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            1. A Morning Like No Other
      

         

         The sun hadn’t even risen over the rooftops of Garlington suburb in Newtown when the lights in the Blocksberg house came on. Bernhard and Barbara Blocksberg planned to set off on a journey very early that morning. Bernhard had entered a competition in the local newspaper, and he’d won! A whole week at the seaside for him and his wife Barbara. Their daughter, Bibi, was on vacation from school, and she was going to stay with Granny Greta. Bibi was looking forward to it. She and her granny got along really well! But, you need to know that Granny Greta wasn’t a regular granny. Not even when one considered that she was a witch! She was the craziest granny anyone could ever have wished for. Of course, Bibi was looking forward to visiting her!

          
      

         But right now, Bibi sat in the kitchen with a sleepy face, as her parents were preparing to enjoy a hearty breakfast before their trip.

         Since it was so early in the morning, Bibi wasn’t hungry.

         She looked tiredly out of the window. It was still quite dark. The little witch gave a huge yawn while her mother poured strong coffee into a mug. Bibi’s father, Bernhard, wasn’t in the kitchen yet. They could hear him doing something in the hallway.

         “Is he getting the bicycles down from the loft after all?” Barbara wondered, shaking her head. “We really don’t need to take them with us. You can rent bikes everywhere!”

         “Or conjure some up!” said Bibi with a tired smile.

         “That’s out of the question,” Barbara replied. “I promised your father that I wouldn’t do any magic for the whole vacation!”

         Bibi made a face. “Hmm ... How boring …”

         Just at that moment, the kitchen door opened, and Bernhard came in. Behind him, Bibi and Barbara could see two bicycles leaning against the wall in the hallway.

         Barbara said nothing.

         “Good morning my two favorite witches!” said Bernhard enthusiastically, a broad smile on his lips. He was obviously in a very good mood!

         He was wearing a Hawaiian shirt and sunglasses.

         “Why do you have those glasses on?” Bibi giggled.

         “I wanted to get into a vacation mood!” Bernhard was positively beaming.

         “Oh, don’t be silly Bernhard. Sunglasses! It isn’t even light yet,” said Barbara in an attempt to bring her husband back down to Earth.

         Bernhard raised his eyebrows behind the sunglasses, then he sat down at his place, took the glasses off, and laid them on the table beside his plate.

         “So, where is my breakfast? Hurry, hurry. Wizz-wizz,” he demanded good-naturedly, tapping his knife on his plate.

         “Wizz-wizz?” said Barbara in surprise. “I thought I wasn’t allowed to …”

         “Not on vacation! But we’re still at home!” Bernhard said.

         “I’ll do it …” Bibi smiled and murmured: “Eeny meeny little bunny, for Daddy now, some bread and honey! Wizz-wizz!”

         There was a bright pling-pling and a shower of magic stars, and suddenly a slice of bread spread with honey appeared on Bernhard’s plate. He started eating heartily.

         “So, Bibi,” he began while chewing the first mouthful of bread and honey, “let’s go through everything again. When you’re at Granny Greta’s, don’t let yourself get caught up in all sorts of crazy magic! You know that your granny is not like a normal granny …”

         Bibi rolled her eyes. She knew what was coming next – the same old lecture that he always gave her before he allowed her to go visit Granny Greta.

         There must be a way to cut this short! Impishly, Bibi bit her lip and whispered: “Eeny meeny windy blast, Daddy, end this lecture fast! Wizz-wizz!” After a soft pling-pling and an effusion of twinkling stars, Bernhard began rattling off the rest of the lecture in record time, while gobbling his breakfast in a flash – taking one quick bite after every sentence. He swallowed the last mouthful and finished his speech, “… and don’t do anything I wouldn’t do!”

         “Really Bibi!” her mother exclaimed.

         “What ... what happened?” Bernhard asked in confusion, the moment Barbara ended Bibi’s spell.

         His wife explained.

         “Well! I absolutely do not approve!” Bernhard protested. “How can you make a fool of your old father?”

         “Do you know what that reminds me of?” Barbara said mischievously.

         Bernhard cocked his head to one side.

         Barbara continued: “The first time we met! You also spoke very quickly then.”

         “You were probably so excited, right Daddy?” Bibi suggested.

         It seemed like Bernhard didn’t want to talk about it. He put his sunglasses on again and stood up from the table.

         “So! That was breakfast. I’m going to start packing the car. After all, that’s men’s business!”

          
      

         A short time later, the Blocksberg parents pulled out into the street.

         A wonderful feeling of vacation and freedom overcame Bibi. She was going to have a great time with Granny Greta! And this time, Moni was going with her. Moni would be amazed when she found out what a cool granny Bibi had!

         Humming happily to herself, Bibi went back inside. Before she left, Bibi conjured up a sumptuous breakfast for herself. “Hmmm … Well done Bibi,” she congratulated herself, as the aroma of cocoa and fresh milk buns wafted into her nose. She started eating her magic breakfast as though she hadn’t eaten in days.

         Bibi had no idea what was happening at that very moment, in a cave in the Dark Mountains. There too, a witch was busy in her kitchen. But it was no ordinary kitchen, like in the Blocksberg house! This was a real witch’s kitchen that had been hewn into the rough walls of the cave.

         And unlike Bibi, the witch wasn’t making breakfast there. Instead of stirring a mug of cocoa, the witch in the cave was stirring a large cauldron vigorously. In the cauldron, a rather dangerous looking brew was bubbling.

         Bibi didn’t know the witch, but soon their paths would cross in a most adventurous way …

         “Yesss … Any moment now!” said the witch with satisfaction, as she bent over the cauldron and sniffed the contents. She read the final ingredients from a witch book that lay open before her:

         “Three petals of poppy!” she said softly and dropped them into the poisonous-looking green brew with a dramatic sweep of her hand. “And finally – the shadow of a sleeping bear!” she whispered, as though she didn’t want anyone to hear her. But there was nobody in the cave, apart from her – although she was behaving as though she was performing before a large audience.

         In a few big strides, she crossed over to the wall cabinet, where she kept the most important ingredient. With each step, the bright red feather boa swirled around her pitch-black dress! But it wasn’t exactly practical.

         The boa was so long that the witch tripped over it constantly – like now!

         “Oh bother, bother, bother!” she complained loudly when the boa got caught up between her feet. Just in time, she managed to grab the handle of her broom, which was leaning against the wall. “Thank you, my dear Lightning,” she let out a loud sigh. Then she put her head back and, with an exaggerated gesture, threw the feather boa over her shoulder. 

         “You are my last hope in these difficult times!”

         There was a sudden groan as the witch leaned on the crooked, black broomstick. Quickly she let go of it.

         "Oh, and we are hurt, you and I!" she shook her head theatrically. "Oh, look at you! A shadow of yourself! But oooh, ... I will avenge you! You will grow strong again! And fly like a young eagle! Oh, it will be a triumph – for both of us!"

         The witch went to the cabinet and took out a large jar, filled with dark, swirling air. She unscrewed the jar, and mysterious black clouds spiraled up into the air, until the huge, dark shadow of a bear hung over the cauldron. The witch spoke in a voice that echoed: 

         “Eeny meeny fate in motion, shadow, come, complete the potion! Wizz-wizz!”

         The pling-pling sounded, and before the witch stars had faded, the shadow drew together and was sucked up in a black spiral by the gently bubbling brew. Immediately it began to blubber violently, throwing shimmering bubbles up into the air.

         “And finally - the camouflage!” she said with a grin. She poured the brew into a greased springform pan and said: “Eeny meeny fairy landscape. Come now cake and take your shape! Eeny meeny dark and deep, make them take a long, deep sleep! Wizz-wizz!”

         Pling-pling. Already the brew had transformed into a perfectly normal-looking cake. The witch sniffed at it. "Delicious! Perfect for my plan!" she called out, rushing out of her cave into the open air with the cake in her hands. There she stood on an impressive ledge that rose up high over a yawning gorge. It looked like she was standing on a balcony without a railing.

         The witch held the cake high up in the air and laughed eerily. Then, she spoke in a dramatic voice: “Eeny meeny result and cause, from the mountains, mighty applause! Wizz-wizz!”

         Pling-pling. All at once, a thunderous applause rose from the rock faces. Calls of "Bravo! Bravo!" and "Encore! Encore!" echoed from the mountains all around. Colorful flowers flew towards the witch, as if thrown by the hands of ghosts. She took a low bow, picked up a flower and stuck it into the cake.

         Then she put it down to cool.

      
   


  
   
    
     
      2. A Witchy Emergency
     

    

    
     Bibi picked up Moni at her house, and just a short while later they were whizzing along to Granny Greta’s house on Bibi’s broom, Apple Pie. As they were coming into land, the two girls saw Granny Greta in her garden. She was obviously trying out new cushion covers for her Hollywood swing – she conjured up one set after the other to see which looked nicest.
    

    
     “Wow! What pretty patterns!” Moni said in awe, while Bibi called out “Hello Granny Greta!” as she landed her broom.
    

    
     “Oh, hello my lovelies!” Granny Greta called cheerfully. “So, this is Moni!” She looked at Bibi’s friend kindly. “Welcome to my home. I’m sure Bibi has already told you a lot about me!”
    

    
     “Uhm, yes. A little,” Moni admitted with a slightly crooked smile. Truth was, Bibi had already told her more than just “a little” about Granny Greta and her eccentric witchcraft, including the fact that she didn’t look anything like your average granny. She didn’t wear floral dresses or a bun in her hair, but rather jeans and a T-shirt. Neither did her tousled hairstyle and unusually big glasses look like something a granny would wear.
    

    
     “Did you have a good flight, Bibi?” Granny Greta asked. “Did you do any decent loop-the-loops on the way?”
    

    
     Bibi shook her head: “No, they make Moni nauseous.”
    

    
     “Oh, I see.” Granny Greta gave Moni a sympathetic smile.
    

    
     “And what do you think of my new garden furniture?” she asked.
    

    
     “Pretty,” Moni said, looking at the swing with its conjured-up cushions.
    

    
     “Pretty?” Granny Greta said, putting her chin on her hand. “Hmmm. Anyone can do pretty! I’m looking
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

   
  

 




    Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy Bibi Blocksberg – In the Valley of the Wild Witches.

    Pokud se Vám ukázka líbila, na našem webu si můžete zakoupit celou knihu.







OEBPS/TOC.xhtml

  
   
    Contents
   


   
    		
     
      Title
     
    


    		
     
      Copyright
     
    


    		
     
      1. A Morning Like No Other
     
    


    		
     
      2. A Witchy Emergency
     
    


   


  
  
   
    Guide
   


   
    		
     
      Cover
     
    


    		
     
      Title
     
    


    		
     
      Start
     
    


   


  
 


OEBPS/images/9788727214733_cover_epub.jpg







