went behind the house. There Mrs. Fribbentropp stood by an old, small sailboat filled with various junk.
"Here, hand me the book!"
Siggistebbi handed the book to Mrs. Fribbentropp. She placed it in a locked chest, which she carefully positioned in a compartment within the boat.
"Now, instruct me," she said, hopping onto the street and approaching a tractor parked next to the house.
Apparently, someone had been using it, as it was next to a large pile of stones and still running. However, its operator was nowhere to be found. The woman glanced around cautiously, then climbed into the tractor.
This was a massive tractor, so its tires easily supported her weight. She began backing up towards the boat, intending to tow it.
Siggistebbi quickly grasped her plan and gestured when she needed to reverse, pointed when she needed to turn, and held out his hand, palm flat, when she needed to stop.
She leaped down and secured the trailer carrying the boat, then sped away in the tractor.
Siggistebbi was dumbfounded.
"Where is she going? What is she doing? What about my TV?!"
He tried calling her, but she didn't hear him. So, he started running to catch her. Luckily, tractors don't go very fast, so he managed to grab onto the boat and climb into it. But no matter how much he shouted, Mrs. Fribbentropp couldn't hear him.
The poor boy had experienced far too much for one day. He had grown so weary that he could no longer yell. As the tractor rumbled down the street, Siggistebbi sat down on a soft bag in the boat, struggling to keep his eyes open. Eventually, he lay down and fell asleep. 
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Chapter 5
TO THE SKY


Siggistebbi was in the midst of a dream. He felt like he was floating on a colossal white cloud, high above the earth. Angels flew around him, playing trumpets. However, the sounds emanating from the trumpets were peculiar. Abruptly, the cloud began to sway, and he noticed another cloud above him from which a massive raindrop emerged. The raindrop splashed onto his face, causing him to wake up, gasping for air.  
Siggistebbi‘s face was damp and  salty. Looking up, he saw nothing but the blue sky with a few white clouds drifting back and forth. He quickly realized it wasn't the clouds that were moving but himself. 
He stood up and saw Mrs. Fribbentropp lowering a speaker in a plastic bag into the sea. The peculiar trumpet sounds from his dream had come from the speaker. He looked around and saw no land in sight. They were somewhere far out in the ocean.
Catching his breath just enough to shout, he asked, "Where are we?"
Mrs. Fribbentropp jumped and screamed, "What are you doing here, boy?"
"I was following you. You were going to get me a new TV."
"Oh yes, I had completely forgotten about that."
"Can't you turn around and take me back?" Siggistebbi pleaded.
"No, unfortunately, that's not possible. We can't afford to lose any time."
"Why?" he asked, but Mrs. Fribbentropp began to shout and call.
"Look, there they come! There they come!"
"Who?" asked the boy, looking out at the sea.
An incredible sight met his eyes. Almost a thousand whales of various sizes and types swam a few hundred meters away. There were blue whales, fin whales, sperm whales, humpback whales, pilot whales, and who knows what else. They were coming nearer and seemed determined to crash straight into the boat!
"Life jacket. Lifebuoy. Lifeboat. Something! Anything!" Siggistebbi screamed, searching for something to float on, thinking the whales would sink the boat.
"What nonsense! We don't need anything like that. We just need a little help," Mrs. Fribbentropp said calmly.
The swarm of whales approached the boat and began swimming around it. They sprayed water over the woman and the boy, and Mrs. Fribbentropp laughed and laughed. 
"Come, dear friends of mine," she said, reaching out her hands and patting several whales on their snouts. 
She then took some kind of whistle, took a deep breath, and blew. The whales lined up around the boat, facing them. A gigantic blue whale swam underneath the boat, and Siggistebbi felt it lifting.
"Here, kid," said the woman, throwing him a rope. "When I say 'now,' you must pull the rope with all your strength. But not until I say 'now.'"
Siggistebbi was terrified. He dared not do anything but hold onto the rope. Mrs. Fribbentropp took another whistle, even bigger. She inhaled so much air that she almost doubled in size. Then she blew, and what a gust it was. It was like a hundred trumpets blowing at once. Suddenly, Siggistebbi felt the boat jerk and shoot up into the air. He peeked over the edge and saw that all the whales were blowing through their blowholes at once, creating a giant gust of air that sent the boat flying up into the sky.
"Now!" Mrs. Fribbentropp called.
Siggistebbi pulled the rope frantically, yanking and tugging. He saw that the sail on the mast began to grow and grow. It moved up and changed shape, stretching out in both directions like bird wings.
"Well done, boy. You can do a lot even though you're not very big," said the woman with a broad smile. "Now, we're off to the Sahara!"
The sail was like the wing of a kite. The woman pulled on several ropes, and more sails appeared. At the back of the boat was one that hung over the edge, obviously a rudder. On the sides were two small sails shaped like wings. This was, in fact, a flying boat!
Siggistebbi stood with the cool wind blowing in his face, watching the ocean pass below them. At last, he asked, "Did you say we‘re going to the Sahara? Why?"
"Remember the VHS tape you played at my house?" asked Mrs. Fribbentropp, her voice for once losing it‘s chipper tone. Siggistebbi nodded. "The message was from an evil sorcerer, Ondúrman. He said he had taken the gourmet master chef Fritz van Fribbentropp captive and would not release him until he received a certain recipe book. That chef is my husband, and the recipe book was my great-great-grandmother‘s. That's why there was no time to lose."
Siggistebbi was intrigued. In a way, it was like a they were in a real-life video game, going after the boss. But in his games, he had never been shot into the sky by a pod of whales. "How did you manage that trick with the whales anyway?" he asked.
Mrs. Fribbentropp smiled. "My great-grandfather was a whaler. He invented these whistles to attract whales so he could hunt them. His son, my grandfather, continued this, but then my dad came along. He didn't want to hunt whales. Instead, he used the whistles to lure the whales while sailing with tourists. I also played with the whales at sea with Dad, making them jump and perform tricks." 
Siggistebbi tried to picture the woman as a kid like him, playing with whales. "Did your great-grandfather invent this flying boat, too?" he asked.
Mrs. Fribbentropp winked. " I invented this myself. The trip would be much longer sailing there. This way, we should get there in about a week!"
"A week?!" Siggistebbi couldn't believe it. He couldn‘t remember the last time he had left his house for a week, and here he was flying in a boat to the desert with an eccentric woman he had just met. 
"You just get comfortable," said Mrs. Fribbentropp. "I need to find an updraft. Let me know if you see birds soaring above the ocean surface."
"Updraft? What's that?" asked Siggistebbi, suddenly worried about what might happen if there wasn‘t one. They were a long way up, he noticed, but slowly drifting downwards.
"It's a wind that blows straight up into the air," she explained. "When the air heats up near the ground, it rises and creates an upward wind. We‘ll fly into the updraft, which will blow us higher up into the sky. That way, we can stay aloft for a long time."
Siggistebbi nodded, fascinated and a bit relieved. He peered over the edge of the boat, scanning the blue-green ocean below. "There!" he shouted at last, pointing toward a flock of white birds gliding over the water.
Mrs. Fribbentropp beamed. "And now, we set our course for Africa!"
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Chapter 6
UPDRAFT


Siggistebbi could hardly contain his excitement at first. He had never traveled outside his country, so going to Africa promised to be an amazing adventure. Sometimes, he found it hard to breathe and felt a bit lightheaded, but he wasn't sure if it was because of the ship's movements or the usual dizziness that he'd experienced for years. 
It was hard to believe that he was sitting in his bed at home just three hours ago, where he had spent most of his days for many months, even years. But now, he was aboard a flying ship on his way to Africa.
Mrs. Fribbentropp was busy steering the ship, scanning the sky, and guiding the vessel into one updraft after another. Each one lifted the boat higher and higher. She wanted an updraft strong enough to carry them through the entire night. In between each updraft, the ship gradually descended, and soon it would be dark, making it difficult to see birds flying.
Siggistebbi's excitement faded rather quickly. Staring into the sky, unsure what to do, he grew extremely bored. He longed to be back in his bed, playing computer games or watching cartoons.
"Do you have a Game Boy?" he asked Mrs. Fribbentropp.
"Game Boy? What's that?"
"A small handheld computer game. Or an iPad?"
"Nothing like that. But if you're bored, I'll tell you stories," Mrs. Fribbentropp said with a smile.
"No thanks, I find stories boring," he replied, gazing into the sky.
The sun was setting in the west, and darkness would soon envelop them. Siggistebbi spotted some birds flying high in the sky.
"Look at that! Way up there. Some birds are barely visible," said Siggistebbi, amazed that birds could fly so high.
"Where?" asked Mrs. Fribbentropp, peering. "I don't see anything."
"There, to the right," he said, pointing.
"Well, you're right! It's good to have a young helper like you. You've saved us!"
The boy felt a little proud, even though he wasn't sure how he had saved them.
The lady steered the ship toward the birds. As they neared the flock, she shouted, "Hold on!"
Siggistebbi gripped the seat tightly. Suddenly, it was as if a giant invisible hand lifted the ship upwards with great speed. His stomach dropped, and he felt a tingling sensation all the way down to his toes. His head felt heavy, making it difficult to lift, but when he looked at Mrs. Fribbentropp, he saw that she looked different; she was no longer plump. However, looking at her legs, he saw that her excess weight had gathered there, making them as thick as tree trunks.
This continued for what felt like an hour to Siggistebbi, but in reality, it was only two or three minutes. The ship slowed down, and his stomach settled. Mrs. Fribbentropp returned to her regular shape.
Peering over the side, Siggistebbi guessed they were a few kilometers up in the air.
"Yippee!" cried Mrs. Fribbentropp. "It worked! Now we're high enough to fly all night."
She secured some ropes, checked the sail, and said, "Now we can have something to eat."
"I don't like food, remember?" he said. "Eating is boring."
"What a thing to say!" The lady shook her head and rummaged through bags and boxes.
Siggistebbi started to feel a bit strange. Everything that had happened was causing an odd pain in his stomach. He couldn't identify the sensation.
When Mrs. Fribbentropp began to unpack food from a box—apples, bread, smoked lamb, eggs, cheese, crackers, cakes, and chocolate milk—Siggistebbi's mouth watered as if he had a river inside him.
"Listen, Mrs. Fribbinfropp, I feel strange in my stomach."
"My name is Mrs. Fribbentropp," she corrected him gently. "I think I know what you're feeling. You're just hungry."
Siggistebbi thought this explanation was too simple. He hadn't been hungry in years.
"Try this." The lady handed him a large slice of bread with smoked lamb, topped with four sliced eggs and cheese. Siggistebbi hesitated, then took a bite.
It didn't taste bad.
He took another bite, larger than before, and found it incredibly delicious. He devoured the sandwich, enjoying every bite. When he was done, he couldn't move, feeling like any movement would cause the food to return.
Mrs. Fribbentropp laughed. "Hahaha, look at you, boy. You have a belly like a ball!"
He looked down at his stomach. It was true. Though he was skinny, his stomach now resembled a soccer ball. He couldn't say anything; he was too stuffed.
During the night, Mrs. Fribbentropp chatted about her gourmet master chef husband, Fritz van Fribbentropp, and her life. Siggistebbi was so full that he couldn't say a word. He just nodded.
"And what about you, child? Tell me something," Mrs. Fribbentropp said when the boy finally started looking more comfortable. 
Siggistebbi shrugged. "I‘m just an ordinary kid," he said. His eyes lit up a bit when he described the summer after first grade, when he got a television in his room and a game console. He could watch cartoons and play computer games all day long.
"And all those medicines you take?" Mrs. Fribbentropp prodded. 
Siggistebbi described how he had lost interest in eating. "I guess it was that same summer," he said. When it was time for him to go back to school in the fall, he told his parents that he felt sick, so they took him to see twelve doctors who gave him piles of pills. Since then, he had been in his room, hardly eating and never venturing beyond the bathroom.
"What about your parents?" asked Mrs. Fribbentropp.
"I only see them once a month," answered Siggistebbi. "Mom is a manager at a car company, and Dad sells fish abroad. Dad is always traveling, and Mom works long hours, even on weekends. I'm asleep when she comes home, and she's gone when I wake up. But at the end of each month, they visit my room with boxes of new games, videotapes, pills, and various things. They ask how I'm doing, pat me on the head, and then leave."
"Oh, poor boy," said Mrs. Fribbentropp, stroking his cheek.
"It's all right. I'm just so busy playing."
"Yes, that's how it is. But I'll tell you how it was when I was a kid. My parents always played with me, and I got to go with Dad out to sea and Mom when she was cleaning the school. It was a different time back then..."
Siggistebbi did not hear her. He was sound asleep, snoring softly. His stomach had shrunk to the size of a handball.
"Well, my boy," said the lady kindly. "Sleep well."
She checked that everything was in order, made sure they were on the right course, and then ate two cinnamon rolls before going to sleep herself.
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Chapter 7
THE JET


The boat trip continued as expected, and the next few days were uneventful for Mrs. Fribbentropp and Siggistebbi. However, things were different down on Earth. 
A man named Jógvan sought a doctor because he believed he had gone mad. He lived in Gata, in the Faroe Islands, and one early morning, he stepped outside for some fresh air. He gazed at the sky and spotted a boat with full sails. Knowing that boats sailed on the sea, not up in the sky, Jógvan rubbed his eyes, dashed inside, and grabbed a telescope. There was no doubt – it was a flying boat!
Jógvan pinched himself and yelped in pain. He wasn't dreaming. To be sure, he emptied a whole bucket of ice-cold water over his head. It made no difference; the boat was still there. Through the telescope, he saw a giant human and a tiny one aboard the boat.
"Aha! A troll and a dwarf on a flying boat. I must be insane," he thought. So, he went straight to the hospital, claiming he had lost his mind.
[image: image-placeholder]On the fourth day of their journey, the British Air Force's main control center became chaotic and panicked when a mysterious flying object appeared over Central England. Some believed it was extraterrestrial visitors, while others thought it was a spy balloon from some foreign power wanting to take pictures of Buckingham Palace. 
Air Marshal Sir Thomas Davidson was instructed to investigate. He flew a fully armed military aircraft with bombs and guns, ready to defend against any aliens or enemies.
Around midnight, Mrs. Fribbentropp and Siggistebbi were sleeping soundly when a thunderous roar jolted them awake. The boat shook and quivered. Siggistebbi and Mrs. Fribbentropp both screamed.
Beside their ship loomed a colossal military aircraft. A voice came through the speaker system.
"You are trespassing in British airspace. State your purpose and identify yourselves."
Mrs. Fribbentropp hastily grabbed a felt-tip pen and wrote in large letters on a food box lid: I am Mrs. Fribbentropp, and I urgently need to reach the Sahara to rescue my husband. It's a matter of life and death!
She held up the sign for the marshal to see. Fortunately, Sir Thomas Davidson admired Fritz van Fribbentropp and knew he had been missing in the Sahara. Thomas had twice attended banquets where the gourmet master chef had prepared exquisite food, unlike anything he had ever tasted.
"I hope you find your husband. But be warned, there‘s a thunderstorm near Gibraltar. Have a safe journey," the speaker's voice said. Mrs. Fribbentropp and Siggistebbi saw the pilot wave, and the military aircraft veered away and vanished.
Sleep eluded them for the rest of the night, which was understandable. Imagine waking up next to a massive military aircraft!
As the journey continued, Siggistebbi slowly grew more talkative. He told Mrs. Fribbentropp about games, movies, and TV shows he enjoyed. Mrs. Fribbentropp found this strange, having never seen a computer game in her life. She couldn't comprehend the jumps, flights, battles, and gunfire Siggistebbi described.
Siggistebbi also began to take more interest as he listened to Mrs. Fribbentropp‘s stories about her husband, their happiness before his journey, and her eventual return to Iceland. As they traveled past Britain, Siggistebbi finally asked about her great-great-grandmother's cookbook.
"Yes...," Mrs. Fribbentropp said thoughtfully. "This book has quite an intriguing story, considering it's just a cookbook. You see, my great-great-grandmother, Grímhild Grayskin, lived in Arnarfjord, in the western part of Iceland..."
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Chapter 8
GREYSKIN


Nestled beneath the towering mountains, Grímhild Ingivaldsdottir lived with her husband, Nikulas, in a small hut with fourteen sheep. To make ends meet, Nikulas often rowed their little boat to sea to catch fish. They were very poor, and sometimes they couldn't even light a lamp in their hut. Other people used candles made from sheep fat, but they needed all the fat to pour over their boiled fish, as was customary in Iceland, leaving nothing for candles. As a result, they spent many winter nights in complete darkness. 
Despite their hardships, they tried to be happy and content, eating shellfish they found on the beach, collecting dulse—a type of seaweed—and feasting on berries in the fall. One spring, they welcomed a lively little daughter who filled their hut with laughter and joy, making them forget their poverty.
When their daughter was three, Nikulas went out to sea to fish but was caught in a terrible storm. The waves were enormous, and the storm blew the ocean all the way to the mountaintops. Grímhild anxiously awaited her husband's return. Sadly, there was no sign of him or the boat after the storm subsided. Grímhild faced the truth – he had probably drowned.
Life became even more challenging for Grímhild as she struggled to care for their daughter and maintain the household. She built a boat from driftwood and fished in the sea, tirelessly cared for the sheep, cut the grass in the summer, and gathered it in the fall. She often traveled long distances searching for lost sheep in the moor.
Over time, Grímhild grew gray and wrinkled, earning the nickname "Grímhild Grayskin" from the villagers. But when her daughter turned nine, their luck began to change. Many of their sheep birthed three or four lambs at once, and all survived. Grímhild only had to sail her boat a short distance from shore to catch plenty of fish, and the berries and grass grew more abundantly than ever before.
One day, Grímhild discovered a chest on the beach filled with silver coins. This discovery sparked envy among the villagers, who accused her of witchcraft. They demanded that the sheriff burn her at the stake and set her hut ablaze. The foolish sheriff agreed without investigating the matter, sending his men to capture Grímhild.
They tied her to a stake atop a driftwood pyre, but a thick fog rolled in just as they lit the fire, making it impossible to see. When the fog lifted an hour later, the fire had gone out, and Grímhild had vanished without a trace. The men lied to the sheriff, claiming she had burned to ashes. They set fire to the hut, took Grímhild's daughter, Sigrrid, from the farm, and placed her in foster care across the fjord. No one had seen a trace of her mother since.
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Chapter 9
ONDÚRMAN


Siggistebbi stared at the old book that Mrs. Fribbentropp held. 
"Do you think this might be a spell book?" he asked, his excitement making his eyes widen and his ears seem larger, as if straining to hear her response.
"You never know," Mrs. Fribbentropp replied. "I hadn't thought about it, but since Ondúrman the Evil wants it, I suspect it could be magical."
"Wow… A real spell book! Can I see?"
"Of course!" She handed him the book.
But Siggistebbi couldn't understand the writing. "What kind of letters are these?"
"This is the runic alphabet," Mrs. Fribbentropp explained. "They used it in Iceland during the time of the Vikings."
"Do you understand it?" asked Siggistebbi.
"No, unfortunately. I've always thought these were ancient recipes and have tried to translate them occasionally. I've wanted to prepare a meal from it but haven't succeeded."
"But who is this Ondúrman, the one who wants the book?"
"Ondúrman pondurman grumpychicken!" Mrs. Fribbentropp spat the words. "He's one of those peculiar men afflicted with world domination disease."
"World domination disease? I don't understand."
"They're the ones who want to rule the world. I've always wondered why. What would you do with the whole world? I think it would just be stressful, having to worry about too much."
"But who is he?" Siggistebbi asked.
"I've heard he was once a prince, and his father, Harúman, was the king of Samarkand over five hundred years ago. But Ondúrman wasn't the eldest son. Farúman, his older brother, was meant to inherit the kingdom. Ondúrman couldn't accept that and repeatedly tried to get rid of his brother. Fortunately, his schemes were discovered, and Ondúrman was exiled to the Sahara.="
"Wait... Is Ondúrman more than five hundred years old?!" Siggistebbi could hardly believe it.
"Yes. He's a cunning sorcerer. He built a hidden city in the Sahara desert. The city is carved into a mountain, invisible to those who don't know the way. It can't even be seen from the air; all people see is a mountain. And there are plenty of mountains in the Sahara."
"But how do we find him then?" Siggistebbi thought the task seemed daunting.
"We don't find him. He finds us."
"How can he be immortal?"
Mrs. Fribbentropp took a deep breath. "It's a bit unsettling to talk about. Are you sure you can handle it?"
"Yeah!" Siggistebbi's excitement grew.
"I have heard he makes a magic potion. Inside the mountain, there are bats, giant spiders, red-winged flies, and black snakes that smell like old garbage. He mixes the flies, spiders, and black snakes together. Then he adds mummy toes and finally cuts off a bat's head, letting the blood drip into a cup. He stirs everything together and drinks it every morning."
"Yuck! Disgusting! Horrible! Terrible!" shouted Siggistebbi, turning pale, almost green.
He couldn‘t imagine eating flies or snakes and ran away at the sight of spiders. The worst smell he‘d ever encountered was the garbage chute in his building. But mummy toes and bat blood? Absolutely repulsive!
Mrs. Fribbentropp rummaged in the food chest, pulling out a chicken drumstick and a bottle of strawberry juice.
„May I offer you a snack, dear Siggistebbi?“
But the strawberry juice reminded Siggistebbi of bat blood and the chicken looked like a mummy toe.
"No, thanks. I think I'll never eat anything ever again."
He lay down, feeling queasy, and fell asleep.
[image: image-placeholder]Deep in the Tibesti Mountains of the Sahara, Ondúrman sat in his hall, reading an old book about ancient Egyptian tombs, as he constantly needed to find new mummies.
"Sir! Sir!"
Ondúrman looked up. The slave who monitored the sorcerer‘s devices hurried into the room.
"What? I hope for your sake that this is important."
"Something is happening. There are some noises in one of the meters."
Ondúrman stood up slowly and calmly and followed the servant into the large hall. At once, he saw that the successometer had moved.
Ondúrman grew excited. When the meter reached the top, he would rule the whole world. He wasn't there yet, but the pointer had moved considerably.
"The woman must be on her way with the book," he said.
He walked straight to the Shadow Perceiver—a large, flat, black, shimmering stone. He mumbled something, and images appeared on the surface of the stone.
In the Shadow Perceiver, he saw the vague outlines of some flying phenomenon.
"So she is flying?"
He was sure the old woman had the magic book. But there was still something bothering him. He looked back into the Shadow Perceiver and tried his best to clarify the image.
"She's not alone!"
But he couldn't see clearly what was with her.
"Bring two life candles," he ordered the servant. The slave ran off and returned with two candles that looked like ordinary wax candles. But they were anything but ordinary.
Ondúrman muttered magic words over the candles, let the candle wick touch the larger being in the Shadow Perceiver, and the candle ignited. He did the same with the other candle, pointing it at the smaller being.
The candle flames were large. It indicated that there was a lot of life force in these people who came flying somewhere across the sea south of Britain.
"I won't take any chances," said Ondúrman. "I don't need them. Both could be enemies. I just need the book."
He called the slave.
"I'm going to send Skermín. Go and open the rock wall."
The servant obeyed with a terrified look in his eyes. Skermín! He had hoped never to encounter that creature.
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Chapter 10
SHARK


Despite Siggistebbi's promise never to eat again, he devoured rye bread with cheese and sipped orange juice as soon as he woke up. Mrs. Fribbentropp had let him steer the flying sailboat a few times, and he was rather skilled at it. He had exceptional vision and could locate updrafts in areas where Mrs. Fribbentropp had no clue they existed. They were now nearing the southern tip of Spain, where the narrow Strait of Gibraltar separated Europe and Africa. 
There, two rocks confronted each other – one in Africa and the other in Europe, with just the narrow passage of water dividing them. On one side of the strait lay the Atlantic Ocean, and on the other, the Mediterranean Sea.
Long ago, people believed that the rocks at the Strait of Gibraltar marked the world's end, and if one sailed between the rocks and out into the Atlantic, they would eventually fall off the Earth. But that was before they had discovered America or even Iceland.
As Siggistebbi and Mrs. Fribbentropp were approaching Gibraltar and flying along the coast of Portugal, a peculiar event occurred, although the two were not aware of it then.
The fact is that even when aboard a flying shuttle, one must still attend to their daily business, including using the restroom. So, how did they used the toilet in a tiny flying vessel high up in the sky?
Here's how it worked: Mrs. Fribbentropp had installed a drain at the boat's bottom. This drain could be sealed tightly while the boat was at sea. But when it was in the air, the drain could be opened, and a box with a toilet seat on top could be placed over it. To maintain privacy, the lady had fashioned a curtain from a nightgown held up by a broom handle. It was like being in their own bathrooms at home, except the view was much better.
[image: image-placeholder]Usually, Siggistebbi only needed to poop once a month. But that was before he started eating regularly. Now he had to go at least once a day.
Over the ocean near Portugal, Siggistebbi felt the call of nature.
Below, a fishing boat rocked. A fisherman named Paulo steered the boat while the five men on board were eating a lunch of bacalhau, salted cod, with tomatoes.
As he checked the wires, Paulo slipped on some grease, fell onto the deck, and tumbled into the sea. On his way down, he scraped his calf on a nail protruding from the hull.
Fortunately, h grabbed a thick wooden post during his fall. It broke off, and he clung to it to stay afloat when he hit the water.
Although it was just a scrape, a fair amount of blood trickled out.
And guess what? Not far away, a shark was swimming. Sharks can detect the scent of blood from a few kilometers away. They are always hungry and will eat anything, even barrels and rubber boats, but that's another story.
Sharks are not particularly intelligent but often exceedingly greedy and ruthless. This shark thought, "Smell... blood... eat... swim... blood... eat... swim..." as it followed the scent to its source.
Paulo was shouting and waving at his shipmates, who were still busy eating their bacalhau. The shark was closing in. It was seven meters long and swam quickly. It was getting closer to the blood. "Blood... eat... fast..." it thought, increasing its speed.
Finally, one of the men finished eating. He to relieve Paulo so he could enjoy some bacalhau as well.
But... no Paulo!
He alerted the other men, who came running, turned the boat around, and searched for Paulo. The boat had drifted quite far from the man in the sea, but they quickly spotted him and headed in his direction.
However, the shark was closer. With only ten meters left to reach Paulo, it had already opened its massive jaw, teeth ready to sink into the man's flesh.
Just as the shark was about to devour Paulo, something struck its head.
Plop!
Suddenly, the shark could no longer smell blood. It began to think: "Ugh... poop smell... yuck... swim away... ugh... stench..." The shark swam away from Paulo as fast as it could.
The men rescued Paulo, providing him with hot coffee, dry clothes, and a bandage for his wound. And, of course, some bacalhau with tomatoes.
But Siggistebbi and Mrs. Fribbentropp knew nothing about this. 
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Chapter 11
THUNDERSTORM


Africa!" Mrs. Fribbentropp exclaimed, pointing at the land beyond Spain across the strait. "We're getting closer to you, Fritz," she said, clapping her hands. 
"Aren't we approaching the Strait of Gibraltar then?" asked Siggistebbi.
"Yes, exactly. That's the strait between the two continents."
"But do you remember what the pilot said?" Siggistebbi was a little worried about the thunderstorm he had mentioned.
"Oh, come on. I don't see any storm clouds in sight. He also said that two days ago. The thunderstorm has probably passed by now."
Mrs. Fribbentropp was in her element, rearranging things as if she were tidying up. But there was so little space in the flying boat that it always looked like the same mess.
"This calls for a feast," declared Mrs. Fribbentropp, sitting down and unpacking food from the food chest.
Well then, Siggistebbi thought. She must be right about the storm. And I'm also getting a little hungry.
They enjoyed the finest treats – marzipan tart, ginger cookies, cinnamon rolls, and chocolate cake – and drank hot cocoa Mrs. Fribbentropp heated on a portable stove. She even added cream from her cream dispenser.
After eating, they lay down, full and content. It was a special occasion finally reaching Africa.
Siggistebbi heard strange rumbling noises. At first, he thought it was his own stomach growling. But as the rumbling grew louder, he thought it was more likely Mrs. Fribbentropp's stomach. When the rumbling continued to increase, Siggistebbi was sure that Mrs. Fribbentropp was releasing a massive amount of gas.
"Oh," said Siggistebbi, covering his nose. "Do you have to fart so much?"
"Me?" said Mrs. Fribbentropp. "I'm not farting at all. You're the one who's farting. And it's quite a noise you're making, young man. One would think you'd eaten bean soup."
Siggistebbi let go of his nose and sniffed the air—no smell of farts.
"It's not a fart. It's something else."
They got up and looked around. There, in the distance along the African coast, were dark storm clouds, illuminated by lightning. That's where the rumbling was coming from.
Siggistebbi turned pale.
"The thunderstorm," he whispered. "What do we do now?"
Mrs. Fribbentropp pondered for a moment. "We have to try to get past it. It's still far away, so maybe we can make it to Africa before it catches up with us."
They each took their places, Mrs. Fribbentropp by the back sail and Siggistebbi in the front, and steered the flying boat with a coordinated effort like the experienced flying boat captains they now were.
First, they let the boat take a deep dive, falling hundreds of meters and gathering incredible speed. Then they straightened it up, taking a course to the west of the thunderstorm. They were probably going more than hundred kilometers per hour. Their hair stood straight back, and Siggistebbi had difficulty breathing, they were going so fast.
When the boat started to slow down, they took another dive. Now they were just a few hundred meters above the sea, but their speed was astounding.
Slowly, the pitch-black storm clouds approached. The boat didn't steer as well as before. It swayed back and forth.
Suddenly, it darkened overhead. They looked up and saw a dark cloud directly above them. Then the rain started to fall, at first tiny drops, but they grew larger until they were as big as bumblebees.
The wind grew steadily stronger and blew from all directions, tossing the boat about.
Mrs. Fribbentropp tried to shout something to Siggistebbi, but the roar drowned out her words. The air lit up so bright that Siggistebbi felt pain in his eyes. Lightning struck and hit one of the sails they used to steer the boat. The sail instantly caught fire, despite the rain. Mrs. Fribbentropp grabbed cartons of fruit juice and tried to extinguish it, but the fire didn't subside. She had to release the sail from the boat. She pushed it away, and it fell, blazing, down into the white foam below.
Now they were flying out of control. There was no use trying to do anything other than hold on as tight as they could. They were both terrified.
Siggistebbi spotted a cloud rapidly approaching them. He thought it looked odd, like a pitch-black bird.
Mrs. Fribbentropp screamed, "It's going to attack us! Find something to fight with!"
Siggistebbi then realized it wasn't a cloud but a black flying dinosaur – a pterodactyl, like the ones he'd seen on TV shows about prehistoric creatures. The pterodactyl looked about ten meters wide, with an enormous head and razor-sharp teeth. The beast roared so loudly, Siggistebbi felt a ringing in his ears. One of its wings struck against the biggest sail as if trying to break it.
Mrs. Fribbentropp stood up, holding a beach umbrella. She held it like a spear, aiming it at the pterodactyl. Siggistebbi searched for something to use as a weapon. A box of canned food had rolled to his feet, so he grabbed the cans, intending to throw them at the creature. However, it vanished from sight.
The monster had flown over the boat and circled back. Siggistebbi spotted it again as greenish mist billowed from its mouth. It roared even louder, charging directly at him. He hurled the canned food, missing at first, but he grabbed more cans and continued throwing. The pterodactyl came so close he could smell its foul breath. It seemed intent on biting his head off, lunging at him with open jaws. Siggistebbi shut his eyes, grabbed the last can, and threw it as hard as he could, anticipating the monster's teeth.
Instead, he heard a peculiar croak. Opening his eyes, he saw the pterodactyl had stopped mid-air beside the boat, choking. Siggistebbi had thrown the can straight into its throat.
Suddenly, a red and white umbrella flew from his right at an incredible speed, landed in one of the beast's eyes, and then poked out the other. The pterodactyl lost its balance, slammed its head into the boat's side, and toppled into the sea.
Siggistebbi looked at Mrs. Fribbentropp, who stood like an ancient warrior, fierce determination in her eyes. They stared into each other's eyes. Siggistebbi knew that together they had defeated the beast. They nodded at each other but then turned their attention to the boat. It was still veering wildly, and they could do little to regain control.
"The cliff!" Mrs. Fribbentropp yelled. 
Siggistebbi glanced up and saw a cliff directly ahead. He leaped to the other side of the boat, grabbed the sail, and pushed it down. The boat turned but not quite enough, its keel colliding with the cliff in a loud crash.
[image: image-placeholder]"They're gone, sir," the servant informed Ondúrman.
"Are you sure? Completely sure?"
"Completely sure. They've disappeared. But..."
"But what?!" Ondúrman snapped, glaring at the slave.
"Skermín is gone too."
"Skermín! Gone?" Ondúrman grabbed his drinking mug and hurled it at the slave's head.
The servant anticipated this and dodged it, avoiding a direct hit. Ondúrman glared menacingly at him, marched to the controls, and pushed him aside. He studied the screen intently.
"Gone, hahaha! I've rid myself of those pests. Now nothing can threaten me."
He was in a victorious mood, but his thoughts were clear. The book. He had to get the book. And Skermín had disappeared during the battle. She was supposed to bring it back.
"Send a search party immediately to find Skermín, wherever she is. Even if you have to dive to the bottom of the sea, I want that book. If it isn't found, I'll roast a hundred slaves on the fire!"
The servant hurried off to carry out the orders. Ondúrman continued monitoring the screen and instruments. The flames indicating whether the boat's occupants were alive flickered weakly. He noticed a tiny, nearly invisible flame near the wick.
"Extinguish! Immediately! May you fools die!"
Instead of going out, the flames grew stronger.
[image: image-placeholder]The boat continued to lose altitude, and it seemed impossible to keep it airborne. Gradually, it descended, splashing down onto the sea. As if by a wave of a hand, the clouds vanished. The sun broke through, revealing they had landed beneath towering cliffs on the African coast.
Siggistebbi and Mrs. Fribbentropp looked at each other, both soaking wet with their hair stuck to their faces. But they had a victorious gleam in their eyes. A victorious gleam that only comes when one has triumphed over a life-threatening danger. Siggistebbi approached Mrs. Fribbentropp and put his arms around her, and she put her arms around him. They patted each other on the back (although Siggistebbi only patted her on the sides as he couldn't reach her back), took each other's hands, and looked into each other's eyes but said nothing. No words were needed. They had won.
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Chapter 12
BALLOON


Come now, fishyfishy! Take a nibble." Mrs. Fribbentropp was using the rod that had secured the steering sail as a fishing pole. She had taken a thread and a needle, tied the thread to the rod, then bent the needle and used it as a hook. The bait was a green pea. It seemed that the fish had no interest in green peas. Indeed, not one fish had taken a bite. 
"Come on, fishy! Don't be afraid. We just want to eat you."
You might think she was sitting aboard the boat while she was fishing. No, not at all.
After they had fallen out of the sky, many things had happened.
First of all, the boat leaked. The collision with the rocks had left cracks in the bottom. On top of that, most of their equipment had been lost during the battle. The food box was gone, the soft cushions, the sun chair that Mrs. Fribbentropp intended to lounge on in the Sahara, and you remember what happened to the beach umbrella.
It would take too long to list what all had been lost, but they no longer had the equipment to summon the whales. Fortunately, Mrs. Fribbentropp‘s great-great-grandmother's recipe book was not lost; it was still in its place.
Soon, however, it became clear that the boat was too heavy to sail in, even though almost nothing was left. The sea poured in through the cracks, and they could not scoop it out of the boat fast enough.
A wall of high cliffs lined the south side of the strait all the way down the coast, far too tall and steep to climb. They would have to continue by sea, but first they landed on a yellow, sandy beach at the bottom of the cliffs. It was about the size of a large sandbox. Not a big beach, but big enough for them to rest.
"It is impossible to go further," said Mrs. Fribbentropp. "The boat cannot carry both of us. We'll just sink."
Siggistebbi agreed. But he said nothing.
"That's why we must find a solution." Mrs. Fribbentropp sounded very determined.
"What solution? Are we supposed to swim or what? And let the sharks eat us?" Siggistebbi was rather pessimistic.
"When trouble arises," she replied, "one finds a solution to solve the problem. In a bad mood, we solve no problems, so let's tell some jokes to cheer ourselves up."
Siggistebbi thought this was a rather poor solution. But as the lady told more jokes, his frown lightened. After a while, they both rolled around laughing on the beach.
"I know," said Siggistebbi. "We'll just inflate you so that you become a giant balloon. That way, you can float."
He burst into laughter. But Mrs. Fribbentropp didn't laugh. Siggistebbi thought he had offended her.
"I'm sorry," he said. "It was just a joke."
"No," said the lady, "it was not a joke at all. It was a brilliant idea."
Siggistebbi was surprised.
"How so?"
"Well. Of course, we can't inflate me. But do you see what I'm wearing?"
Siggistebbi looked at the black rubber dress she had put on that morning.
"Yes, and what about that?"
"This dress is made of specially reinforced Kambastanian high-grade rubber. It can stretch out a hundred times. We'll inflate the dress."
Then Siggistebbi understood what she meant.
Fortunately, the cream dispenser had not been lost, so they used the gas from the canisters to inflate the dress. They glued the sleeves tightly around Mrs. Fribbentropp‘s forearms and did the same with the collar. Then they emptied the canisters into the dress, just like when inflating a helium balloon. Siggistebbi had to do it alone because soon the lady couldn't move, trapped in the inflated dress. But he managed to empty the last canister and tie a knot in the opening that would never unravel on its own.
Siggistebbi rolled Mrs. Fribbentropp into the sea, tied a rope around her, and fastened it to the boat. This way, the boat was light enough that they could sail on.
They sailed for many days. Siggistebbi had to row, and it was fortunate that the small oars had not been lost in the storm. Twice a day, he had to scoop water out of the boat. Rowing proved difficult for Siggistebbi. After all, he hadn‘t moved much when he‘d sat on his bed playing computer games. He often had to rest and catch his breath. But gradually, he could row for longer stretches at a time.
For the first two days, they had some leftovers to eat - bread crusts, half-eaten apples, a bone with some meat left on it, and such. But it all ran out too quickly.
When all the food was gone, that‘s when they decided to try to catch fish. They had twelve green peas as bait. But no fish yet. They were both starving. Mrs. Fribbentropp said it was okay with her; she had enough reserves. But Siggistebbi needed his share. He needed the energy to be able to row.
"Look one more time," called Mrs. Fribbentropp.
Siggistebbi had gone through everything in the boat multiple times, searching for something to eat. He was sure he wouldn't find anything, but he agreed to do one more round.
He rummaged everywhere. He opened all the compartments and looked behind everything. In one compartment, behind a wooden plank, there was a large, heavy package. It was wrapped in plastic, and there seemed to be aluminum foil inside it. He had seen the package before and wondered what it was, and finally he decided to ask.
He lifted the package high in the air.
"Mrs. Fribbentropp, what is in this package?"
"Come, come, bite, bite… What? That? I really can't remember."
"Can I open it?"
"Of course, go ahead. Come fishyfishy. Bite for Fribbentropp."
Siggistebbi grabbed a knife and cut the end. Pffffhh - he heard when the air got sucked into the package. It was vacuum-sealed. He pulled out a strip with his fingers, also airtight. Inside the strip were grayish biscuits. He examined the biscuits. They were hard and didn't smell good.
"What is this?" he called to Mrs. Fribbentropp.
“SHIPWRECK CRACKERS!” she screamed. “Of course! The shipwreck crackers. I had completely forgotten about them.”
"What are they?"
“They're crackers for shipwreck survivors. They contain all the necessary nutrients, vitamins, minerals, proteins, carbohydrates….”
“Yes, yes. I don't know what that is. But are you saying we can eat them? They don‘t smell good.”
“Try it.”
Siggistebbi took a bite of the cracker. It had a bitter taste. He drank a gulp of water to get the taste out. When he swallowed, he felt the energy flow throughout his body.
“This is fantastic,” he said. “It tastes awful, but you get full almost immediately.”
“Gimmegimmegimme…” said Mrs. Fribbentropp. She still spoke as if she were calling the fish. He pulled her over and stuck a cracker into her mouth. “Mmmmm. Food,” she said. “Now we don’t need this.” She threw the fishing rod far away.
[image: image-placeholder]Days passed, and it seemed they hardly made any progress. The currents were so strong that they drifted backward whenever Siggistebbi rested.
However, there were plenty of shipwreck crackers, and Siggistebbi had become an incredibly powerful rower.
His sweater and pants became tighter and tighter. He thought the seawater was making the clothes shrink. But one day, when he was rowing, the back of his sweater ripped. He took it off and threw it back into the boat.
That same day, as he was scooping out seawater, he heard a loud RIPPP! 
Mrs. Fribbentropp laughed hysterically. “Your pants ripped down the backside!”
And it was true. There was a tear from the waistband down to the crotch. He took off his pants. But even his underwear had become too tight. It cut into his waist and thighs.
“You're just growing, dear,” said the lady. “Bring me a piece of sail and a knife.”
Siggistebbi did so. Mrs. Fribbentropp began cutting the sail.
“Now, bring the twine and the large needle from the emergency box.” Siggistebbi obeyed. After a while, Mrs. Fribbentropp had sewn a pair of fine shorts from the sail.
“Here! Put this on. And take off those underpants so you don't lose blood circulation in your thighs. I will close my eyes in the meantime.”
Siggistebbi tried to get out of the underpants but couldn't. They had become too tight. He grabbed the knife and cut them off.
The sail shorts were a bit too wide, but he could tie them tighter with a string and felt much better in his new clothes.
[image: image-placeholder]After traveling for three whole weeks, their conversations dwindled. They became quieter and quieter, only focusing on their essential tasks. Siggistebbi rowed and navigated while the lady gazed into the blue sky from her rubber balloon. One evening, they reached a small bay with a sandy beach. Siggistebbi rowed to the bay, pulled the boat ashore, and rolled Mrs. Fribbentropp onto the beach.
Siggistebbi took a shipwreck cracker for himself and handed another to the lady. They silently munched on the biscuits.
Unbeknownst to them, a crab resided in the sand. It had lived there for many years, making a cozy burrow for itself. The crab was not pleased when a large, dark object blocked the entrance to its home. It waited, hoping the obstruction would disappear.
The lady and the boy finished their meal. Above them towered thirty-meter-high cliffs, and they watched as one star after another lit up the sky.
"Ahhhaaa," the lady sighed. "I'm so tired. Hand me my pillow, dear."
The pillow was actually a rolled-up rope that they used to rest their heads on. He grabbed the rope, arranged it, and helped Mrs. Fribbentropp onto her side so her head landed on the rope cushion.
Then he lay down to sleep himself.
[image: image-placeholder]In the morning, as the sun began to rise, the crab grew more irritated in its burrow. This big black thing wasn’t going away.
Angered, the crab crawled to the entrance and pinched the obstruction with its claw as hard as it could.
KABOOOOOM!
When the crab pinched the rubber suit, it burst. Though it didn't shatter, a large hole formed, and air rushed out. And as you know, when you release an inflated balloon, it flies.
That's precisely what happened to Mrs. Fribbentropp. She shot upward at a frightening speed, swaying right and left, and ultimately landed high up on the cliff's edge.
She had been sound asleep when this occurred. Naturally, she woke up and, quite understandably, was terrified. She screamed at the top of her lungs.
Startled, Siggistebbi woke up and saw Mrs. Fribbentropp soaring through the air.
When the lady landed, she hurt her behind. She was so startled that she started to cry. But it's always good to cry a little when you experience such shocks. It helps you relax. But when she had cried for one minute and twenty-one seconds, she stopped.
"Is everything all right?" she heard someone call from below. She looked down and saw Siggistebbi gazing up with concern.
"Yes, yes. I just hurt my backside a bit." She started to wipe her tears when she realized she was still holding the end of the rope. She was about to let go of it but quickly stopped herself.
"Siggistebbi," she called loudly. "Does the rope reach all the way down?"
"Yes. It goes all the way to the sand," Siggistebbi replied.
The dress exploding was a blessing in disguise.
They used the rope to haul up the recipe book, water bottles, shipwreck crackers, and more onto the cliff's edge. Finally, Mrs. Fribbentropp pulled Siggistebbi up.
That's how they managed to scale the cliffs. The sea journey was over, and they had arrived in Africa.
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Chapter 13
ON THE ROAD


Many tasks awaited them once they reached the top of the cliffs. First and foremost, Mrs. Fribbentropp needed to freshen up after being in the balloon for such a long time. For instance, she hadn't been able to go to the toilet all that time, so the first thing she did was dash behind a large rock. She was there for a very long time, and Siggistebbi grew bored. 
When she finally reappeared, she was dressed in a red polka-dot dress and had an angelic expression on her face. "You look... different," said Siggistebbi, but he couldn't quite pinpoint what it was. 
Mrs. Fribbentropp‘s smile widened. "As do you, my boy."
Mrs. Fribbentropp hadn't been eating as much as she used to, causing her to lose a considerable amount of weight. If they had weighed themselves before their journey, they would have discovered that Mrs. Fribbentropp weighed 347 kilograms while Siggistebbi weighed a mere 18 kilograms. But now, Mrs. Fribbentropp had shed 122 kilos! She still had some extra weight on her, but she felt lighter on her feet than before.
On the other hand, if Siggistebbi had stepped on a scale after their arrival in Africa, he would have weighed... wait a minute... 38 kilos? How peculiar! Why did Siggistebbi gain so much weight? He had consumed the same amount of food as Mrs. Fribbentropp once they were cast adrift—five shipwreck crackers a day.
Let's see. Since Mrs. Fribbentropp ate much less than usual, she lost weight quickly. Siggistebbi gained weight because he had been so thin before. Now, he had finally started to eat and move. With all his rowing and the nutrients from the crackers, he bulked like a bodybuilding champion. 
If Siggistebbi's parents had seen him there on the beach, they wouldn't have recognized him. His hair had turned white from the sun, and he had become very tan. His muscles had grown larger, his face had become tougher, and he seemed much older than when he had set off. 
Looking around, Siggistebbi was surprised by Africa's landscape. He saw nothing but green trees stretching as far as the eye could see in both the west and the east. A low mountain rose up about five kilometers from the rocky beach, its slope covered in even more trees. Something was strange about these trees. They appeared to grow in straight lines.
"Do you think these are cultivated trees? They don't usually grow in straight lines here in Africa, do they?" Siggistebbi asked Mrs. Fribbentropp.
"You're absolutely right," she replied. "This looks like a vineyard to me."
"Vineyard?"
"That's where grapes grow. They are harvested and made into red and white wine or simply eaten fresh or dried to make raisins." Mrs. Fribbentropp pondered for a moment. "This also means," she said, "that there must be a road nearby leading to a town."
They decided to leave most of their belongings behind, taking only a water bottle, shipwreck crackers for nourishment, and their treasured book. With these items in tow, they set off in search of a road.
Soon they discovered one. It was not a wide or extraordinary road; perhaps it could have  been better described as a path. After about half an hour of walking along the road, they heard the sound of an engine. A car approached them—an old Land Rover pickup with two men inside.
The car stopped, and the men got out. They spoke loudly, and Mrs. Fribbentropp spoke loudly in response. Siggistebbi couldn't understand a word. They waved their hands, pointing in all directions. At first, it seemed like they were fighting. Then they calmed down a bit, and the lady spoke for a long time. She was probably telling their story. 
"They have offered us a ride," she informed Siggistebbi. "But I'm not sure if the car can handle it." After a brief pause, Mrs. Fribbentropp finally climbed into the car‘s passenger seat.
And would you believe it! The jeep indeed tilted noticeably, but nothing broke! Siggistebbi climbed into the cargo bed with the other man, and the car drove off.
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Chapter 14
DRRDRR


They drove past several houses in over an hour, and Siggistebbi was puzzled about why they didn't stop at the first one. Being in the cargo bed, he couldn't communicate with Mrs. Fribbentropp, and the man accompanying him didn't understand Icelandic. Eventually, the jeep halted in front of a small, pale brick house with a low-tiled roof, narrow doors, and only one window facing them. Beside it was a garden with a few twisted trees. 
Siggistebbi was relieved to get out of the car and stretch his legs. He glanced at Mrs. Fribbentropp, who stepped out, chatting in a language he couldn't comprehend.
"Why are we stopping here? Why not at the first house?" he asked.
The lady laughed and explained that the driver knew a man who could assist them, and he lived in the small brick house. Siggistebbi knocked on the door, and a short, dark-skinned man with large blue eyes, short-cropped gray hair, and a gray-speckled beard answered. He wore a light-colored robe and sandals.
"Aghagh abr babr," the man uttered, or at least that’s how it sounded to Siggistebbi.
He turned around. "Listen, you have to talk to him. I don't understand a word,” he said to the lady.
"Are you from Iceland?" someone asked behind him in Icelandic. He glanced around but saw only the man in the doorway.
"Who said that?" he questioned.
"Well, me, who else?" the man replied, smiling.
"You speak Icelandic?" Siggistebbi asked. “How on earth did you learn it?”
"I’ve been there. I even lived in Iceland for a few years," the man stated. "My name is Drrdrr."
"Drrdrr? Is that your name?" Siggistebbi asked.
"Yes, I know Icelanders find my name peculiar, but that's what I'm called. I went by Diddi in Iceland, though. People found it simpler to pronounce. Is this Mrs. Fribbentropp with you?"
"Yes. Do you know her?"
"No, but I've heard of her. She's Icelandic, and her husband is quite renowned. It's unfortunate that he went missing," Drrdrr remarked.
Mrs. Fribbentropp approached and greeted Drrdrr warmly. The men in the jeep drove off, and Drrdrr invited the two travelers inside, promising to prepare something for them.
"Ohhh," said the lady. "Finally, something other than shipwreck crackers. Maybe orange juice, half a sheep, and skyr with cream. No... not skyr; this is Africa, after all."
They sat at a small round wooden table. With only one chair available, they settled on the floor, using cushions for comfort. Drrdrr brought a bowl brimming with fresh fruit and a pitcher of ice-cold water. He sat next to them, explaining that the main meal was heating up and that this was merely a small appetizer.
Both of them eagerly dug in. Siggistebbi had an apple, while Mrs. Fribbentropp consumed a whole melon, an orange, and a pineapple. As they ate, Drrdrr sat smiling and content, clearly enjoying providing food for the hungry travelers. He was short in stature, and slender yet strong hands emerged from under his cloak. When he stood up to check on the food, his movements were quick, as if he were much younger than his gray hair suggested. His blue eyes sparkled with life and radiated when he smiled, revealing pearly white teeth.
After enjoying the fruit, smiles illuminated the travelers' faces.
"This was good," said Mrs. Fribbentropp. 
"Finally, food with taste!" Siggistebbi agreed.
Mrs. Fribbentropp turned to Drrdrr and said, "The man in the car, Moammar, told me you could help us find my husband."
"Oh," Drrdrr said. "Why me?"
"He said you knew something about Ondúrman," Mrs. Fribbentropp explained.
The dark-skinned man paled noticeably. 
"Ondúrman!" he exclaimed. "Why him?"
"Because he is the one who kidnapped my dear Fritz," Mrs. Fribbentropp replied.
Drrdrr flinched and grimaced as if he had tasted something bitter. It was clear that Drrdrr had a strong dislike for Ondúrman.
“How do you know that he kidnapped him?“
Mrs. Fribbentropp told him about the videotape, the journey, and all that had happened. While she shared the story, there was a brief pause as Drrdrr brought more food—delicious meatballs accompanied by vegetables, rice, and sauce. They enjoyed the meal as Mrs. Fribbentropp continued her tale. Once it was over, she looked at Drrdrr earnestly and asked, “Can you help us?”
Drrdrr pondered the question, gazing into the distance and stroking his gray beard.
“Perhaps this is what I've been waiting for,” he said after a lengthy silence. “I knew that someday I would have to return, and if I don't go now, I never will. But are you aware of who you're dealing with?”
“Yes... and no. We know a bit about Ondúrman, but only from what I've read in books,” Mrs. Fribbentropp admitted. “And, of course, we can't be sure what's true and what's not. Is he as dreadful as they say?”
Drrdrr nodded slowly. “Yes, the terrible things are definitely true, but he's even worse than the stories depict. Maybe I should share some of what I know. But first, I want to tell you my own story.”
They settled down on the carpets and listened intently.
[image: image-placeholder]Drrdrr was born in a small village at the base of the Tibesti Mountains, the very mountains where Ondúrman now resided. Ondúrman was known to torment the inhabitants nearby and made them all work for him in one way or another. Anyone who tried to leave would wither away and perish.
The sorcerer made the strongest of them his personal guards. He transformed them into ruthless warriors and had them drink from his elixir of immortality. Though they were in truth long dead, their bodies remained. These soulless, undying fighters could only be killed by the sword of Harúman, Ondúrman's father. However, Ondúrman had hidden the sword away so that no one could defeat the guards.
The only path to the palace was through a mountain pass. In front of the palace doors, his guards stood watch in groups. Inside, a fearsome creature guarded the palace.
Those who worked for Ondúrman were forced to dig into the rock to expand his palace,  to hunt insects, snakes, bats, and spiders, or to venture out and unearth mummies. Everyone worked all day and slept for a mere four hours each night. The conditions were dreadful. The workers were treated like slaves and were whipped mercilessly by the guards, who wielded their whips without sympathy.
When Drrdrr was twelve, he was chosen to work for Ondúrman. The sorcerer took a liking to him, and he was put in charge of mixing his magic formula each morning. Later, he sent Drrdrr on mission. Drrdrr searched for mummy tombs all over, but to do so, Ondúrman had to lift the curse on him. However, he monitored Drrdrr‘s every move through his Shadow Perceiver. The boy couldn't escape because Ondúrman would simply reapply the curse, and he would die.
Ondúrman entrusted him with increasingly important tasks. He sought out rare magical herbs and collected information about spells and sorcerers from around the world.
But Drrdrr‘s health deteriorated after working for him for over thirty years. The sorcerer dismissed him, casting him aside like garbage. He believed Drrdrr would die soon and didn't bother reapplying the curse. That was twenty years ago. Drrdrr was forty-five and near death. But during his missions, he had learned enough about magical herbs to heal himself. He spent two years recovering and regaining his strength.
Then, Drrdrr left and vowed never to return. One spell he managed to learn was a cloaking spell. While it didn‘t make him invisible, it made it impossible to track him through Shadow Perceivers or other magical devices. Drrdrr tried to brush his past aside and moved on with his life. 
[image: image-placeholder]Drrdrr sighed and said, “But I have never been able to forget all the people he enslaves. I want to save them from the sorcerer, I just don‘t know how to do it.”
Mrs. Fribbentropp and Siggistebbi had been listening attentively to Drrdrr's words. Both were horrified to learn how the wicked sorcerer treated the people, but they were eager to know more.
"How did you end up going to Iceland?" asked Mrs. Fribbentropp.
"Iceland... Yes. I went there once on a mission for Ondúrman to gather information. I only stayed for a week, but I decided to go back. You see, I am actually of Icelandic descent."
"Icelandic descent?!" Mrs. Fribbentropp and Siggistebbi were greatly surprised. Siggistebbi found it odd that a man from Africa would have Icelandic ancestry.
"Yes. A few hundred years ago, pirates attacked the Westman Islands and kidnapped people. They also went to several places in Iceland and took people, including my ancestral home, Grindavik. The Icelanders call this the Turkish Abduction. The Turks had nothing to do with it, but the pirates were based in North Africa, which was under Ottoman – or Turkish – rule. Therefore, they called the kidnappers Turks.
“The pirates sailed with the people to Africa and demanded ransom from the Danish king but did not receive it. As a result, the people were sold as slaves.
“A young man, Jóhannes Jónsson, was among those abducted from the Westman Islands. Ondúrman bought this man and made him work for him. Later, he was sent to one of the nearby villages. There, he met a woman, and they had children. This young man was my ancestor. That's why I have blue eyes.”
The guests asked many questions about Jóhannes and Drrdrr's lineage. They discovered he had traveled to Iceland to learn more about the Turkish Abduction and get to know the country better.
But they became even more curious when they asked what he had been doing for Ondúrman in Iceland.
Drrdrr picked up his clay mug and took a sip of water.
“I went to gather information about your great-great-grandmother, Grímhild Grayskin.”
"Grímhild?" Mrs. Fribbentropp was astonished. "Why?"
"The story goes that over a hundred years ago, some explorers embarked on a sea voyage on behalf of a chieftain in Algeria. They wanted to investigate whether it was possible to harvest glacial ice and transport it to Algeria for use as water.
" They sailed to the ice edge north of Iceland and examined the ice. On their way back, they encountered fog. When the fog lifted, they saw a woman floating on a large driftwood raft in the sea. Her clothes were partially burnt, and her hair was singed.
"They rescued her and brought her on board, but when they tried to take her ashore, she adamantly refused. So, they took her with them to Algeria."
Mrs. Fribbentropp gasped. There was so much of her great-great-grandmother‘s story she had missed! "And what did she do when she reached Algeria?" she asked.
"Ondúrman learned that she was in Africa. He invited her to visit him. He showed her his palace but hid the slaves and all the filth. He managed to deceive her for over a year, making her believe she was visiting the King of Sheba.
"But when she finally discovered the truth about the palace, she became furious. She cursed him. A white knight would come from the north, flying on a winged horse, she told him. The knight would free Harúman's golden sword from the diamond Ondúrman had trapped it in. Then, the knight would defeat all his monsters, his bodyguards, and finally, the sorcerer himself.
"However, Ondúrman isn't afraid of any white knight, because knights have long since vanished, and besides, horses can't fly."
Here, Siggistebbi chimed in. "What‘s all that got to do with a cookbook?"
Drrdrr‘s gaze turned to the ancient book that rested on the cushion beside Mrs. Fribbentropp. His voice grew grave. "You must guard that very, very carefully. You see, Ondúrman wants to escape the Sahara. Farúman, his brother, placed magical shackles on him, preventing him from leaving the desert. He can't get out of the mountains. I think that's why he wants the book. He believes it contains the magic he needs to break free from the Sahara. But that would be disastrous."
"Why would that be so terrible?" asked Siggistebbi.
"Because then he could travel all over and conquer towns, cities, and eventually, the entire world."
"He must not get the book!" Mrs. Fribbentropp looked determined. But her determination quickly faded when she thought about her husband.
"My poor Fritz! What should I do? If I want to save him, I have to let Ondúrman have the book, but then he'll only become worse!"
They sat silently for a while. Out the one window, the sun was setting. Drrdrr stood up. He went into his small kitchen and returned with a pot of hot water and fragrant tea leaves in a bowl. They drank the soothing tea.
Siggistebbi shuddered at the thought of going to that dreadful place and facing the terrible sorcerer. He wished with all his heart to be back home.
Drrdrr said that the lady and Siggistebbi needed a good rest, as things always seemed more difficult when one was tired.
Siggistebbi and Mrs. Fribbentropp agreed. Drrdrr took them upstairs in his little house and made a bed for them. There was a small sleeping loft where they laid mats and blankets. The lady and the boy were both sure they wouldn't sleep due to their worries. But they fell asleep as soon as their heads touched the pillows.
Downstairs, Drrdrr stayed up late into the night, drinking tea and deep in thought. He didn't fall asleep until morning. By then, he had decided. He would go with them and face Ondúrman, even if it cost him his life.
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Chapter 15
DRIVE


Clunk! Bang! Every time the tires of the ancient jeep hit a hole in the road, the vehicle shook. Drrdrr had borrowed the jeep from a friend, and he had warned Mrs. Fribbentropp and Siggistebbi that the car was so old it might not make it to their destination. Mrs. Fribbentropp and Siggistebbi were eager to start their journey and chose to try it anyway. 
At one point, the car had been blue, but the paint had chipped away, leaving only a few blue patches visible on its body. A trailer loaded with supplies, such as gasoline, water tanks, spare tires, a desert tent, and, of course, food – a great deal of food – trailed behind the jeep.
First, Drrdrr drove them to the beach where they had arrived, and they gathered their belongings.
Throughout the trip to the beach and back, Mrs. Fribbentropp talked nonstop about how outrageous it was that Drrdrr had gotten all this food, and she hadn't paid for anything.
To cheer up the lady, Drrdrr stopped at a bank, and she withdrew a large sum of money, which she playfully scattered over Drrdrr like confetti. 
They continued on, initially driving along a paved road that led over a low mountain range. Then, the Sahara Desert appeared in all its vastness. Siggistebbi had thought the Sahara Desert was all yellow sand, but he soon realized it wasn't. Some areas were rocky, others had gravel, and other regions were covered in sand. The colors ranged from dark gray to white. But overall, yellow was the dominant hue.
The journey went reasonably well. They stopped in villages and oases where palm trees grew around ponds or springs. Sometimes they saw houses, and it was even possible to buy gasoline and provisions in some small villages.
After two days of travel, they encountered endless yellow sand dunes, sometimes smooth and sometimes rippled like the surface of a lake. In some areas, the sand waves were enormous, like a stormy sea. The sand had blown into drifts over the road in a few places, so it was useful to be in a jeep.
They would rest inside the car during the hottest hours. “If we drive in the midday sun, this car will have an engine seizure,“ Drrdrr told them.  When the sun lowered in the sky, they would set off again, driving until midnight before setting up camp. They slept for five to six hours, packed up their things when the sun was rising, and continued driving until midday. Then the same routine started again. 
Drrdrr had told them they would be on the road for a week if nothing went wrong. And very little went wrong, except for three flat tires and a few times when the engine overheated. They encountered some cars during the first few days, but then they stopped seeing any vehicles.
Siggistebbi hadn't realized how tired he was. He slept a lot during the first few days. He also didn't feel like listening to the lady and Drrdrr, because Mrs. Fribbentropp wanted to practice her Arabic. Siggistebbi didn't understand what they were saying.
After five days, Siggistebbi finally stopped feeling drowsy. They camped under a starry sky. When he saw that the others were going to bed, he wanted to keep them awake a little longer, so he asked Drrdrr to tell the story of the White Knight.
Drrdrr sat up in his sleeping bag and stared through the tent opening into the darkness outside.
“Remember the sword I mentioned earlier, Harúman's sword? Ondúrman couldn’t destroy it because it possessed more potent magic than he could handle. So, he embedded the sword in a large, shining diamond. The golden sword was secured so tightly in there that only the White Knight could retrieve it.”
“But who is this White Knight?”
“A knight in white armor would come on a white, flying horse from the north, so the story goes. This knight was destined to have the power to pull the golden sword from the stone and then defeat Krónus, the guardians, and Ondúrman.”
“Krónus? Who is that?”
Siggistebbi noticed Drrdrr shuddering in the darkness.
“Krónus is a dragon that guards the entrance to Ondúrman's palace. Instead of breathing fire, he emits a beam of light so intense that it instantly vaporizes whatever it touches.”
“Like a laser beam?” Siggistebbi asked excitedly.
“Yes, like a laser beam. I've seen Krónus – he's like a statue. He doesn't move unless Ondúrman's enemies approach. But when they do, he's so swift that no living creature can get past him. I saw this happen once. One of Ondúrman‘s slaves was so desperate to escape that he didn't care about the consequences. He decided to leave.
“But Krónus sensed that the slave had become an enemy. When the slave entered the palace, Krónus sprang to his feet, pounced on the slave, and within a second, turned him into a pile of ashes on the floor. Then Krónus slithered back to his place, and everything returned to normal.”
“But Drrdrr... Can't you take the potion away from the sorcerer so that he becomes mortal? Maybe just give him ordinary toes instead of a mummy‘s?”
“It's probably possible. Actually, every morning when Ondúrman wakes up, he's like a very old man. He‘s gray-haired and pale, bent and trembling. But as soon as he drinks the potion, he becomes young again, like a twenty-year-old. His hair turns dark and shiny, and he becomes agile, with an aura around him – like a shield – that nothing can penetrate unless he allows it to. If someone tried to shoot him with a gun, the bullet wouldn't even pass through the shield.”
“But what about when he's so old? Can't you kill him then?”
Drrdrr shook his head.
“To do that, you'd have to find the sword and defeat Krónus. And before you could face Krónus, you'd have to overcome Lumos.”
“Lumos? Who is that?”
“Lumos is like a T-Rex, similar to those that existed millions of years ago. But there has never been a T-Rex as terrifying as Lumos. He has razor-sharp teeth so large they resemble swords and a horn like a rhinoceros. His eyes glow like two small suns, and whoever gazes into them becomes paralyzed.”
“But what does Lumos do?”
“He's the one who protects the sword. But I don't know where he is. I only saw him once when Ondúrman used him to perform some evil deeds.”
Drrdrr yawned, stretched out, and lay down.
“My dear Siggistebbi, I'm so tired that I must sleep. We'll talk more about this in the morning.”
Soon after, Drrdrr started snoring. Mrs. Fribbentropp had already fallen asleep, but Siggistebbi couldn't sleep at all. He was thinking about all these ancient creatures and the dangers ahead. He wasn't just scared, he was terrified. He longed to go back home.
But when at last the moonlight peeked through the tent opening, even the boy was sound asleep.
[image: image-placeholder]Ondúrman couldn't understand how the people in the boat had vanished. He expected the boat to shatter against the rocks. Then, when two weeks passed, he assumed they would die of hunger. He stopped monitoring his equipment and the Shadow Perceiver for a few days. The group of slaves he‘d sent had failed to find the book. He was sure that the slaves were simply lazy.
However, now all the measurements indicated that something was happening. The book was getting closer. That was certain. And the enemies were approaching. But somehow, he couldn’t see where they were. He stared so hard into the Shadow Perceiver that his eyes ached.
Nothing!
There was no trace of these two.
“They must have a cloaking device,” he muttered to himself.
It was easy for him to see which route they would most likely take. He roughly knew where they must have landed, and there were only a few paths to choose from in the desert.
“They're probably using one of those car-things,” he said to himself. “Humans always do that.”
A sudden idea sparked a wicked grin on his face.
Lumos. They were approaching Lumos. Lumos should be able to defeat them.
The gleam in Ondúrman's eyes sharpened, and his mind filled with confidence.
“They won't survive encountering Lumos,” he laughed to himself.
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Chapter 16
THE PROFESSOR


Siggistebbi woke up abruptly.  It felt like the ground was shaking. A deep rumble echoed in the distance. 
He sat up and listened. Silence. After waiting a few minutes and hearing nothing, he decided it must have been a dream.
Peering outside the tent, he saw the sun rising. The shadows of the dunes stretched across the golden sand, and the air was still cool from the night.
Drrdrr and Mrs. Fribbentropp remained asleep, so Siggistebbi quietly left the tent and went behind a dune to mpty his bladder.
Above, the sky was a clear blue, with just a hint of the night's haze lingering in the west. He found it odd – in Iceland, the sky would have been bright long before the sun appeared. He even spotted a lone star twinkling on the horizon. But by the time he finished and took a small sip of water from a bottle, the star had vanished, leaving the sky a brilliant blue.
For breakfast, Siggistebbi searched through their supplies. He found cookies, crackers, and chocolate pieces but chose bread with goat cheese and a layer of lettuce instead.
As he ate, he chuckled at how his eating preferences had transformed. The sweets he liked before the trip no longer tempted him. He had once despised vegetables, but now he craved them with every meal.
A loud yawn erupted from the tent. The lady had awoken and stretched, her yawn so loud that it had woken Drrdrr up. Siggistebbi giggled, grabbed an apple, took a bite, and approached the tent entrance.
"About time you sleepyheads woke up," he called into the tent.
Drrdrr was already up, stowing his pillow and sleeping bag, while Mrs. Fribbentropp seemed to be gathering energy for another yawn.
"You're up early," she said, her last word swallowed by the yawn.
"Yes, I had a strange dream," Siggistebbi replied. "The earth was trembling. But everything's fine, and I've had breakfast, so I'm ready to go whenever."
"Breakfast!" The lady's eyes widened. "I'm starving. We‘d better have something to eat."
In no time, she spread a feast on a blanket in the sand and indulged herself. Drrdrr was content with a sip of tea and a piece of fruit, but the lady devoured ten slices of cake, fifteen crackers, seven slices of bread with jam and cheese, two pears, and five glasses of orange juice.
After packing the tent and their belongings, they set off. The sun climbed higher, and the heat steadily increased. 
They had only been driving for a few minutes when they encountered an odd sight. A small, hunched man with a white beard walked in circles beside the road, waving his hands. He wore a bright red hat, a light shirt, and light pants. They stopped the car, but the man didn't notice them until Drrdrr gently touched his shoulder. Startled, the man let out a torrent of words that none of them could understand.
Mrs. Fribbentropp approached the man and asked him in various languages what was wrong. At first, it was impossible to establish any communication with him, but gradually he calmed down, and it turned out that he spoke many languages. But not Icelandic. They spoke together in English, and Siggistebbi still understood quite a bit.
It turned out that the man was a professor named Burtmann. He was Dutch and said he had been on a research expedition.
"What were you researching?" asked Mrs. Fribbentropp.
"I was looking for signs of ancient monuments, as stories say that many hidden caves can be found near the Tibesti Mountains. According to mythology, the ancient creature Luffosus was once in one of these caves. Luffosus was worshiped by nomadic tribes more than a thousand years ago. The cave is supposed to contain statues and artifacts that I wanted to examine."
"But what is so puzzling about that?" asked Drrdrr.
"Well, I was driving here this morning, just before sunrise, when some strange phantom suddenly appeared in the middle of the road. I, of course, stopped immediately and jumped out of the car, but then it was gone. I walked off the road and up a sand dune to look around, and when I got there, I heard a loud noise from the car. I turned and saw it being thrown hundreds of meters into the air. It just flew!"
Mrs. Fribbentropp looked perplexed. "Did it just fly up into the air on its own?"
"As far as I know," said Burtmann. "It flew high up into the air and landed not far from here, completely wrecked."
"Did you see anything approach the car?" asked Drrdrr.
"No, nothing. Only this thing on the road before I stopped. But I can't possibly figure out what it was."
"Did you see two bright lights earlier in the night?" asked Drrdrr.
"Two bright lights?" The professor stroked his beard. "No, I can't say that. But I'm often so absent-minded that I don’t notice anything. Why do you ask?"
"It might have been Lumos,” Drrdrr replied.
"Lumos?!" Siggistebbi and Mrs. Fribbentropp widened their eyes in surprise.
"Yes, Lumos," said Drrdrr. "It is said that he resides in these parts."
Drrdrr had to explain to the professor who Lumos was, and the professor became very excited.
"Lumos! Luffosus! This must be the same word, changed over time. I'm sure of it! The descriptions are very similar." Suddenly the professor fell silent. "But what do you mean – do you think Luffosus... or Lumos... threw my car up in the air like that?"
Drrdrr nodded, looking serious.
The professor burst into laughter. He held his stomach and walked back and forth, laughing so hard that he eventually fell down in the sand.
“Hahahah... how... how does it occur to you... hahaha... to think that... haha... he really exists? Hahaha.”
Drrdrr was not amused but calmly waited for the professor to stop laughing. Then he said, "You can believe what you want. But if you don't want to lie here in the middle of the desert laughing all day, I suggest you come with us."
Siggistebbi helped the professor to his feet and supported him to the jeep. They all got into the car. Siggistebbi, Drrdrr, and Mrs. Fribbentropp were silent, but the professor snickered now and then, trying to suppress his laughter. After a while, he fell asleep and woke up with a terrible stomachache from all the laughter.
They drove on in silence. The monotonous landscape passed by, sand dunes and more sand dunes. In the distance, the peaks of the Tibesti Mountains appeared, shrouded in a cloud veil – the only clouds visible in the sky.
They drove past three large boulders that lay in a straight row on the top of a high dune. Siggistebbi looked at the boulders indifferently but jumped when the professor suddenly let out a loud cry.
"Ooooooouuuuuuuiiii! Lussifussi! Lassfass! Lussfuss!"
Drrdrr stopped the car.
"What's going on?"
"Lusslussfassfassfussfuss!" the professor yelled.
"Calm down, man!" Mrs. Fribbentropp said sternly.
As the racket continued, she grabbed a water bottle and splashed the professor.
"Stop this fuss! What are you trying to say?"
The splash offended the professor. He took off his glasses and wiped them on his shirt.
"Luffosus! Didn't you hear what I said? I said Luffosus. The three boulders there are at the entrance to Luffosus's cave!"
The three looked at each other.
"Wouldn't it be best just to drive on?" Siggistebbi asked. "That way, we avoid Lumos."
Drrdrr nodded and put the car back in gear. But then the professor let out an even louder cry.
"We cannot go! I have to examine the cave."
After much discussion and almost a brawl, Mrs. Fribbentropp, Drrdrr, and Siggistebbi agreed to accompany the professor to the boulders.
"But if we see the slightest sign of Lumos, we will leave immediately," Drrdrr said emphatically.
When they reached the rocks, there was nothing remarkable to see. They were just three boulders lying side by side. But the professor hopped and skipped around, touching the stones and stroking them all over. He was in his own world and didn't hear anything the others said.
They fetched some food and brought it back to the rocks. Professor Burtmann, however, was too preoccupied to eat. Mrs. Fribbentropp began to tell one of her stories. She told it entertainingly, and Siggistebbi and Drrdrr laughed a lot.
Just as she was about to tell the story's conclusion, they heard a cry. "EEEEEAHHHHHH!" rang out the voice of the professor from behind them. They looked up but couldn't see him.
"What happened to the man?" Mrs. Fribbentropp asked.
They started searching, but there was no sign of Professor Burtmann. After a few minutes, Mrs. Fribbentropp leaned toward one of the rocks.
"Where could he be? It's as if the ground swallowed him. Burtmann is gone."
She had just finished speaking when a hole opened beneath her. She screamed as she fell into it. 
Drrdrr and Siggistebbi saw the hole closing and, without thinking, both jumped in after her.
Siggistebbi slid down a large stone slide. Then everything went black.
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Chapter 17
THE CAVE


Siggistebbi continued sliding down the hole at a frightening speed. His mouth and nose filled with dust, which also settled in his eyes, stinging them and forcing him to keep them closed. He heard Drrdrr and Mrs. Fribbentropp below him screaming loudly – although Mrs. Fribbentropp much more. And yet, it could just as well have been that Mrs. Fribbentropp was laughing. He couldn‘t be sure. Siggistebbi flew in the air for a split second before landing on a pile of sand. 
The darkness persisted. He heard Mrs. Fribbentropp and Drrdrr getting up and walking around.
"Where do you think we are?" asked Mrs. Fribbentropp.
"I believe we're inside Lumos's cave," answered Drrdrr. "It's best not to move around too much. There could be dangerous traps here."
Siggistebbi tried to get up, but as soon as he took a step, he fell again because the sand beneath him was uneven.
"Watch where you're going," Drrdrr told him.
But how could Siggistebbi do that? He couldn't see anything; it was pitch black.
"I can't see anything in this darkness!"
Mrs. Fribbentropp started to laugh.
"What's so funny?" Siggistebbi wasn't amused.
"Funny? You, boy."
"Why?"
"Because you're trying to walk around with your eyes closed. Just open them!"
Siggistebbi then realized he still had his eyes tightly shut. He cautiously opened them and saw that he was in a fairly large cave, and there was a dim light. His eyes still stung, and he couldn't figure out where the light was coming from. But he could see enough to walk around.
"Isn't that a little better?" asked Mrs. Fribbentropp.
Siggistebbi nodded, blinked his eyes a few times, and wiped away most of the dust. Finally, he could open them properly. When he could look around, his eyebrows furrowed.
"I've been here before!"
Drrdrr and Mrs. Fribbentropp looked at him.
"What?!"
"Yes – I recognize this. I've seen this before."
Drrdrr shook his head. "But that's completely impossible."
"I know... But... I still feel like I've seen this cave before."
Siggistebbi couldn't quite explain it. He looked around the large cave and gazed at the sandy floor and the crystals in the ceiling from which the light seemed to come. The cave walls were made of grayish stone, and Siggistebbi was sure that if they walked along the elongated cave, they would come to an opening half-buried in the sand.
"Come on – this way," Siggistebbi said confidently.
"What...?" The others seemed hesitant but eventually followed Siggistebbi.
Drrdrr looked around carefully on the way. "Strange – but there's no sign of the professor."
"Yes... that is a bit odd," agreed Mrs. Fribbentropp. "He must have gone ahead."
The path wasn't long, but the light was so dim that they couldn't see the other end of the cave until they reached the middle of it. There, at the other end, half-buried in the sand, was an opening. Siggistebbi was confident that when they went through the opening, they would enter a tunnel. When they reached the opening, he told the others about it. 
"At the end of the tunnel, we will enter a large cave with statues and painted symbols on the walls and a large stone pillar in the center," he explained.
Mrs. Fribbentropp chuckled. "You think so? We'll find out soon enough. Maybe you just hit your head when you landed."
"I'm not confused. I've seen this before."
Siggistebbi was getting a bit annoyed that they didn't believe him.
They entered the tunnel – which was precisely as Siggistebbi had expected.
But... There was one thing he had forgotten.
When they were halfway through the tunnel, Siggistebbi accidentally kicked a tripwire that had been stretched across the path. Instantly, five wooden spikes, sharp and barbed, shot out from the right wall of the tunnel. Siggistebbi felt a stabbing pain in his thigh. He fell and clutched his leg. Drrdrr and Mrs. Fribbentropp screamed and retreated when the wooden spikes appeared, but they returned to help Siggistebbi. Fortunately, it was just a scratch, but still quite deep. Drrdrr quickly removed his shirt, tore it into three strips, and tied it around the wound. Mrs. Fribbentropp looked frightened.
"Shouldn't we just go back? This is too dangerous!"
But when the wooden spike hit Siggistebbi's thigh, it was as if a light bulb lit up in his head. The pain initially overwhelmed him, but when Drrdrr had bandaged the wound, the pain subsided, and he could finally speak.
"I know where I've seen this before."
Drrdrr looked at him curiously. "Where?"
"I've seen this in a computer game."
"A computer game?" Mrs. Fribbentropp widened her eyes. "How can that be?"
"I... I don't know. But I think it's a game I found online. I played it a long time ago. That's how I know what this looks like."
"But shouldn't you have known about these wooden spikes?" asked the lady.
"Yes... I just forgot about them. But now I remember. There are more wooden spike traps in the tunnels. Three, if I recall correctly. We need to keep our eyes open."
Siggistebbi stood up with difficulty. He struggled with walking at first, but after taking a few steps, it got better.
"Come on." He continued, determined.
When they had about a quarter of the tunnel left to go, Siggistebbi slowed down.
"We have to look carefully down here. Somewhere there's another wire that triggers the spikes."
They looked so intently down in front of them that their eyes hurt, especially since the light wasn't very bright.
"Here," called Drrdrr.
At the floor, about ten centimeters above it, there was a very thin wire, so thin that it was barely visible.
"We have to go over it without touching the wire," said Siggistebbi, and he jumped over.
This went smoothly, and they also found the other wires, so they were able to reach the cave opening without any issues.
The cavern was more like a vast chamber than a simple cave. Its shape was rectangular, similar to a room, but with a pyramid-shaped ceiling. A tall pillar stood in the center, adorned with mysterious Egyptian symbols. A monstrous creature resembling a T-Rex, but far more frightening, was depicted attacking people, devouring them, or tearing them apart with its long teeth. The scenes on the pillar were like a horror film.
"This is terrifying," remarked Mrs. Fribbentropp. "I hope we don't have to face this creature."
Numerous statues surrounded the central pillar, some of the mysterious Lumos and others of various people. Additional pillars lined the walls, each topped with small animal statues like lions, falcons, and cats. Just as Drrdrr was about to approach the central pillar for a closer look, Siggistebbi warned, "Don't get any closer!"
Drrdrr halted in his tracks. "Why?"
"If you go near the pillar, sharp steel blades will drop from the ceiling."
Drrdrr cautiously stepped back.
"I need to be careful around here."
Suddenly, a loud noise came from one corner, as if something had fallen to the ground. To everyone's surprise, Professor Burtmann was there, studying one of the pillars. A metal plate had dropped from the pillar, causing the noise.
"Professor Burtmann? There you are!" said Mrs. Fribbentropp.
He looked up, appearing uncertain about who they were for a moment.
"Oh, it's you. Do you see this? It's absolutely fantastic. Wonderful!"
Mrs. Fribbentropp shook her head. "What's so wonderful about being trapped in a cave?"
"Uh... yes. I meant the statues," the professor corrected himself apologetically.
"How did you get in here?" Siggistebbi asked.
"Well, I just walked. I saw the cave opening, followed the tunnels, and ended up here. Why?"
They informed him about the wooden spikes, and his face turned pale upon hearing the news. He had been lucky, narrowly avoiding the wires while exploring.
Mrs. Fribbentropp looked at Siggistebbi. "Do you know how we can get out of here?"
Siggistebbi considered the question, walking toward one of the walls to examine the statues.
"There should be a cat statue with a red dot on its paw."
Mrs. Fribbentropp frowned. "There are plenty of cat statues here."
"Yes, but this one is different from the others."
They all began searching, except for the professor, who remained entranced by the ceiling.
"Here," called Drrdrr, pointing to the statue. "What should we do now?" he asked Siggistebbi.
"Press the paw down."
As Drrdrr pressed the paw, creaking sounds emerged from one of the walls. The wall lifted to reveal another chamber, similar in size to the previous one. But there was no pillar in it—only a giant crystal in the middle of the hall.
Behind the crystal stood a gigantic, terrifying creature with glowing eyes and a huge horn between them. Its wide-open mouth exposed metallic-looking teeth as it emitted a deep, dark growl.
"Lumos!!!"
Siggistebbi, Mrs. Fribbentropp, and Drrdrr fled as quickly as their legs could carry them, leaping toward the still-distracted professor. Drrdrr grabbed his shoulders and shook him.
"Wake up, man! Danger!"
The professor snapped to attention, glanced around, and spotted Lumos.
"No! Do you see? This is Luffosus himself." He attempted to approach Lumos, but the others yanked him back.
"This is not some statue!" yelled Drrdrr. "This thing could eat you in one bite!"
The professor finally understood. He began trembling violently, his face drained of color.
Drrdrr and Mrs. Fribbentropp dragged him back into the tunnels. They barely managed to retreat as Lumos lunged at them, its enormous teeth snapping shut just behind the professor. The creature tried to force its head into the tunnel, but it was too large. They retreated further into the tunnels as the monster roared angrily, its bellow shaking the ground.
Though safe for the moment, Mrs. Fribbentropp glared at Siggistebbi.
"Well, was there anything in the computer game like this?"
Siggistebbi thought for a moment.
"No. Both chambers were the same in the game."
"But now the question is how we escape," said Drrdrr. "To get out, we must go through the cave with Lumos. We can't get back up the stone slope."
Siggistebbi pondered, concentrating so intensely that his forehead ached.
Meanwhile, Lumos stared at them with its solar-like eyes.
Mrs. Fribbentropp grasped the professor's shoulders. "Just remember, my dear, not to look into its eyes."
But the warning came too late. The professor stared into Lumos's eyes.
"I have an idea!" Siggistebbi exclaimed. "We have to get Lumos to walk close to the pillar."
Drrdrr looked admiringly at Siggistebbi. "Clever idea. When it gets too close to the pillar, the knife blades will fall on it."
"But how can we lure it back there?" asked Mrs. Fribbentropp.
"Can't we throw something?" suggested Siggistebbi.
Drrdrr bent down and began to untie the laces on his shoes.
"I could throw my shoes. Maybe it'll chase them."
He took off his shoes, stood up, took a run-up, and threw them as far as he could. Lumos leaped after them like a dog after a stick. One shoe landed beside the pillar.
Lumos approached it. The plan was going to work!
When it reached the shoe, it sniffed it. They all waited for something to happen. But no steel blades fell.
"Dang," said Siggistebbi. "Either there are no knife blades, or Lumos doesn't trigger them. Maybe it can walk everywhere without anything happening."
Drrdrr looked like he had lost all hope."We'll never get out of this," he said. "Our days are numbered. Either Lumos eats us, or we die of hunger and thirst."
Mrs. Fribbentropp frowned. "What utter nonsense this is, Drrdrr. Are you going to give up so soon? Siggistebbi, you'll find a way."
Siggistebbi had an idea.
"Stay still here," he told the others. "Don't move."
"What are you going to do?" asked Drrdrr.
"You'll see." 
Siggistebbi set off into the chamber.
"Don't, boy!" Mrs. Fribbentropp shouted and tried to grab him, but he was already too far for her to reach, and she dared not follow him.
Instead of moving away from Lumos, Siggistebbi walked straight toward it. Lumos stopped sniffing the shoe and looked at the boy. It seemed as though it hadn't expected a small, seemingly defenseless human to dare approach so closely. Lumos simply stared at him.
But even though Siggistebbi showed great courage, he was not fearless. On the contrary, he was terrified. His heart pounded in his chest, his breath was short, and it felt like his legs were made of dough. Sweat broke out on his forehead and stung his eyes. And he even – promise not to tell –wet his pants just a little. That’s how scared he was. 
But he knew that this was their only chance. If this plan failed, they were all doomed.
Lumos was on the right side of the pillar. Siggistebbi approached the left. On the sandy floor, he noticed a faint line drawn in the sand, forming a rectangle around the pillar. He was certain that the razor-sharp blades would be activated if he even placed a single toe over the line. He positioned himself at the rectangle's corner and waited.
Siggistebbi was close enough to Lumos to see that its teeth were not ordinary teeth. His mouth was filled with actual swords.
Lumos seemed to have recovered from its surprise, growling so loudly that Siggistebbi's hair stood on end, and his ears ached. Lumos snapped its jaws repeatedly, making the teeth of swords clang together.
As Lumos prepared to pounce on Siggistebbi and sink its teeth into him, Siggistebbi was ready.
He inhaled deeply, bent his knees, and leaped across the corner of the rectangle, narrowly avoiding the trap's trigger. As he landed, Siggistebbi somersaulted and pushed himself away from the danger zone.
The timing couldn't have been closer. Hundreds of knife blades dropped from the ceiling, heavy and razor-sharp. One landed so close to Siggistebbi's head that it snipped off a lock of his hair.
Siggistebbi looked up and saw Lumos amidst the flurry of knives. At first, the blades seemed to bounce off its thick skin, but eventually, they began to penetrate, and the creature's groans indicated that they were taking effect.
For more than a minute, the blades fell from the ceiling. When the knife storm subsided, Lumos was no longer visible. Dark brown, foul-smelling blood seeped out from beneath the pile of knives.
Siggistebbi felt a rush of pride and relief. Lumos had been defeated!
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Chapter 18
THE SWORD


Drrdrr stood beside the crystal, eyeing the sword hilt embedded within it. A red gemstone adorned the hilt. 
"This must be the legendary Sword of Harúman."
"But wasn't it supposed to be made of gold? This isn't gold," Siggistebbi said doubtfully. "And wasn't it supposed to be stuck in a diamond? This looks more like a crystal of some sort."
"The gold and diamond must have been added to the story. Nevertheless, there is a gemstone on the sword," Drrdrr replied.
Mrs. Fribbentropp approached the sword and examined the gemstone.
"This is an enormous ruby," she said. "Rubies are red, but this one is exceptionally large and uniquely cut."
"I wonder if this is truly a magic sword," Siggistebbi mused. "Perhaps someone saw the sword and made the whole story up."
"Regardless, it's stuck tight!" Mrs. Fribbentropp tugged on the sword, but it wouldn't budge.
"Let me try," Drrdrr offered, and they both tried to free it, but the sword remained firmly embedded in the crystal.
Mrs. Fribbentropp wiped the sweat from her brow.
"This is hopeless. It's as if it's fused to the crystal. We should stop and search for a way out."
The professor sat in the center of the crystal hall, staring blankly at the ceiling. His eyes were vacant, and he seemed lost in thought.
"You know, it wasn't like this in the computer game," Siggistebbi mentioned. "There, this hall resembled the pillar hall. No crystals. And a door there to the right." He pointed to the wall.
"There's nothing we can do about it," Mrs. Fribbentropp said firmly. "We must search thoroughly, feel the walls, and push every bump we find. There must be a gap or a door somewhere."
They immediately began their search, pressing against the walls where they could reach. After circling the hall without success, Mrs. Fribbentropp hoisted Drrdrr onto her shoulders so he could examine higher up.
Siggistebbi felt disheartened and desperate, but Mrs. Fribbentropp's unwavering conviction kept them going.
However, despite their thorough search, they found nothing in either the crystal or column halls.
"How I would love a drink of water," Mrs. Fribbentropp sighed. They sat down by the cat statue with the red mark, thirsty and hungry.
"I don't have any water," Drrdrr replied. "What about you, Siggistebbi?"
Siggistebbi shook his head.
Then, they heard a faint voice.
"I have a little... water."
They stood up. The professor seemed to be recovering. To their surprise, he had a large water bottle attached to his belt. They each took a drink, including the professor.
"There's only one thing to do," said Mrs. Fribbentropp. "We rest here for a while, and perhaps a solution will come to mind."
They all agreed, but while the others began to snore, Siggistebbi couldn't rest. It felt like a lump was stuck in his throat. He kept coughing and trying to dislodge it. To avoid waking the others, he walked away from them.
The massive crystal shimmered in the dim light. Siggistebbi approached it and put his hands on it. It felt cold, but the underground hall was warm. He pressed his forehead against the crystal to cool down. A faint, red light emanated from the ruby on the sword.
Just imagine, Siggistebbi thought to himself. This is a real gemstone, enormous, larger than I've ever seen before.
He longed to touch the ruby. He reached for the sword but fell short, so he climbed onto the crystal, sat on it, and stared at the ruby.
As he stretched out his hand to touch it, the crystal seemed to tremble.
Could this be an earthquake?
He waited for a bit, but it did not stop. Or was Lumos coming back to life? He glanced at the pile of knives in the other hall. No – it remained still.
Siggistebbi stood up on the crystal, bent down, and was about to touch the ruby, but he slipped and fell. He flailed in the air for a grip and grabbed the sword hilt. Suddenly, there was a sharp crack followed by loud bangs.
What have I done now? Siggistebbi thought.
Mrs. Fribbentropp, Drrdrr, and the professor jumped up in terror at the deafening noise. The entire floor trembled and shook, and soon they saw something rising up from the floor.
"Let's hurry to the other hall," the lady called. She grabbed the two men and dragged them with her.
They were just in time. A crack formed in the floor where they had been lying. The gap widened, and soon it covered the entire floor. Pillars with animal statues rose up from below, and after a few minutes, the crystal hall looked almost exactly like the pillar hall.
They saw Siggistebbi where he had fallen on his bottom next to the crystal. Where he was, no statues rose, so he was fortunately not in any danger.
"You found it!" Mrs. Fribbentropp called and clapped her hands. "Now we can get out of this. Finally."
The hall quieted down. The statues had risen and stood motionless on their pedestals. The dust that had been stirred up slowly settled, and silence reigned.
Siggistebbi stood up, still dizzy from the fall and what had followed. But he was happy; he knew now how to get out and which statue to push to open the next door. He raised his hands in triumph and let out a cheer. When he looked at the other three, he saw surprise in their eyes. He didn't know why they looked so strange, but then he discovered he had something in his right hand.
He was holding the sword! The magic sword!
Drrdrr and Mrs. Fribbentropp ran to Siggistebbi, and questions rained down on him.
"How did you release the sword? What happened?"
He had to tell the story three times, and Drrdrr and the lady needed to hold and examine the sword.
"It's not heavy and not that big," said Drrdrr, weighing it in his hand. "I always imagined it would be a giant sword."
The lady looked at the crystal that had broken in two.
"That must have been the problem – we tried to drag the sword up rather than sliding it to the side," she stated.
Siggistebbi nodded in agreement. "Perhaps. It was just luck for me this time."
"Or destiny," Mrs. Fribbentropp added. "We'll bring the sword along. It could be useful."
In all the excitement, they had momentarily forgotten about the professor, who stood still, gazing at them. He appeared pale and somewhat dazed.
He hesitantly cleared his throat.
"So... Can we leave now?" he inquired softly.
"Oh, certainly," the lady replied. "We must escape this place. Siggistebbi, do you know where to go now?"
Siggistebbi gestured toward the row of statues farthest from the original pillar hall.
"There should be a dog with a blue spot on its chest. We need to push it."
"You mean a jackal," Drrdrr corrected.
"Yes, a jackal."
They searched among the statues and eventually discovered the jackal statue with a blue spot. As they pushed it, a concealed door opened in the wall. They cautiously navigated some passageways and ascended stairs, avoiding traps that Siggistebbi expertly identified. Finally, after a lengthy climb, they arrived at an exit.
"Daylight!" Siggistebbi exclaimed.
They rushed out of the exit and took a deep breath of fresh air, feeling the warm sunlight on their faces. However, they found themselves in a pit with tall walls surrounding them. They could see the desert sand above the walls.
"How do we scale these walls?" Drrdrr asked, looking at Siggistebbi.
Siggistebbi pointed to a corner and said, "There should be a rope ladder there."
But when they reached the corner, they saw that the ladder was in tatters and half-buried in the sand at the base of the pit.
"This is impossible," the professor said. "We'll never be able to climb up."
"Never say never," said the determined lady. "Let's start by freeing the ladder."
They dug the ladder out of the sand and noticed the ropes had snapped.
"That's how it fell," said Drrdrr. "But it's too high. We can't get it back up."
"I wish I had my balloon dress with me," said Mrs. Fribbentropp, smiling.
The professor was confused, so Mrs. Fribbentropp explained how they could have used the balloon to jump up the rocks.
Siggistebbi chuckled and joked, "We could really use a rubber dress. We could use it as a trampoline."
"Aha!" Mrs. Fribbentropp raised her finger. "Trampoline! That's the solution!"
Drrdrr shook his head. "If we hadn't just stepped into the sun, I'd think you had sunstroke. How are we supposed to find a trampoline here?"
"The trampoline is right in front of you, Drrdrr," the lady declared with a grin.
The others didn't understand until she clarified, "Well, I'm fortunate enough to possess a natural trampoline. Siggistebbi will jump on my behind and leap up there."
"We still need a rope," Drrdrr pointed out.
"We'll tie our clothes together to form a long rope, then attach it to the rope ladder. Siggistebbi can pull it up from there."
The plan seemed simple, but getting the professor to undress proved challenging. He claimed to be too embarrassed, but Mrs. Fribbentropp told him that the choice was between dying of thirst in the hole or making a rope – so he removed his clothes.
Soon they had tied their clothes together, and Siggistebbi climbed onto Drrdrr's shoulders with one end of the makeshift rope in hand while the lady lay down in the sand.
"Are you ready?" Drrdrr asked. She nodded.
Siggistebbi jumped as high as he could and landed on the lady's behind, flying even higher into the air. But he still couldn't reach the top. Undeterred, he fell back onto her behind and tried again and again, building momentum. Finally, as he flew upward, he stretched out his arms and grasped the edge of the wall. He crawled up, gasping for air as the sand fell on his face, but he made it to the top.
However, the rope wasn't long enough to reach all the way down, so those below had to stretch the end of the ladder upwards to tie it to the clothing rope.
Siggistebbi found it amusing to watch the professor, Drrdrr, and the lady in their undergarments struggling with the ladder. He couldn't help but laugh at the professor, whose body was so pale that he almost glowed while his hands and neck were dark brown. Eventually, they managed to secure the ladder, and everyone climbed up.
After they were all up, they untied the clothing rope and got dressed. They had successfully made it through Lumos's caves.
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Chapter 19
GOLDEN PLATE


Even though they had escaped the hole, their troubles weren't over. 
Drrdrr scratched his head. "Which way is the car?"
"I think it's that way," said Mrs. Fribbentropp, pointing.
"Isn't it more likely over there?" Siggistebbi pointed in the opposite direction.
They scanned the area for something to guide them. The sun was setting, and the Tibesti Mountains were visible in the distance, so they knew east from west – but endless sand dunes surrounded them, and the three rocks were nowhere in sight.
"We might have to accept that we're completely lost," said Drrdrr, looking downhearted.
The professor circled them, sniffing the air. He stumbled and mumbled to himself before eventually announcing, "Here... We're going this way." He walked off without waiting for them.
The others exchanged glances.
"Shouldn't we stop him?" asked Siggistebbi. "Does he know where he's going?"
Mrs. Fribbentropp shook her head. "Professor Burtmann may be odd and eccentric, but he likely has wandered these deserts for years. Let's follow him."
They followed him at a leisurely pace, and as they walked, the sun set and the stars began to shine. After some time, the moon rose and appeared huge on the horizon. 
Upon reaching the peak of a sand dune, the three rocks came into view. They hurried to the jeep, still in its spot.
Quietly, they grabbed their water bottles and the food box, taking turns to drink. The professor, however, sipped only one glass of water and nibbled a slice of bread before sitting down in the sand. He quickly dozed off, snoring.
The others cleaned themselves, changed clothes, and agreed to camp for the night. Once the base was set, they lay down in their tents and closed their eyes.
[image: image-placeholder]Siggistebbi awoke with a start.
What was that? He heard a rumble outside – someone or something was rifling through their belongings.
He crawled to the tent opening and peered out. Something was rummaging through their things in the car, scattering it everywhere.
He crept to Drrdrr, nudged him, and whispered, "Someone's going through our stuff."
Drrdrr immediately sat up, and Siggistebbi woke Mrs. Fribbentropp the same way.
They all moved to the tent opening. The moon had vanished, leaving only faint starlight.
"Who could it be?" whispered Drrdrr, barely audible.
"There's only one way to find out," said Mrs. Fribbentropp, striding confidently toward the car. She stealthily approached the figure, grabbed it, and pushed it down to the ground.
"What do you think you're doing?" she roared.
"It's... it's just me," the figure stammered in surprise.
"Professor Burtmann?!"
Siggistebbi and Drrdrr joined Mrs. Fribbentropp.
"Why were you going through our stuff?" Drrdrr asked sternly.
"I... I was just hungry," the professor said, clutching something in his hand and shuffling backward as if he were afraid of them.
"But you've already thrown the food bags out of the car," she said. "They're scattered all around."
"Well... I didn't notice..." The professor tried to quickly hide the item in his hand by stuffing it down his waistband.
"What do you have there?" asked Mrs. Fribbentropp, sounding menacing.
"Just... just a biscuit," he replied, pushing himself away from them with his feet.
"Are you sure about that?" the lady continued. "This is a square object. We only have round biscuits. I always know what food is available, and you don't have a biscuit."
The professor turned around, went down on his knees, and tried to crawl away on all fours. But as he turned, he lost his hat, and they saw something shining on his head. He scurried away as fast as he could.
"I only have a biscuit! I only have a biscuit!" he exclaimed before standing up and running off.
But he didn't get far. The lady sprinted after him and, despite being so big and heavy, she caught up to him in an instant. She grabbed the professor's pants string and pulled him back to the car. She pushed him down into the sand and removed the bundle from the string of his pants.
"Drrdrr, will you turn on the light in the car for me?"
Drrdrr switched on the interior light in the jeep, and the lady examined the package.
"That's what I thought."
"Now," asked Drrdrr, "what is this?"
"This is my great-great-grandmother's magic book," she replied. "The book that Ondúrman is after."
"You seem to need to explain quite a few things," Drrdrr said to the professor. "Let's take him into the tent."
Siggistebbi and the lady helped drag Professor Burtmann into the tent. They ordered him to sit down, but he acted like a wild animal, growling, spitting, and cursing.
"What a change in a man," said Siggistebbi, astonished when they had to tie the professor's hands.
Drrdrr came in with the gas lamp. Siggistebbi saw that Professor Burtmann had a metal plate attached to his head.
"What is this?" he asked.
They attempted to examine the metal plate, but the professor kept shaking his head as if he didn't want them to see what it was.
The lady then firmly grasped the professor's head and held him tightly. On his head was a golden plate. It was curved and fit his head perfectly. On it were peculiar symbols, and wires seemed to run from the base of it directly into the professor's head.
"Aha!" said Drrdrr. "Just as I suspected. I know what this is. Bring me the pliers."
Siggistebbi dashed to the car, rummaged through their belongings, and finally found the pliers.
Drrdrr took the pliers, seized each wire one by one, and pulled them out of the professor's head. The golden plate came loose and fell into the sand. The professor let out a loud scream but quickly fell silent. 
"What is this?" asked Mrs. Fribbentropp as she weighed the plate in her hand.
"This is one of Ondúrman‘s diabolical control devices," said Drrdrr between clenched teeth. "The professor was always under his control. He was sent to obtain the book."
"And not just to get the book," said Mrs. Fribbentropp. "But also to lead us into Lumos's cave."
"Yes," said Siggistebbi. "That's how he knew about all the traps and was able to navigate the passages without getting hurt."
"Yes, he must have known about the traps," Drrdrr agreed. "The plan was probably to have Lumos eliminate us."
"But shouldn't we restrain the professor, tie him up or something?" asked the lady.
"No," said Drrdrr, confident in his conclusion. "He will sleep for a little while and then wake up frightened and disoriented. He is no longer under Ondúrman's control. In fact, he could prove helpful."
[image: image-placeholder]They couldn't sleep for the rest of the night. They sat and waited for the professor to wake up, which didn't happen until several hours later. At first, after waking up, it was barely possible to communicate with him. He babbled, swayed back and forth, and cried. But when he had calmed down, he shared his story.
He had been on an archaeological expedition when he accidentally stumbled into Ondúrman's city. He was so captivated by what he saw that he didn't notice the guards until they apprehended him. He was asked what he was doing there and how he had found the place. Afterward, he was taken to a dungeon where he had to stay for a long time.
“Were you alone in Ondúrman's prison?” Mrs. Fribbentropp asked.
“No. The dungeons were full of slaves. I was put in a dark cell. In there with me was a man who had been there for about a year, named Fritz van Fribbentropp.”
“My Fritz? Is he alive?”
“Yes. Last I knew.”
“He's alive!” The lady stood up and jumped around like a soccer player who had just scored a goal. “He's alive! My Fritz is alive!”
She grabbed the professor's cheeks and kissed him on the mouth. She did the same to Drrdrr and Siggistebbi, who tried to dodge her but without success.
Eventually, the woman calmed down and sat back in her seat. Mrs. Fribbentropp eagerly asked about her husband's condition, his overall well-being, and what he had talked about. She bombarded the professor with questions.
The professor did his best to answer, explaining that Fritz was managing reasonably well but had gotten quite thin. He was energetic and confident that he would soon be rescued.
Satisfied with the information, the woman allowed him to continue his story.
Two weeks prior, he had been taken from the dungeon and brought to a large hall filled with various peculiar devices. There, Ondúrman himself had observed as the golden plate was placed on his head.
But the professor couldn't be sure what had occurred after he was fitted with the plate. Everything was a blur and a fog; he only recalled fragments. He remembered seeing Lumos and also being instructed to take the book and bring it to Ondúrman.
"Do you know why Ondúrman wants this book?" Mrs. Fribbentropp asked, holding her great-grandmother's magical book before the professor.
"No, I have no idea. I don't even know what book this is."
"If I let you have the book, do you think you will run away?" she asked.
"No, certainly not." The professor appeared offended.
Drrdrr stroked his chin. "He is no longer under Ondúrman's control, so it should be safe to show it to him."
Mrs. Fribbentropp handed the book to the professor, and he flipped through it curiously, like a child examining a toy catalogue.
"This... this is incredible," the professor said, captivated.
"What?" the other three asked in unison.
"These are ancient Icelandic runes. And there are recipes for many medicines, ointments, and methods to protect oneself and others."
"Really?" Mrs. Fribbentropp was slightly disappointed. "I was hoping they were food recipes."
"No," the professor said confidently. "But these are very ancient medicinal recipes, I'm sure. I came across this one in ancient Egyptian papyrus manuscripts," he said, pointing at one of the pages.
"But do you think there is something in there on how to defeat Ondúrman?" asked Drrdrr.
"I don't know," replied the professor. "I need to read it thoroughly first."
They decided to have breakfast while the professor studied the book.
The professor read. He hummed and chuckled. Occasionally, he exclaimed something when he found another recipe that fascinated him.
As the morning went on, they grew tired of waiting and asked him to tell them what was in the book.
There were recipes for remedies for various ailments, such as colds, sore throats, stomach aches, diarrhea, and lethargy. None of this seemed remarkable enough for Ondúrman to fear it, and he probably knew most of what was in the book, if not everything.
But one heading seemed relevant. It was "Advice against evil spirits." On the pages that followed were various tips on what to use against evil spirits, what one should wear around one's neck, various magical symbols, and more.
With one spell, it was supposed to be possible to expel an evil spirit from one's company. When the professor read this to them, they became convinced that this must be the right spell to defeat Ondúrman.
The spell was called "How to expel an evil spirit." And it went like this:

     Marra Marra minni
     ert tú herinni
     út skalt tú fara
     bera bæði grót og flag
     og alt sum er herinni

They agreed that the verse was somewhat odd, not quite Icelandic, but almost.
"Maybe it's Faroese," suggested the professor.
"Could be," Mrs. Fribbentropp agreed. "But this is still the only thing that Ondúrman could possibly be after. Is there no spell to change old evil wizards to frogs?"
"Not that I can see," said the professor.
"Maybe Ondúrman has diarrhea and needs a cure for that," joked Siggistebbi, laughing.
The others laughed too. "We just have to move forward," said Mrs. Fribbentropp. "Drive to Ondúrman's mountain hall, give him the book, get my Fritz back, and then go home. There can't be much risk in letting him have the book if there's no dangerous spell in it."
With that settled, they gathered their belongings and set off in the jeep.
Siggistebbi, however, was only partially satisfied. He had hoped they could prevent Ondúrman from continuing his evil work. But what could he do? He was just a tiny, thin boy. Ah, no, he wasn't so small anymore. Siggistebbi shook his head, smiling. Nevertheless, he was just a young boy.
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Chapter 20
THE PALACE


The endless expanse of sand sped past them as the Tibesti Mountains gradually loomed closer. Initially, the professor was engrossed in examining the book, frowning and muttering to himself. However, as they neared the mountains, he grew quieter, eventually setting the book aside and staring ahead of the car. 
They only stopped to refuel the car, eating on the go and taking two bathroom breaks. Otherwise, they continued onward, with Drrdrr driving through the midday heat. By evening, as the sun began to set, they still had a considerable distance to cover. But they were determined to reach the mountains by nightfall.
As they drove past the first hills that marked the beginning of the Tibesti mountain range, Siggistebbi heard a strange clatter, as if something were rattling inside the car. He was going to mention it to Drrdrr but soon realized that the noise came from the professor huddled in the back seat beside him. The professor was pale and wide-eyed, trembling with fear, causing his teeth to chatter. Siggistebbi himself grew increasingly tense, and the lady stared intently ahead while Drrdrr pursed his lips. They were all on edge.
They drove past several mountains until Drrdrr eventually slowed down, stopped the car, and turned it off. He took a deep breath, gripped the steering wheel, and then spoke softly. "Well..."
They all got out of the car, except for the professor, who refused to come out. They had arrived at a steep slope with no signs of a path, road, or anything that could indicate an entrance: only a sandy slope and a few rocks above it.
"How do you know it's here? It's like all the mountains we've driven past," said Siggistebbi.
"Trust me," replied Drrdrr. "I know where we are."
They each took a water bottle and a little food, and Mrs. Fribbentropp put the book in a small bag that she tied to herself. They also brought a gas lantern.
When they tried to get the professor out of the car, he refused.
"I'm not taking one step! There's no way I'm going back there," he said.
Mrs. Fribbentropp put her hands on her hips. "Would you rather stay here? Do you think you're in less danger alone in the car?"
The professor looked up at the lady from under his glasses. "If I come with you, I won't go unarmed."
"But we don't have any weapons," she said. "Besides, no guns will work on the guard, Krónus, or Ondúrman. We're just going to give Ondúrman the book and get Fritz in return."
"No - I'm not going. I'll stay here," said the professor, crossing his arms over his chest and looking defiantly ahead like a stubborn child.
"Well," said the lady. "Have it your way."
Siggistebbi, Drrdrr, and Mrs. Fribbentropp slowly walked up the steep slope. Drrdrr led the way and lit the path. They quickly grew tired of walking in the sand, but it soon became easier because Drrdrr somehow found a route where the rocks were firmly in place and didn't slip under their feet. Soon they made it up the slope, and from there, the path went downhill. When they reached the bottom, they were in a small canyon.
At the end of the ravine, they approached a high rock. The rock was too tall for them to climb over. Siggistebbi looked around and sighed.
“Are we supposed to go over this rock?” he asked.
“Not over,” replied Drrdrr. “Through.”
But no matter how Siggstebbi stared at the rock, he couldn't see a way through it.
They continued nonetheless, and when they reached the rock, Drrdrr walked up to it and disappeared!
“What happened to him?” asked Mrs. Fribbentropp.
A hand came out from the side of the rock.
“Come in here,” said Drrdrr.
They approached the corner of the rock and found a narrow crack that wasn't visible until they were right up next to it. They squeezed through and entered another small ravine that ran along high rocks. It started wide but eventually narrowed, so they walked in a deep crevice that twisted through the rocks. The only light source was Drrdrr's lantern, and occasionally they caught a glimpse of a single star high above their heads.
Suddenly, they heard a crash that echoed against the ravine walls. Mrs. Fribbentropp flinched. 
"What was that?" 
They fell silent and listened. At first, all they could hear was their breathing, but then they could discern a strange sound like steel pipes being dragged along the rocky floor of the ravine behind them.
"Maybe we should have brought weapons after all," said Drrdrr.
"We don't have any," replied the lady.
"Rocks!" Siggistebbi pointed down in front of them. "We'll take rocks and throw them at whatever's following us if it tries to attack."
They all bent down and picked up reasonably large rocks. Then Drrdrr turned off the light, and they waited, holding their breaths. The sound grew closer, louder and louder, and they heard the metal pipes (or whatever they were) clanking. They saw something moving. Something was following them through the crack.
"Ready," whispered Drrdrr. "We'll throw when I turn on the light."
They lifted the rocks, ready to throw. Suddenly, the sound stopped. There was complete silence. Then it started again, right in front of them! Drrdrr turned on the light, and they all threw the rocks at once.
"Aaaah!"
The professor screamed at the top of his lungs. He stood there, trembling with fear. One of the rocks had hit him in the forehead, and blood was pouring down. He was dragging the sword; that was what had made the metallic sound.
"Professor Burtmann!" They ran to him.
"Oh, is that you?" The professor was happy to see them but clutched his forehead. "Someone threw rocks at me."
"That was us," said Drrdrr.
The professor looked at them in astonishment. "Why?"
"We thought you were a monster or a dragon or something," replied Siggistebbi.
"Oh," said the professor, rubbing his forehead.
Fortunately, the professor's injury was just a small cut, so they continued shortly. He still dragged the sword behind him and refused to let go of it. Slowly, they moved forward. In the distance, they heard sounds that Drrdrr said were likely from Ondúrman's bodyguards.
"They're probably waiting for us."
The sounds grew louder as they walked on. At the end of the ravine, they were met with a magnificent but equally terrifying sight. 
They looked into a wide valley, and there stood Ondúrman's lavishly dressed bodyguards - hundreds of them - in a large formation. In the middle of the valley, a large fire blazed, and all around it, guards held torches.
The bodyguards were all dressed alike, in golden armor with gold-colored helmets on their heads adorned with a feather. Most of their feathers were red, but some had different colors. It seemed that the color of the feather indicated who were lower-ranking and who were commanders. They wore skirts made of thick leather straps and sandals tied up with straps that crisscrossed their calves. They chanted a strange and somber song. On both sides of them stood magnificent columns and statues similar to those the travelers had seen in Lumos's cave, but many times larger.
Behind the group of bodyguards was a large door leading into the mountain. It was more like a cave mouth than an ordinary door, so tall and wide that an entire house could easily pass through it. Large, thick stone doors had been moved aside, and beyond was a bright hall with a large group of people standing there. Behind the people loomed a massive statue of a dragon.
Siggistebbi, Mrs. Friggentropp, Drrdrr, and the professor stared in amazement at the spectacle.
"Is this customary?" asked the lady. "Are the bodyguards always here in front of the door?"
"No," answered Drrdrr. "Usually, there are far fewer of them. I have never seen this many before."
They walked slowly into the valley, gazing in awe at the grandeur of the scene before them.
A voice echoed throughout, dark and eerie. “Welcome to my wretched house!”
They stopped abruptly and looked around. They couldn't see who was speaking.
“Who... who is speaking?” called Mrs. Fribbentropp loudly.
“I, myself – Ondúrman the Great.”
The group continued toward the bodyguards. The lady called out, “I have the book.”
“Good. Bring it through the doors. You will not be harmed.”
“Beware,” whispered Drrdrr to the others. “We can't trust a word he says.”
“Is that so? As I remember, it is you that can’t be trusted, my old servant Drrdrr. So, you are alive. Welcome back, I guess. Just leave the professor outside, and the three of you enter the hall.”
“Either we all go or none of us,” the lady called decisively.
“No one goes in with a weapon.”
“Leave the sword,” Siggistebbi told the professor. He shook his head at first but finally agreed to leave it behind. He stuck it in the sand, and they all set off.
“Make way,” the voice thundered, and the bodyguard formation split into two groups, creating a path for them to walk through. They approached the doors and saw that the people inside the hall were all in terrible condition, bony and dressed in rags.
“These are the slaves,” whispered Drrdrr.
As they approached the doors, one of the bodyguards shouted orders. The slaves left the hall in such haste that it emptied in an instant.
The group went through the door and into the hall. There were no decorations on its walls. It was completely empty, but to their right were stone stairs leading up the rock wall inside the mountain. The hall was bathed in light, but the stairs led up into darkness.
A gigantic statue stood against the wall opposite them, many meters high. The statue was of a dragon standing on its hind legs and stretching its head into the air. Its wings were half-spread, and it looked as if the dragon were asleep. It was undoubtedly made of stone. Siggistebbi thought it was a very well-made statue.
“Krónus,” said Drrdrr softly but seriously.
"But... but it's not alive," said Siggistebbi.
"Don't let that fool you," replied Drrdrr. "It's just dormant."
Behind them, they heard loud crashes. They huddled together and saw the large stone doors closing. A small portion of the guards could be seen disappearing one by one behind the doors. Finally, only a tiny ray of light squeezed between the doors, followed by a loud bang.
They were locked inside the mountain.
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Chapter 21
DUNGEON


For some time, nothing occurred. They stood in the hall‘s center, waiting beneath the colossal dragon. Stone or not, it seemed to stare at them and into their minds. Siggistebbi worried he might unwittingly think of something that would awaken Krónus. 
Finally, they heard Ondúrman's voice once more, quieter than before.
"Ascend the stairs all the way to the top. I will join you shortly."
"Can't we simply settle this here?" asked Mrs. Fribbentropp.
No response.
"I suppose we must go up there," said Siggistebbi.
They climbed the seemingly endless staircase at a gradual pace. At last, they reached open doors.
One guard stood there, gazing at them with cold, lifeless eyes. He gestured with his spear toward another door nearby, which was also open, and flickering light emanated from within.
Inside was a hall. Torches burned on the walls, but there were no decorations, just the bare rock. Twelve guards lined the walls. They gestured for the group to sit on a large stone bench in the middle of the hall.
As they took their seats, a loud trumpet sound echoed. The guards approached the bench, holding their spears ready to strike if necessary.
Finally, Ondúrman entered. Siggistebbi knew immediately that this was him. The man who walked into the hall had an aura of malice and power.
He was small and somewhat slender. His beard was peppered with gray, but his hair remained coal-black. Underneath dark, heavy eyebrows, pitch-black eyes pierced so intensely that Siggistebbi couldn't meet his gaze. A sharp nose, high forehead, and pointed chin framed his face. A black cloak enveloped him, but from the sleeves, skeletal hands stuck out—more like claws—as if he had no flesh on his bones. Long nails and large rings adorned each finger.
Ondúrman halted at a distance from the bench as if not wanting to get too near. A cold, sinister smile spread across his face.
"So, you've finally arrived, Mrs. Fribbentropp. It took you quite some time. A whole year! I thought you had lost interest in your husband."
The woman narrowed her eyes at him, unafraid to look directly into the sorcerer's eyes.
"As it turns out, I don't watch television. Siggistebbi here helped me, or else I would have never seen your message. You could have just called instead. But here I am, with the book in tow, and I want to see my husband immediately."
"No rush," said Ondúrman. "You will see him soon enough.” He turned and looked at the boy. "So, your name is Siggistebbi," he said, his eyes narrowing. "You should have stayed away, you brat."
Siggistebbi stared at the floor, too terrified to look at the sorcerer.
Ondúrman shifted his focus back to the woman. "Give me the book, and I will reveal your husband to you."
The woman's anger flared. "No, thank you! I want to see him first, and then you get the book."
"Very well, follow me," he said, slowly leaving the hall.
The guards pointed their spears at the group constantly as they stood up and followed Ondúrman. In fact, the guards followed so closely that the cold, sharp tips of the spears occasionally brushed against them.
They ventured into a stair vault, descended stone steps, traversed a hall, and descended so many more steps that they seemed to lead to the earth's core.
Of course, they didn't go that far, but the path was lengthy and exhausting. Eventually, the group arrived at a stone wall. There were no doors, but a hole appeared in the wall just by Ondúrman lifting a finger.
On the other side of the wall was a prison cell. In one corner, a bearded and untidy man shielded his eyes from the light. He was dressed in tatters.
The woman paused before the man. Suddenly, this powerful woman seemed to have become a small, frightened child. She quivered, stuttered, and paled.
"Fritz... Is that you?"
The man in the corner removed his hand from his eyes and squinted up at the woman.
"Am... am I dead now?" he whispered hoarsely.
The woman fell to her knees and embraced him.
"No, my dear Fritz. I have come to rescue you."
Both husband and wife wept as the woman showered her husband's face with kisses and held him tight.
"I knew you would come. I knew you would come," Mr. Fribbentropp repeated.
"Enough of this nonsense. Now hand over the book," Ondúrman bellowed.
With one hand, the woman reached into her bag while she comforted Fritz van Fribbentropp with the other. She grabbed the book and handed it to Ondúrman without looking at him.
Ondúrman walked over to the opening in the wall, laughed loudly, and hissed, "Foolish woman! Now that I have the book, you can stay here with your husband for eternity."
His laughter rang like clanging metal—cold and hard.
"But...? But..." the woman stammered.
"No buts. This is how it will be. But you, boy, weren't you the one who pulled the sword from the stone?" Ondúrman asked Siggistebbi, his sharp teeth gleaming.
"I...? Yes, but it was an accident. I actually just stumbled..." Siggistebbi's teeth chattered as he replied.
"In that case, I don't want you here," said Ondúrman.
"Yes, let him go," pleaded Drrdrr.
"Go? Do you think I'll let him go?" Ondúrman glared maliciously at Drrdrr. "No, absolutely not. He will be crushed like a rat!"
He lifted the index finger of his right hand and pointed at Siggistebbi. Then he moved his finger slightly, and they watched Siggistebbi fly into the cell's corner and collide with the wall.
Ondúrman snapped his fingers, and a cascade of rocks, pebbles, sand, and dust fell from the ceiling onto Siggistebbi, filling the cell with a thick cloud of dust.
Drrdrr and Mrs. Fribbentropp screamed and rushed to the corner, while the professor stood there, dazed and trembling. They tried to reach into the pile of stones, but they found nothing but the rocks that struck their hands, making them pull their hands back.
Behind them, Ondúrman laughed boisterously. He snapped his fingers again, and the stones levitated back up to the ceiling, leaving the cell as it was before. But there was nothing in the corner where Siggistebbi had been, just an empty space.
"What have you done to him, you monster?" shrieked Mrs. Fribbentropp, frantic with fear. She lunged at Ondúrman, who retreated out of the cell. The hole in the wall vanished, and darkness engulfed them.
All they heard was Ondúrman's voice through the wall.
"I crushed him to death like a rat. But you two can starve to death in here. You have your husband, and I have the book, so we should all be content with our lot."
Drrdrr and the woman groped the walls, searching for something—a crack, a button, anything—but found nothing.
Desolate and defeated, they lay on the floor—even Mrs. Fribbentropp had surrendered. She was certain that the end was near. There was nothing left to do but wait for death.
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Chapter 22
BATS


After leaving the dungeon deep beneath the mountain palace, Ondúrman went straight to his chamber at the highest point above the stair vault. There, he stored all his most valuable equipment and tools. 
He scrutinized the book meticulously, reading each page one after another, but he couldn't find what he sought. He needed to discover the spell that would free him from Grímhilds Grayskin's curse so he could escape the desert and seize control of the entire world.
He warmed the book over a fire in case something had been inscribed with invisible ink. He also utilized several types of lenses for the same purpose, but he couldn't find any hidden text.
Growing impatient, he paced the floor and tried to think clearly.
"Where could it be? How do I find this?" he muttered to himself.
He glanced at his meters. One indicator was not where it should have been—the one that showed the proximity of dangerous enemies.
"This device must be malfunctioning," he grumbled and smacked the meter.
He had just disposed of the boy, and the others were locked in a cell from which escape was impossible.
"Why isn't the indicator moving?" he shouted and banged forcefully on the meter. The enemy indicator hadn't moved at all when he had crushed the boy.
Ondúrman approached the candle, which represented the remaining life in Siggistebbi. He grinned with delight as he saw no flame. He attempted to push the wick down into the magical wax with his thumb.
"Ouch!"
He withdrew his hand and stared at the candle, confused.
"This can't be happening," he stammered.
Though no flame was visible, the candle was not completely extinguished.
[image: image-placeholder]Ondúrman had made an error. When he‘d snapped his fingers, causing the cell's ceiling to collapse onto Siggistebbi, the spell also affected the floor, making it collapse at the same moment.
The floor gave way, and Siggistebbi tumbled down through the sand and debris. Rocks fell on his head, injuring him. Dust, sand, and dirt filled his nostrils, making breathing difficult. He tried his best to shield himself with his hands, pushing the soil away, fighting for his life. But he couldn't breathe, and he eventually lost consciousness.
It was much later when he stirred. He found himself half-buried in a pile of sand and rubble, one leg trapped, and his body aching all over. But he was alive.
He groaned loudly as he tried to move. He cleared away the dirt and dug around his leg to free it.
It was challenging, but eventually, he managed to stand up. Though he had three large bumps on his head and a sore back, he wasn't broken.
He looked around and saw he was in a long, dimly lit tunnel with a low ceiling and uneven walls. He stumbled through the tunnel, bumping into stalactites that hung from the ceiling like massive, deformed candles. He scraped his knees and shins, banged his shoulders, and groaned loudly each time he hurt himself. But he kept going.
The tunnel was so narrow in some places that he had to crawl. In other areas, the ceiling had collapsed, and he had to climb over piles of rubble. The journey was slow.
At one point, where the tunnel was high and wide, he was suddenly startled by a loud buzzing sound. He threw himself flat on the ground and felt something brush against him. He cautiously looked up and saw a large group of bats flying above him.
Siggistebbi never thought he'd be happy to see bats. But since he had expected Krónus or another evil creature, he was relieved they were just bats.
He continued. It felt like he‘d been walking forever, covering many kilometers, yet he didn't see the end of the tunnel. In fact, he had only climbed a few hundred meters in three hours.
Eventually, he arrived in a large cavern. The air was fresher than before. The ceiling was high, and the floor had been smoothed. Stone steps convinced Siggistebbi that he had now returned to some part of the palace again. But where?
A snort came from a recess near one cave wall, followed by a grunt and a hiss.
Siggistebbi stood frozen, his heart pounding. He saw a strange creature resembling a garbage pile crawl out from the recess. He would have thought it was just some trash discarded long ago if it hadn't moved. The creature crawled along the floor, grumbling and hissing. As it approached, it jerked in a chain attached to it and fastened to the wall. The creature pulled on the chain, making it clank, but eventually retreated.
Siggistebbi grabbed a large stone and cautiously approached the creature.
"Get back in your hole!" he called out threateningly.
The creature stopped just outside the hole, turned to face Siggistebbi, and sat down. Its head was covered in messy, unkempt hair, but within the hair, Siggistebbi could see eyes. Human eyes.
"Ho... hol... aha... my hole," the creature mumbled, and the hair moved up and down. "You are Iceland. Boy, Iceland, yes?"
Siggistebbi was so astonished that he dropped the stone. This was a man!
"Wh... Who are you?" Siggistebbi asked with a trembling voice.
"I Rudnum. I Rudnum Dug. You named?"
Siggistebbi hesitated at first, but curiosity got the better of him, and he stepped closer to the man. Rudnum Dug sat on the floor, his back against the rocky wall of the cave. His eyes were sunken, and his skin was pale, making him almost blend in with the gray stones around him.
Siggistebbi sat down on the dusty floor, making sure to keep a safe distance. He could feel the cold, hard ground beneath him, and the musty smell of the cave filled his nostrils. The man looked up at him.
They began to talk, their voices echoing off the cave walls. Siggistebbi listened as Rudnum Dug told him his story, in bits and pieces of broken Icelandic. He had been brought to the cave over a year ago, left there to die a slow death from hunger and thirst. But, as luck would have it, a crack in the wall next to where he was tied up allowed water to trickle in, just enough to keep him alive.
As he spoke, Siggistebbi could see the pain and suffering on Rudnum Dug's face. He could feel the desperation in his voice. Siggistebbi felt a pang of sadness in his chest, imagining the horrors that Rudnum Dug had endured.
But he also felt a flicker of hope. If Rudnum Dug had survived in this cave for over a year, then maybe there was a chance for Siggistebbi. He listened carefully to the man's words, hoping to learn from his experiences and maybe find a way out of this dark, dreary place.
"What have you eaten?" Siggistebbi asked curiously, looking around for something edible.
"There," said Rudnum, pointing to a pile of small bones.
"What is this?"
"Ah... don't remember. Tired... tired... yes - bats."
"Bats?!"
"Yes, bats," Rudnum answered, patting his stomach.
Siggistebbi tried to hide his disgust, but he understood that the man had to eat something, and it was probably better to eat bats than nothing at all.
Rudnum showed him an old, worn-out hat.
"I catch bats with this," he said proudly.
"How?"
Rudnum signaled Siggistebbi to be quiet. Then he threw the hat up in the air so it spun around. As the hat went up, the cave was filled with screeching bats that seemed to want to attack the hat. The hat fell back down, and inside it were two small bats that spread their wings and tried to break free. Rudnum grabbed one of them, bit off its head as if it were the most natural thing, laughed contentedly, and then offered Siggistebbi the other bat.
"Yuck! No, thank you," said Siggstebbi, turning pale. Then, he asked, "Why did they chain you up down here anyway?"
Rudnum explained as he nibbled on the bat. He had been in Ondúrman's service. He had been his private servant, whom he trusted most. It turned out that Rudnum knew Drrdrr well and was happy that he was alive. But Rudnum had been much higher in rank than Drrdrr. Rudnum had been in charge of all Ondúrman's experiments and magical arts, almost his right hand.
"Then, I was cruel to the slaves. I hurt the slaves and kicked them. I was bad."
But gradually, Rudnum continued, he had realized he didn't want to be like that. He began to work against Ondúrman. Rudnum had freedom of movement and could travel to nearby towns and cities. He brought maps of the mountain pass and a drawing of Lumos’s cave to a man in one town, asking him to get it to as many people as possible. The only hope was that someone would be able to release the sword.
"Hmm… Maybe he put the computer game online," said Siggistebbi excitedly.
He told Rudnum that he had learned about Lumos's cave from a computer game, but he also had to explain what a computer game was. A pleased expression crossed Rudnum's face.
"He must have done it," Rudnum said with a smile. "He said he would put the map on some intronet."
"The internet," said Siggistebbi.
Rudnum nodded. Then he continued to tell his story.
Ondúrman quickly realized that Rudnum was not wholeheartedly devoted to his duties. Rudnum‘s knowledge of spells had become extensive, and he knew most of Ondúrman's secrets, so the sorcerer wanted him gone. But Rudnum had made himself a drink that made him immune to weapons and spells. So, instead of putting him in the dungeon, Ondúrman had placed him as deep in the earth as possible, where hunger and thirst were supposed to consume him. The slaves were not allowed to go down that far down, not even the guards. 
"Is there a way out of here?" asked Siggistebbi.
Rudnum nodded and drew a small map in the sand on the cave floor, showing him where he could get out.
“But can‘t I take you with me? And how do I return to my friends?”
“ You must defeat Ondúrman. Find black feather he keeps in locked chest and put into red fire in laboratory. Then all chains break.”
“Defeat Ondúrman? I can't do that! At least... I can't do it by myself.”
“You must do alone. I not free until you burn black feather. You must have sword.”
“But I don't even know how to use a sword,” Siggistebbi argued.
“You must try.”
“Is it possible to defeat Krónus?”
Rudnum couldn't provide an answer.
“But what about Ondúrman himself?” Siggistebbi asked.
“You catch him in morning before he drinks immortality potion. Then he old and weak. You must use spell and strike him with sword. Then he prisoner forever in ruby.”
“In the ruby of the sword?”
Rudnum nodded.
“But which spell?”
“Spell in Grayskin's book,” Rudnum explained. 
“What should I do with the sword afterward?” asked Siggistebbi. “I won't bring it home with me, will I?”
“No, don‘t bring. Cast into  Crack of Darkness in stair vault.”
Siggistebbi continued asking questions, but eventually, Rudnum sent him on his way.
“You must go. I wait here.”
“But... I can't leave you like this,” Siggistebbi mumbled.
“You have to... go,” said Rudnum, urging him away.
With a heavy heart, Siggistebbi set off. So many dangers lay ahead that he was sure this plan would never succeed. He had to get out, retrieve the sword, confront Krónus and the guards, and face Ondúrman. All by himself! He was so distressed that he even considered giving up and returning to Rudnum and living on bats and cave water. This mission seemed hopeless.
“What would Mrs. Fribbentropp have done?“ he asked himself.
He began to think up jokes, tell himself stories, and even sing. He felt better doing this, but he was still far from confident. His stomach rumbled, and he regretted not taking a bite of the bat.
“No,” he said, shaking his head. “I'm not going to eat bats. I must find something else along the way.”
He reached the stairs Rudnum had mentioned.
“Up here, all the way up, and then I'll finally escape this cursed mountain!“
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Chapter 23
JEEP


The glow on Siggistebbi’s life candle became visible again, growing slowly and steadily. Ondúrman experienced an emotion he didn't recognize at first, as he hadn't felt it for centuries. It was fear! Terror!  
He – Ondúrman himself – was afraid. Afraid of a boy! He snorted loudly. How could a young boy defeat him?
He remembered the spell Grímhild Grayskin had cast long ago. She said a man with hair as white as snow would come flying from her icy island and that he would defeat Ondúrman. The slaves knew this story. Among them, the tale was that a white knight would come flying on a winged horse, seize the sword, and vanquish Ondúrman and his lifeguard. That story was mere nonsense.
Ondúrman had always believed it should be an old man with white hair due to age, not a young boy with white hair from intense sunlight. But the signs were clear. The boy had freed the sword.  How? It was so stuck that no human strength could release it. The only logical explanation Ondúrman could think of was that Grímhild's spell was coming true – that the boy was indeed the white-haired man. That was why he could take the sword.
It had also been impossible to eliminate the boy. He had sent Skermín - the pterodactyl. She was supposed to finish off this boy. The professor had led him to Lumos, who was meant to crush him to death. Now he, himself, had thrown tons of rocks and soil on him. But this troublesome rascal still lived.
The only way was to find the correct charm from the book. Then he could go wherever he wanted and wouldn't have to hide in these mountains. Ondúrman flipped through the book again and again. But no matter how much he searched and glared at the pages, he found nothing. Overwhelmed by frustration, he shouted and threw the book on the floor and stomped on it. After that, he collapsed heavily into a chair, feeling desperate. He stared at the book. But... What was this?
The cover had torn off the book, and something was written on the inside spine. He jumped to the book and carefully tore the spine open. 
He read: "At half-waxing moon, around mid-morning, the charm must be read. Then, the curses laid upon a man will be broken." 
Below these words was the charm:
"I ask for silence from all beings. Let all powers break me out of chains, release me from confinement, so that fetters will burst and Freki will run free from the yoke of all curses."
At half-waxing moon? Ondúrman hurriedly climbed the stairs to his tower. From the outside, the tower looked like a rock. In the tower, he could see the stars. On large tables lay thick books about the stars and the moon – because the right timing was crucial when casting a spell. That's why he had to know exactly when the moon was new, half, or full and when solar eclipses, lunar eclipses, and other phenomena occurred.
He leafed through the moon book tirelessly and found the correct page. There was one day until the half moon. Three minutes past six in the morning. And it was waxing!
“The boy won't make it out of the mountain by that time.” Ondúrman clapped his hands confidently and laughed.
Where should he go? London? Paris? New York? Reykjavík? In a city, he could hide anywhere among all the people. The journey itself would be a minor issue. He could travel faster than lightning on his magic carpet.
He pulled out his plan of how he intended to conquer the world and looked at it. He would go to the stone circle in Britain, Stonehenge. There, he could cast a spell on the winter solstice that would make him a thousand times more powerful. After that, each immortality potion would suffice for a few years instead of just a day. His power would become so great that nothing could stand in his way.
NOTHING!
Let alone a pathetic worm like this Siggistebbi!
[image: image-placeholder]At the same exact moment that Ondúrman said, “NOTHING!”, Siggistebbi finally climbed out of the mountain.
The journey up the path had been long and exhausting, and he often stopped to rest. When he finally got out, he didn't know where he was or where to go, and now there was no one who could point him in the right direction.
It was night, the stars sparkled in the sky, and the moon was high. It was no longer crescent-shaped as before. It was almost half.
He saw that he was high up on a mountain, but no matter where he looked, he saw nothing but other mountains.
Siggistebbi felt hopeless. He had hoped he would know where he was when he got out, but now it seemed he would have to spend a lot of time just finding the right path. His tummy had stopped rumbling, as if his stomach knew it would get nothing anyway. He thought that he might as well sit down where he was, give up, and wait to die.
But deep inside him echoed the lady's voice. She would certainly not have given up. He needed to get higher up on the mountain. He would see better from there.
Siggistebbi tried to think of a funny joke, but nothing clever came to mind. Instead, he began to sing. First quietly, then louder so that the song echoed in the cliffs around him as he walked up the mountain.
He knew a few songs. Only those he had learned in kindergarten. After singing Twinkle Twinkle Little Star, Mary Had a Little Lamb, and London Bridge is Falling Down, he felt better. Then he started humming tunes from cartoons and commercials. When he began the kindergarten songs again, he saw that he had almost reached the top of the mountain.
The view was magnificent. In the twilight, the surrounding mountains sparkled, and behind them, he could see the endless desert that looked like an ocean in the moonlight.
He surveyed his surroundings. The quickest way out of the mountain range appeared to be to the west. This could have really been east, north, or south, but he believed it was west. In that direction, there was a valley that might have been the one they had traversed before—the one with the massive boulder and the crevice behind it.
Siggistebbi made his way down the mountain to the west.
This time, his singing session grew quieter as he became increasingly fatigued until it was barely a whisper. Finally, he reached the valley. He had journeyed all night, and the sun had just risen. He was exhausted and thirsty.
To be honest, his mind was so muddled that he wasn't sure about anything anymore. He merely continued walking, stumbling and singing, so anyone who saw him would have thought he had lost his sanity.
He didn't notice when he passed by a small spring or walked past the boulder with the crevice. He didn't even realize when he had exited the mountain range.
But Siggistebbi did notice the jeep when he bumped into it.
"Excuse me," Siggistebbi said to the jeep as if he had collided with a person. He meant to carry on, but then it dawned on him that he had arrived. Somehow, he had stumbled upon the correct path. He was so disoriented that if he hadn't walked directly into the front of the jeep, he probably wouldn't have noticed it at all.
He opened the back door and crawled inside. Mechanically and in a daze, he reached for a water bottle and took a sip. His stomach ached, but he drank more anyway. He picked up a half-eaten apple the professor had discarded before chasing them with the sword. He ate the apple slowly, chewing it thoroughly and staring blankly into the front seat. He was all bruised, filthy, and covered in scratches and blotches. After consuming the remainder of the apple, including the seeds and core (accidentally), he drank a few more sips of water, then lay down and fell asleep.
He managed to sleep through the desert heat. When he finally woke up in the evening, he didn't know where he was or who he was. But, little by little, everything came back to him. Then, at last, he realized he had found the right path. He jumped for joy in the back seat but hit his head on the car roof.
"Ouch," he said, rubbing his head.
He took care of his immediate needs. He stocked up on water and food, eating as much as he dared. He changed clothes, putting on a pair of Drrdrr’s too-large pants but fastening them with a belt. He took a dark scarf that was Mrs. Fribbentropp’s and wrapped it around himself. Then he rummaged through their things to find something he could use. He put some tools in a small bag that he attached to his belt: a screwdriver, a pocketknife, a flashlight, binoculars, and various other items that might be useful.
Finally, he climbed the hill, crossed the valley on the other side, and went through the crevice. When he reached the other end of the crack, he stopped, took out the binoculars, and carefully examined the entrance to Ondúrman's hall. Numerous guards were still on duty. Five of them stood watch with the sword, which still lay where the professor had thrust it into the sand. It appeared as if they didn't want to touch it. He had to get to the sword and retrieve it. But how? The guards would surely stab him multiple times before he could even reach it.
He crawled back into the crevice and contemplated his next move.
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Chapter 24
DRAGON


Silence engulfed the dark prison cell. The darkness was so profound that they couldn't see one another—only hearing each other's breaths and occasionally the professor‘s. Mrs. Fribbentropp thought repeatedly, I shouldn't have let him deceive me like that. I shouldn't have allowed myself to be tricked. She replayed the events in her mind, wondering what she could have done differently. Was there any way to have prevented Ondúrman from imprisoning them in the cell? 
Such thoughts were unusual for Mrs. Fribbentropp. Dwelling on the past? No—that wasn't her style. But the darkness and despair drained her courage.
Professor Burtmann had long given up. He had cried for a while but eventually stopped, lying on the floor, wallowing in self-pity.
Fritz, however, felt content. Now he had company and was beside his beloved wife. He had long accepted the darkness in the cell and was faring reasonably well. He tried asking questions, eager to hear stories from the outside world, but their answers were brief. They didn‘t want to talk.
Drrdrr didn‘t dwell on the situation. He had been in similar predicaments before and knew that all he could do was wait. He had been prepared to risk his life to help the lady and the boy, and nothing had changed. He wished things had turned out differently, but there was nothing to do—except wait for something to happen.
[image: image-placeholder]Above the staircase, in the grand hall, Ondúrman paced tirelessly, feeling as though the time would never pass. Midnight was approaching.
Just over six hours left, and then I'll leave, he thought.
He had finished loading cargo onto his magic carpet—or rather, the slaves had done the work; Ondúrman did nothing. As soon as the time came, he planned to use the magic formula, open the roof hatch, and fly away. London was his first destination. From there, it was a short distance to the stone circle in Stonehenge.
Ondúrman was confident he would succeed, even as he watched the flame on the life candle blaze. In the morning, the candle flame had vanished, leading Ondúrman to believe the boy was finally dying. But gradually, the fire had grown again. Now it flickered on the candle, yet Ondúrman was confident the boy was trapped in the mountain and wouldn't escape.
Soft rumbles and tremors reached him. He knew that the main doors of the palace were being opened. Even though the boy could probably do nothing, Ondúrman did not want to take any risks. He had ordered all the bodyguards to take their positions. Throughout the mountain hall, they stood guard, numbering in the thousands. He had ordered them to open the big doors so that Krónus could sprint to life unhindered if needed.
A large copper bell rang in the tower. It was midnight. Six hours and three minutes until he would be free!
[image: image-placeholder]The ground shook. Siggistebbi flinched. He grabbed the binoculars and saw, in the glow of the bodyguards' torches, that the large doors were opening. Slowly and gradually, Krónus appeared in the light within the hall.
Darn! As if dealing with the bodyguards alone wasn‘t difficult enough. They were countless. A dragon on top of that was far too much.
For a moment, Siggistebbi knew that this was hopeless. That he should turn back. Give up. But he pushed the thought away at once. Now was not the time to entertain such nonsense. He had to find a way to get the sword and enter the mountain.
The doors opened slowly until they hit the rock wall with a loud thud. Now, they stood wide open with Krónus in full sight. He was still in the form of a statue, but Siggistebbi remembered all too well the story of the slave the dragon had killed.
Siggistebbi felt like he was facing the final level in a computer game, where he had to battle the most dangerous boss. Except this was a far more complicated level than he had ever encountered. It wasn't enough that the final boss—Krónus—was extremely dangerous and nearly undefeatable. There were guards everywhere.
Furthermore, in a computer game, you could start over. But reality was different. He had one chance—just one. Every single guard could kill him. Crush him. And Krónus could do it many times over. But now, Siggistebbi had only one life—his own.
He observed what was happening through the crevice, hoping for a shift change, the guards getting a drink or a bite to eat—something he could exploit.
But what about Krónus? Could he operate outside the doors? Maybe he couldn't use his powers anywhere but inside the palace. Siggistebbi wondered why he hadn't thought of this before.
He studied the guards' positions more closely. Those guarding the sword were nearest to him. Behind them stood guards in long rows, and within the doors, they were grouped, likely in the hundreds.
Five guards stood by the sword, alone and far from the others. If he could somehow lure them away, he might be able to reach the sword.
He was so preoccupied that he forgot about the thousands of other guards. If he had thought further, he would have realized he couldn't fight them alone. Nor did he consider that even if he got the sword, the guards could pursue him into the crevice and capture him there.
But since he didn't even consider this, he decided to carry out his plan: try to lure the guards away from the sword.
He thought hard and racked his brain. Should he throw the screwdriver at them? Or his shoes, as Drrdrr had done to Lumos? Then they might move. No—too risky.
But the flashlight?
There was an idea he could use. In an instant, he made up his mind. Through the crevice opening, a short distance away, was a small pile of rocks. He decided to crawl out of the crack, place the flashlight on the rocks, and turn it on. Then he would run back into the crevice and hide. They probably wouldn't see him because the light beam would momentarily blind them.
He unfastened everything from his belt, placed the bag beside him, and picked up the flashlight. It was a high-quality flashlight, small in size but with a powerful beam.
Holding his breath, Siggistebbi crawled silently toward the rocks, keeping his eyes on the guards at all times. As he neared his destination, he accidentally bumped into a rock, causing it to hit another. The guards reacted and raised their spears, but they couldn't determine the source of the noise.
Siggistebbi remained motionless, waiting. Once the guards lowered their spears, he continued, positioning the flashlight on the topmost rock. Then, assuming a sprinter's stance, he switched on the flashlight and quickly but quietly ran back to the crack.
His plan seemed to work. The guards stared at the light, shielding their eyes and trying to discern its origin. They mumbled among themselves before cautiously advancing with their spears pointed toward the light.
However, one guard stayed behind. He moved only slightly away from the sword, keeping watch.
When the four guards had gone far enough, Siggistebbi set off. He walked slowly at first, but when he saw the guards were completely absorbed by the light, he ran toward the sword. When he had only a few meters left, the guard waiting by the sword turned around. Siggistebbi froze. The guard looked at him stunned, and stood still. 
When Siggistebbi lunged for the sword, the guard did the same. They both rushed at the sword, the guard hissing and brandishing his spear with a menacing snarl. But Siggistebbi was quicker. He grasped the sword's hilt and yanked it from the sand. The guard hesitated before letting out a piercing scream. Fear gripped Siggistebbi, knowing that the other guards would now be alerted. In a panic, he lunged at the guard with the sword and struck him.
Unfortunately, the sword hit the guard's armored chest and had no effect. The sword didn't possess the power Rudnum had described – the guard didn't turn to dust. Siggistebbi saw the other guards turning back.
Desperate, he swung the sword at the guard once more, this time striking his exposed hand. A sound akin to sand pouring from a bag ensued, and the guard disintegrated before Siggistebbi's eyes. Only the armor plates, helmet, spear, and empty shoes remained scattered on the ground.
The other guards froze, pointing their spears at Siggistebbi and grumbling. He glanced around, realizing the severity of the situation. All the guards were now coming toward him.  And even worse – through the door, he saw the dragon statue move! Krónus was waking up. At first, he moved stiffly like an old man getting out of bed in the morning, but then he became more agile, lifting his large feet high and stomping, making the ground shake.
Siggistebbi felt like he was about to have a heart attack. The dragon was headed toward the doors, ready to come through. So, Krónus could operate outside the palace!
But there was no time to think. Two of the four guards ran toward Siggistebbi with their spears raised. Siggistebbi lifted the sword to defend himself. The guards in back prepared to throw their spears at him. Siggistebbi ran toward two of the front guards with his sword drawn, screaming as loud as he could. Stunned by the noise, they stopped.
The rear guards hurled their spears, one accidentally hitting a fellow guard who had run ahead. The spear pierced his back and protruded from his chest, yet he didn't perish. Instead, he simply paused, as though struck by a snowball rather than a spear, before resuming his charge.
A thunderous roar echoed as Krónus emerged from the palace. He unfurled his wings and inhaled deeply. Extending his head, he opened his colossal mouth, and a blinding beam of light burst forth. 
Siggistebbi dodged the beam just in time. It struck the rocks behind him, causing them to crack loudly. Krónus advanced, inhaling again and releasing another beam. For a split second, Siggistebbi saw where Krónus aimed before the beam shot out. He quickly jumped away.
Infuriated, the dragon beat his wings and roared loudly. Meanwhile, the guards cowered near the rock walls. Siggistebbi realized they were afraid of Krónus.
Seizing the opportunity, Siggistebbi positioned himself between Krónus and the four remaining guards who had been guarding the sword. When Krónus fired the next beam, Siggistebbi leaped aside, causing the beam to hit the guards.
This time, there was no sound of sand or clanging armor, only a soft popping noise, like a water balloon hitting the ground. Siggistebbi had flung himself flat and looked up to see the four guards gone, replaced by glowing red pools in the sand. Their armor had melted, and not a trace of the guards remained.
For a while, the battle continued in this manner. Krónus fired beams, and Siggistebbi dodged. Another shot, another leap, and so on. Suddenly, a loud command emanated from the palace, prompting hundreds of guards to rush toward Siggistebbi.
Now I'm toast, he thought. It was enough to have to defend against the beams, but to fight the bodyguards at the same time – that was impossible.
About ten guards approached him, and Krónus's beam eliminated five of them. Siggistebbi attacked the remaining guards, swinging his sword and vaporizing two with a sound of sand and clanging armor.
Suddenly, Siggistebbi felt a push from behind. One of the guards had managed to sneak unseen behind him. Siggistebbi fell to the ground, and his mouth filled with sand.
Krónus's hissed, and Siggistebbi knew another beam was imminent. Unable to stand up or dodge, Siggistebbi scrambled onto his knees, holding the sword in front of him as he tried to rise. But it was too late – he saw Krónus open his mouth and unleash the beam.
Then, something peculiar occurred. The beam left Krónus‘s mouth as wide as a tractor tire, like each of the beams before. But it narrowed as it neared Siggistebbi. The beam seemed to funnel directly into the ruby on the sword.
The ruby must be a shield! Siggistebbi thought. A new hope ignited within him. But suddenly, he realized the sword was heating up, becoming red-hot and glowing. He had to release it. The ruby grew intensely bright and radiant. Then there was a roar, and a torrent of beams erupted from the ruby, so brilliant that Krónus's beams paled in comparison.
The light was blinding, but Siggistebbi caught a glimpse of a vivid red beam striking back at Krónus. A louder explosion followed, accompanied by a flash so intense that Siggistebbi lost his sight momentarily, his eyes stinging with pain.
For a while, he couldn't see anything. He blinked repeatedly but to no avail. Then he realized the everything had fallen completely silent.
I've become blind and deaf, he thought in despair. Slowly, though, his vision returned.
Scattered all around the valley were pieces of armor, spears, and helmets, like debris. Near the doors where Krónus had stood, there was now a large black stone boulder.
Puzzled, Siggistebbi stood up, picked up the now-cool sword, and walked with it drawn toward the doors.
It took him some time to comprehend the situation, but there was no doubt. The guards were gone. And Krónus had been turned to stone!
Siggistebbi concluded that it must have been the ruby's doing. Of course! He lifted the sword's hilt to his lips and kissed the dazzling red gem. Then, raising the sword high above his head, he shouted triumphantly, "They are defeated!"




[image: image-placeholder]
Chapter 25
PSST!


Ondúrman watched the battle through his Shadow Perceiver and saw how the young boy had gotten the sword. How the boy managed to dodge the beam was incomprehensible to Ondúrman. What did this boy have that others didn't? For ages, no one had been able to escape. Krónus fried them as soon as they appeared. But this young boy was doing it! 
When Siggistebbi fell and was surrounded by guards, the flame on the life candle almost disappeared. Then, Ondúrman clapped his hands and shouted, “Finally, finally!”
But he had celebrated too soon.
The final flash from the ruby that vanquished the guards and the dragon momentarily blinded Ondúrman. As his vision returned, he noticed, from the corner of his eye, that the flame on the life candle had grown enormous. It was as though the candle itself had caught fire! Ondúrman felt as if all his strength had been sapped. He sat, paralyzed, in front of the Shadow Perceiver.
When he could finally move, Ondúrman staggered toward a table with various levers and switches – the control panel for the palace. He knew he had to lock all the doors and activate every clever trap and spell at his disposal to protect himself.
He struggled to walk as the night wore on. His beard had turned gray and would soon turn white. A cup containing the elixir of eternal life was on a table in the center of the hall. When he drank it, he would become young again, just as he had every day until now. However, he had to wait to empty the cup. He could only drink it once every 24 hours. If he drank too soon, the potion would have the opposite effect, and he would wither and weaken, becoming like a mummy. So, he had to wait.
He flicked switches and adjusted levers. Throughout the palace, doors were locked, and deadly traps were activated. He displayed a map of the palace on the Shadow Perceiver, tracking people as glowing spots. He wanted to know the young boy's location. If the boy managed to bypass the traps and reach the hall, he would surround the doors with explosives. As the boy entered… BOOM! He would be reduced to dust.
[image: image-placeholder]Taking cautious steps, Siggistebbi approached the hall doors. Lifeless suits of armor lay in heaps around him. He couldn't be sure that all the guards had vanished; they could be hiding anywhere.
His heart raced as he stepped onto the stone floor. He scanned the entire hall but saw no movement. Slowly and carefully, he crept in.
"Psst! Psst!"
Startled, Siggistebbi jumped into a corner, sword raised, ready to face the unknown.
"Psst! Psst!"
Was it a snake? Siggistebbi feared he might have to confront a snake, possibly a venomous one.
"Psst! Come!"
The sound originated from a shadowy space between two pillars. Siggistebbi approached, prepared to strike whatever lurked there.
A boy hid in the shadows. Siggistebbi lowered his sword. The boy was likely a slave dressed in rags. His hair was a tangled mess, and he was dirty and barefoot. He held a small ring and offered it to Siggistebbi. When Siggistebbi didn't accept it, the boy showed him that he had another one just like it on his own finger. He then put the ring he had offered Siggistebbi on his finger to show that it was harmless.
Hesitantly, Siggistebbi took the ring. This could be anything - nothing was safe in a sorcerer's hall. But the trust in the boy's eyes made him confident that there was nothing suspicious about it. So, he slipped it onto his finger.
"Finally," said the boy.
"Now, why didn't you just speak Icelandic if you know it?" Siggistebbi asked suspiciously.
"Because I'm not speaking Icelandic," answered the boy.
"Huh? How can that be?"
"There's no time to explain," said the boy. "In short, these are translation rings. Whoever wears one understands all languages. But enough about that."
The boy glanced around the hall, grabbed Siggistebbi's waistband, and pulled him into the shadows.
"Come."
Siggistebbi obeyed. But this dark space was surprisingly large as if they were entering the wall itself. The boy hit the wall, and a screen fell from the ceiling, obscuring the hall from view. They were inside the wall. It became pitch black.
“Now we can light a candle,” said the boy, and he did. They were inside narrow tunnels, long for sure, but low-ceilinged and cramped between the walls.
“Where are we going?” asked Siggistebbi. “And who are you?”
“I can only answer one question at a time,” said the boy, grinning to reveal white, even teeth. Siggistebbi could now see his eyes—black and brimming with life. He smiled back.
"I am Ruflú. I've been a slave here since I can remember. We're in the slave tunnels. We can travel through the entire palace without the sorcerer's minions noticing."
"Really?"
"Yes. The tunnels have been dug gradually and extend everywhere. We even have a room carved into the rock where we can gather. But all work has to be done at night when everyone is supposed to be asleep, so the tunnels have taken ages to create."
"What are they for?"
"To help us get water and food, for example. And to let us talk without guards watching. If we relied on the rations we receive, we'd be like ghosts, unable to think for ourselves or do anything. The meager portions we get provide just enough to keep us alive. But our lives are a little better with extra food and water."
Ruflú and Siggistebbi crawled through the tunnels. Siggistebbi bumped the wall with his elbows and shoulders, and more than once, he scraped the ceiling with his head because the tunnels were so low. They climbed stairs, one after the other. Siggistebbi was sure that he had climbed as many stairs in those two days as all the stairs that ordinary people climb in their entire lives. They chatted about various things. Siggistebbi told him about his adventure since Miss Fribbentropp had bounced in through his bedroom window. But when he talked about Rudnum, whom he had met in the depths of the mountain, Ruflú stopped.
"Rudnum...?"
"Yes... What's wrong?"
Tears filled Ruflú's eyes.
"He... he's my father..."
"Is that so?"
"Yes, he's my father, and I thought he was dead. I've believed that for over a year."
"But I just met him yesterday... or maybe the day before. Time's been scrambled for me," said Siggistebbi.
Suddenly, Ruflú leaped at Siggistebbi, hugged him, and spun him around. He was beaming and laughing.
"Father is alive! Father is alive!"
Siggistebbi couldn't help but join in, and before long, they were both dancing and twirling in circles. But only for a short time. Ruflú stopped dancing and looked determinedly at Siggistebbi.
“Now it's even more crucial to defeat the sorcerer. Let's keep going!”
Eventually, they entered a small room. Siggistebbi felt a chill as a breeze blew from one of the walls.
"Well," said Ruflú, "it's time to get serious again."
He pushed against the room's wall, but nothing happened.
"Help me," he said to Siggistebbi, who joined him.
Slowly, a hatch opened. Outside, stars twinkled, and in the distance, the sky was slightly brighter, indicating that dawn was near.
"I thought we were going to Ondúrmans' hall," said Siggistebbi. He saw that they had come out high up on the mountain.
“That's where we're going,” answered Ruflú. “But we won't go right through the front door, will we? He's probably waiting for us and will turn us into frogs or something as soon as we enter his presence.”
"How do we get in then?" asked Siggistebbi.
Ruflú pointed to a tall cliff some distance away.
"That is Ondúrmans' observatory. There's an opening at the top of the cliff so he can watch the stars. We have to open it and jump in."
They walked to the cliff and climbed it. It was steep and challenging to find a grip. Siggistebbi almost fell, but Ruflú caught him before he tumbled back down the mountain. They pressed on. They finally reached the top and found the hatch. It was heavy and hard to open, mainly because they had to do it very quietly. They first tried with their hands, but it didn't budge. They lay side by side on their backs and pushed it with their feet. Siggistebbi sweated and felt pain in his legs, but this worked. The hatch slowly opened.
Below was a stone floor. A large telescope reached up to the opening. Ruflú jumped onto the telescope and climbed down. Siggistebbi followed. But they couldn't climb all the way down to the floor and had to jump the last few meters. There was a thud under their feet when they landed, and they crouched on the floor. They listened. They heard nothing. It seemed that no one had noticed.
They cautiously stood up.
They had entered the inner sanctum of Ondúrman.
Ondúrman had turned white-haired and hunched. He was waiting for the sunrise. It would rise at six o‘clock. Then he would drink the potion. Three minutes later, the moon would be exactly half. Then he would recite the magic words. The magic carpet was loaded with cargo. He would escape after a few minutes. And the world would be his!
Faint bangs came from the observatory.
“I wonder if I forgot to close the hatch properly,” he muttered.
He had become tired and would have preferred to go to sleep, but he knew that he would be invigorated again as soon as he drank the magic potion. He saw that the progress meter showed his ultimate goal was closer than ever. He grinned.
He looked at the clock. It didn‘t have hands like a regular clock but a long line that a skull-topped needle moved along. When it reached the end on the other side, which happened at midnight, it turned around and went back the same way. But this was an accurate clock. It showed that it was one minute to six. He walked to the table, picked up the goblet, and waited. As soon as the bell chimed, he would drink.
[image: image-placeholder]Siggistebbi and Ruflú crept across the floor to the stairs leading down to the hall. They peeked down.
"He's ancient," whispered Siggistebbi very softly.
"He's always like that at this time of day. He becomes younger when he drinks the elixir of life," whispered Ruflú.
Siggistebbi saw the old man walk to the table, pick up the goblet, and raise it to his lips.
Ruflú nudged Siggistebbi.
"Go! If he drinks, he'll be invincible until tomorrow morning! "
Without hesitation, Siggistebbi jumped down. It was a high fall, and he felt a sharp pain in his feet.
Ondúrman flinched and looked at Siggistebbi with dull eyes, but then it dawned on him. His hands began to shake.
"It‘s YOU!"
The evil man regained control. He looked menacingly at Siggistebbi and grinned.
"You're too late, foolish child," he said in a trembling, old man's voice.
He raised the goblet to his lips again, and the grin grew. Siggistebbi didn't understand why he hadn't drunk already. But when he saw Ondúrman stare at a copper bell in the corner, he knew.
This is what he's waiting for. For the clock to strike.
Siggistebbi heard Ruflú jump down after him. But instead of taking a position next to him, he ran to the side and disappeared into the shadow by a wall.
“That was brave...” Siggistebbi muttered sarcastically, feeling it was a bit cowardly of Ruflú to flee like that.
A wooden hammer automatically lifted next to the clock. When the hammer fell, the clock would strike. He was too far away! He would never be able to prevent the evil man from drinking the potion. 
Victory gleamed in Ondúrmans’ eyes. He opened his mouth, and a loud bang echoed from the clock.
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Chapter 26
GOBLET


Down in the prison cell in the depths of the hall, Drrdrr sat and listened to the snores of the others. They were asleep. But Drrdrr didn't want to sleep. He felt something was brewing. Either good or bad. Maybe Ondúrman had found a spell to free himself. Then the world was doomed. 
“What was that?” shouted Mrs. Fribbentropp, who had been startled awake. “It felt like the whole world was shaking!”
The quake also woke up the professor and Fritz.
“Is something happening?” asked Fritz.
“We don't know,” answered Drrdrr. “But I suspect something big has occurred.”
“We‘re doomed!” screamed Professor Burtmann. He got up and started beating the stone wall with his palms. “Let me out! Help! Let me out!”
“He's at it again,” sighed Mrs. Fribbentropp.
Drrdrr went to the professor and put his arms around his shoulders. “Stop this banging. No one can hear it. We can‘t do anything. You‘ll only hurt your hands if you keep pounding like that.”
The professor stopped hitting and sat down again.
“Do you think Ondúrman has won?” asked the woman. “Then all is lost.”
“I don‘t know,” answered Drrdrr. “I don‘t know.”
Despair filled his mind. Locked in a cell, he could do nothing to help.
[image: image-placeholder]When Ruflú had jumped down after Siggistebbi, Ondúrman barely noticed him. So Ruflú ran to the side. He wanted to make it look like he was fleeing in panic. Then the sorcerer would forget about him. He didn't stop until he was in the dark shadows by the wall. He looked across the hall at Ondúrman holding the goblet and Siggistebbi, who was still where he had landed.
He thought about jumping on the sorcerer from behind and pushing him. But there was no time. At six o'clock, the man would drink the potion as always. Ruflú looked at the clock and saw that only a few seconds were left. The distance between him and the sorcerer was too great for him to jump.
Ruflú noticed a book lying on the floor, missing its cover and with torn pages and footprints as if someone had stepped on it. He slowly crept towards the book, mindful not to make any noise. He picked up the book and aimed at the goblet in the sorcerer's hand. 
[image: image-placeholder]Ondúrman sniffed the potion. It was potent and repulsive, but he had grown accustomed to it. The bell chimed. The moment had arrived. He opened his mouth and lifted the goblet to his lips.
Suddenly, out of the corner of his eye, he saw movement. Something struck his face with force. He dropped the goblet, which fell to the floor with a loud clatter—the potion splattered everywhere.
Ondúrman stood bewildered, staring at the floor, his mouth hanging open. 
"My potion!" 
He turned to Ruflú. "Do you see what you've done, you thoughtless fool? You've ruined my magical potion!" He took a step toward Ruflú and pointed at him with one twisted finger. "Now I will tear you in half."
Mumbling strange words, Ondúrman cast his spell, and Ruflú began to scream in agony.
Siggistebbi rushed at the sorcerer. He jabbed him in the buttocks with the tip of his sword.
"Aaah!" shrieked the evil man, rubbing his backside.
Ruflú stopped screaming.
Siggistebbi remembered what Rudnum had said. He should first speak the magic incantation and then strike him with the sword.
The incantation? What incantation? He had entirely forgotten about it. He halted in front of the sorcerer, unsure what to do. Ondúrman seemed to be recovering. He had stopped rubbing his backside and glared menacingly at Siggistebbi. Now he would probably transform them into lizards or something.
Siggistebbi's gaze fell on the book Ruflú had thrown. It lay open to the page the professor had mentioned, which contained solutions for vanquishing evil spirits. He recognized the image. Despite the symbols being the same as before, he felt he understood them.
Of course! The translation ring! He could decipher the text. Picking up the book, he read as loudly as he could:

     Marra Marra minni
     ert tú herinni
     út skalt tú fara
     bera bæði grót og flag
     og alt sum er herinni

Ondúrman shrank and cowered before Siggistebbi's eyes. Fear filled his face, and his gaze seemed to ask, "How does the boy know this?"
Siggistebbi raised the sword high in the air. Ondúrman lifted his hands and screamed.
"Noooooo!"
As the sword struck the sorcerer's hands, a low rumble was heard—so faint it was barely perceptible. Instead, they could feel it, as if hearing it with their stomachs rather than their ears.
Then there was a roar, and a shockwave followed, hurling Siggistebbi and Ruflú back to the floor. The sorcerer's hands glowed, appearing to melt. Gradually, his entire body became luminous: first the forearms, then the shoulders and head, and finally, his whole body down to his toes. A loud hissing sound filled the hall, and before the boys' eyes, Ondúrman melted, turning into a glowing puddle on the floor.
Siggistebbi felt a powerful electric current from the sword and released it. The sword fell and landed in the middle of the puddle, then rose until it hovered above the liquid, standing on its tip in mid-air. The puddle beneath it crawled up the sword like a snake climbing a tree. It flowed into the ruby.
Propping himself up on his elbows, Siggistebbi watched. It seemed to him that thousands of voices were singing in unison all around. The puddle disappeared completely, absorbed by the sword and into the ruby. The sword began to age, its once shiny surface rusting and turning dark. The red ruby transformed to a grayish-brown hue and ultimately turned pitch black. 
Ondúrman was now trapped inside the ruby.
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Chapter 27
CRACK OF DARKNESS


Ruflú and Siggistebbi slowly got back on their feet. 
"Are you okay?" Siggistebbi asked.
"Yes. But just a moment ago, it felt like someone was pulling at my hands and legs so hard that I was about to be torn apart."
"Wasn't that painful?"
"Terrible. But it stopped as soon as you stabbed him in the backside."
"I thought at first you were fleeing," said Siggistebbi. "Forgive me."
"It's okay," Ruflú replied, smiling. "You were supposed to think that. That‘s why he stopped paying attention to me."
"Smart to throw the book. If you hadn't thrown it, I would never have found the magic chant."
"Teamwork gets the job done."
Ruflú held out his hand, and Siggistebbi shook it. Their handshake was firm.
There was a loud clang. They both flinched.
"It was just the sword falling to the floor," said Ruflú.
"We need to put it in the crack. But first, the feather."
Ruflú wasn't familiar with the feather Siggistebbi mentioned, so Siggistebbi explained what Rudnum had told him.
"A black feather must be placed into a red flame. We have to find it."
They began searching for the chest containing the feather, which was meant to release the prisoners from captivity. Siggistebbi didn't want any of his friends to remain captive for a moment longer.
But there were chests everywhere. They had to open each one, one after another.
Finally, Ruflú exclaimed, "It's here!"
Siggistebbi hurried over – and sure enough, at the bottom of the chest was a small, black feather, the size of a tail feather from a woodpecker.
"I thought it would be bigger," said Siggistebbi.
He carefully picked it up. In one corner of the room, multiple flames flickered on candles. One flame, however, burned noticeably larger. He didn't know that this was his own life flame but considered burning the feather in it.
No! The flame was supposed to be red.
He looked around more closely. In another corner was a fireplace. At first, the flame there seemed normal, but as he got closer, he saw that the fireplace held five flames: yellow, green, white, blue, and red.
Without hesitation, he threw the feather into the red flame.
A strange whine echoed through the hall, accompanied by bangs and crashes. The door to the hall suddenly swung open. Siggistebbi jumped to the sword, grabbed it, and raised it high, ready to face whatever came through the door.
"There must have been a spell working the locks on the doors," said Ruflú. "They opened because of the feather."
Siggistebbi lowered the sword. He stared at it.
"Next is the sword," said Siggistebbi resolutely. "We must throw it into the Crack of Darkness."
"The Crack of Darkness? I know where it is," said Ruflú.
"It's good you came with me," said Siggistebbi, patting him on the back.
They walked out the door and down the stairs. People ran everywhere, splashing water from every jug, shouting, calling, laughing, and singing.
"They know they are free," said Ruflú.
When they reached the bottom of the stairs, Ruflú pulled Siggistebbi into one corner. There was a narrow crack in the floor.
"This can't be the crack. It's too narrow," said Siggistebbi.
"But this is the Crack of Darkness. It's so deep that it's almost endless." To prove his point, Ruflú threw a stone down the crack.
Nothing was heard – maybe the crack was bottomless after all.
Siggistebbi lifted the sword, allowing it to hover by its edge above the crevice. In his mind, he heard a voice shriek and protest.
"NOOO!"
It didn't require a brilliant mind to know that this was Ondúrman's final attempt to evade his destiny.
Siggistebbi released the sword, which plummeted silently into the darkness.
[image: image-placeholder]After disposing of the sword, the boys proceeded together through the slave quarters on their way to the dungeon. The slave quarters were nearly empty, with only an occasional slave passing by.
"What happened to all the people?" Siggistebbi asked a woman passing by.
"They've gone to break into the food storage," she replied.
"Of course, we've been starving for years," Ruflú explained as they continued. "I must confess that I want to join the others and enjoy a proper meal. But first, I want to find my father."
They descended the stairs leading to the dungeon cells. Along the way, they encountered dozens of people, most of whom Ruflú recognized. They had been slaves imprisoned for breaking something, dropping a food dish, forgetting to close doors, and such.
Ondúrman's punishments had been excessively severe.
At last, they arrived at the corridor where Siggistebbi's friends were held. And lo and behold! They were there! The cell walls were open, but Mrs. Fribbentropp and Drrdrr leaned over the professor. Fritz stood nearby and gazed out through the cell wall.
They had a joyful reunion. Siggistebbi discovered that the professor had been so terrified when the cell opened that he had collapsed.
"It's a trick, I tell you," he mumbled. "Just one more trick."
Drrdrr and Mrs. Fribbentropp were weak from not having eaten or drunk anything for a long time, so they hadn't dared to carry him up.
But the boys were resourceful. They had brought a jug of water from the slave quarters. The water quickly vanished down the throats of the newly liberated prisoners. Even the professor perked up and ceased complaining.
Most of the commotion around the food storage had subsided, and the slaves – no, they were no longer slaves – the PEOPLE lay all around with contented smiles and clutching their stomachs.
Mrs. Fribbentropp eagerly ate her food when she reached the food storage. However, Fritz van Fribbentropp could only manage a few bites, as his stomach wasn't accustomed to digesting a large amount of food at once.
After they had eaten, they rested like the others, lying down to digest near the food storage, and Siggistebbi began to recount what had occurred.
But despite the loud laughter, shouts, and cheers of the others, Ruflú didn't seem to be in high spirits. He was melancholic. Even when Siggistebbi told the tale of how he hurled the book at Ondúrman, causing him to lose the cup, Ruflú merely offered a polite smile.
But as Siggistebbi was about to retell the story of when they cast the sword into the Crack of Darkness, the professor suddenly emitted a loud shriek, startling the others.
The lady, who had taken a small snack from the food storage, was so startled that the orange she was eating became lodged in her throat, and she turned as red as a lobster.
The professor, terrified, pointed down the corridor. His terror did not diminish when Ruflú let out another shout, even louder than the professor's.
"What is this? Are we in a screaming competition?" the lady asked after finally managing to dislodge the orange from her throat.
But Ruflú didn't reply. He rushed toward the approaching figure.
"Dad! Dad!" he called out loudly. Rudnum - for it was him - appeared stunned upon seeing Ruflú. Then they hugged. They laughed and cried and shouted and sang.
Their joy was so immense that the others joined in, and soon everyone sang. Even the professor hummed along, smiling and delighting in the song. Gradually, more and more participated, and before long, Ondúrman's whole palace was filled with singing, laughing, and dancing people.
And so it continued late into the night. Even when most were asleep, one could still hear the occasional "hurrah" or high-pitched singing. But eventually, silence fell over the palace. Everyone slept, and on most of the slumbering faces, one could see a smile.
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Chapter 28
TREASURE


The airplane began its descent. Siggistebbi sat by the window and peered out but found little to marvel at. This was vastly different from traveling by flying boat. There, he could feel the wind on his face, smell the sea, and observe the birds flying. But on an airplane, he could only see the earth far below if clouds didn‘t obscure it. 
He was uncertain if he was looking forward to returning home. Nonetheless, he was on his way back. Out the window, he saw the shores of Iceland and knew they would land within a few minutes.
Mrs. Fribbentropp and Fritz sat beside him and had ordered food repeatedly throughout the journey. Fritz looked entirely different. He had become only skin and bones in Ondúrman's prison. But now, one could see that his cheeks were filling out, and his belly was growing day by day.
The lady was determined to maintain her weight at 200 kilograms.
"I had become far too heavy," she admitted. "I couldn't walk properly. I couldn't sit in a car!"
But she had no intention of being thin – no way! She loved food too much. She adored eating. However, she didn't want to be unhealthy, so she decided to monitor her weight.
On the other hand, she encouraged Fritz to eat more, claiming he looked like nothing at all.
"You must weigh at least 100 kilograms. That's the absolute minimum," the lady told Fritz. "Preferably 150."
Siggistebbi wore ordinary clothes: jeans, a shirt, a sweater, and new sneakers. He had gone shopping with the lady in Paris and found it delightful that he now had to wear clothes made for an eleven-year-old, not a four- or five-year-old as he had before embarking on the journey.
But he was still a little anxious about going home. He tried to think as little about it as possible.
[image: image-placeholder]After defeating Ondúrman and freeing the prisoners, there was some relief among the people – the former slaves. Some wanted to do one thing, others another. At one meeting, there was a heated debate about who should take charge.
People agreed that Rudnum was the most experienced leader, but many remembered when he was Ondúrman's chief servant. He had been unkind, even cruel, when he was in charge. Rudnum acknowledged this and said he wasn't fit to lead alone. Someone else needed to lead with him.
Drrdrr was unanimously chosen to lead alongside Rudnum.
It was decided that the palace would serve as a center for the nearby villages and that mining would cease. Instead, the palace would be beautified and opened to tourists. Surrounding fields had been left uncultivated for years because most people had been imprisoned in the mountain. Beet, olive, fruit, and grain crops would soon thrive under their care.
But the best was yet to come. Three days after the liberation, a young boy named Rugad was wandering around the palace. He couldn't resist exploring all the places he had been forbidden to go before. He investigated all the halls, rooms, and corridors he hadn't seen before, and there were many. He was walking through one of the storage rooms when he noticed a door in the wall. This wasn't a large door, and it had been painted to resemble the rock wall. He wouldn't have seen it if he hadn't been standing right next to it.
This must be a secret chamber, Rugad thought excitedly. He tried to open the door but couldn't. So he had fetched Siggistebbi, Ruflú, and Mrs. Fribbentropp, who helped him open it. The lady simply grabbed the door and tore it off in one go!
The brightness nearly blinded them. Inside was a large hall - full of - of...
Full of gold! And gemstones! And all sorts of treasure.
Rugad had stumbled upon Ondúrman's treasure vault. Inside was all the treasure he had amassed over the centuries. Some were ancient artifacts that Ondúrman had stolen. They had to be returned to their rightful owners. But the people could use the rest for themselves. And there was much to do with the money: construct waterways, better houses, schools, hospitals, and roads. It would all come in handy. Drrdrr said that after rebuilding the villages, there would still be plenty left over. Rugad was hailed as a hero.
Everyone agreed that Siggistebbi, Mrs. Fribbentropp, and Fritz deserved a large portion of the treasure. They declined, stating that the people should use it for themselves, but they still had to accept a substantial amount of gold. It was deposited in a bank in Paris, and the lady told Siggistebbi that he could withdraw money whenever he wanted.
[image: image-placeholder]However, Siggistebbi wasn't preoccupied with money. He felt anxious because he was returning home.
What would happen?
His parents had searched for him everywhere, and most people assumed he was gone forever - either dead or lost. 
So, when his parents received a call from Mrs. Fribbentropp from Paris informing them that Siggistebbi was alive and well, they were overjoyed. If Siggistebbi had called them himself, they might have had a heart attack, thinking a ghost was calling!
Siggistebbi's mom and dad had been thrilled to hear from him.
But Siggistebbi knew that things wouldn't be the same as before. He wouldn't spend his days in front of the TV, playing games and watching cartoons. No! That kind of life was too dull for him now.
The plane landed and taxied to the jet bridge. They entered the airport but had to wait a while for Mrs. Fribbentropp and Fritz to finish shopping at the duty-free stores. They bought so much candy that it could have lasted for a hundred birthday parties, if not more!
Finally, their shopping spree ended, and Siggistebbi entered the airport's hall.
There they were! Mom and Dad!
They glanced at him as he approached, but then they looked away.
What? Are they pretending not to see me? Siggistebbi thought. They must still be upset about me leaving... But it was completely unintentional.
He walked up to them. They stared at him curiously.
"Can we help you with something, young man?" his mother asked.
"Yes," said Siggistebbi. "I'm searching for my mom and dad. They look exactly like you, but I'm sure they'd know me. Have you seen them?"
Then it clicked.
"Siggistebbi!!!"  
They both burst into tears and laughter, hugging him, spinning him around, and dancing so much that a security guard had to shush them.
Of course, they hadn't recognized Siggistebbi at first. He had transformed into a brave young boy, no longer the broomstick-like child he used to be.
Siggistebbi‘s parents drove them home. Mrs. Fribbentropp and Fritz got into the car, and thankfully, Fritz hadn't gained 150 kilograms yet. Otherwise, Siggistebbi would have been squished like an emptied juice box between them.
After dropping the couple off at the lady's house, they continued home.
Proudly, Siggistebbi's dad showed him his room. Everything was new - the bed, the pillows, even the curtains. And, of course, the window that the lady had broken long ago had been repaired. But in the center of the floor stood a 75-inch television, so new that the plastic wrapping was still on it.
"We've also bought you lots of new games, and tomorrow I'm going to purchase a new computer for you and..."
"Dad," Siggistebbi said calmly but firmly.
"Uh... what?" His dad was surprised that Siggistebbi didn't appear excited.
"Actually, I've had enough of computers and television and all that..."
His mom looked shocked and hurried over with a tray.
"Here! Here, my Siggistebbi. Here are your medications. I was so worried that you didn't have them with you..."
"Mom. I don't think I need these anymore."
"What? Why?"
Siggistebbi sifted through the pile of medicine.
“I think I only needed these medications because I wasn't moving at all, doing nothing but playing computer games and staring at the TV.”
"But... But my dear Siggistebbi... Shouldn't you see the doctor first?"
"Yes, of course, Mom. As soon as possible. The doctor should see that I'm in excellent health. And Mom. Dad. Maybe you should be home more often. I'd like to see you more than just once a month."
"What? Do you want to see more of us? Do you really want that?" His dad was astonished. "But you always spent your time playing computer games and didn't want us to bother you."
"That has changed," Siggistebbi said. "And tomorrow, I'm going to school."
[image: image-placeholder]And so, a new chapter commenced in Siggistebbi's life at his comfortable home. He began attending school like other children his age and soon discovered the joys of playing sports. Although he no longer needed most of his medications, his pollen allergies required him to keep antihistamines on hand during the summer months.
Siggistebbi often spent time with his kind friend, Mrs. Fribbentropp, and her husband in the pink house nearby. Fritz, having turned the hermuna flower into a delightful spice oil, decided to stay in Iceland to fully recover before going back to work. Life was treating them well.
At school, Siggistebbi's curiosity bloomed. He realized there was so much he had yet to learn. Simple things like division, reading at a faster pace, and spelling were almost new to him. He was fascinated by Iceland's rich history, especially when they studied the Turkish raids, and he earned a perfect score on his final test. It was a proud moment for him. But missing a few years of school meant he had to put in extra effort to catch up.
However, when Siggistebbi began learning new languages, he quickly realized he had a special gift. There, he was very talented. Or maybe he had some help from a magical ring.
Life continued for Siggistebbi, almost like any other ordinary kid. That is, until his next thrilling adventure came knocking on his door. But that story, my friends, will have to wait another time.
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