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How
Scaredy-Cat Became Lionheart


Once upon a time there was a little girl. Everyone only knew her by
the name of Scaredy-Cat, because she was scared of everything and
everybody. She was scared of her playfellows: scared, they wouldn’t
like her, they would hurt her or they would make fun of her. She
was scared of animals, they would frighten or even bite her. She
was scared of thunderstorms. She was scared of ghosts and scared of
witches. She was scared to stand out and scared to stand up for
herself, scared to hurt herself, scared to hurt others – in a
nutshell: her life was full of fears, that kept her from cheerfully
and joyfully walking her path.



Every time she got scared – and that happened quite often – she
fled into her bed, for there it was warm and she felt safe and
secure. People only shook their heads about Scaredy-Cat. Some also
laughed at her.



One night Scaredy-Cat was lying in bed and had pulled the cover
over her head, because a mighty storm was raging outside, when she
heard someone calling softly. It sounded so sweet and bell-like –
very close-by. A gentle voice called her by her name.



Scaredy-Cat was never ever called by her real name! Surprised she
peered out from under her cover. At first she couldn’t make
anything out. But then she saw an ethereal little being with fine
transparent wings sitting on the window sill. Scaredy-Cat lived up
to her name and promptly got scared.



‘Don’t be afraid!’ the delicate being addressed her.



‘Who are you?’ Scaredy-Cat dared to ask.



‘I am the fairy Lumia,’ the being on the window sill said. ‘You
need not be scared – I want to be your friend.’



Scaredy-Cat was amazed: ‘There really are fairies! I have always
been wanting to meet one.’



Scaredy-Cat pulled her cover off her head and took a closer look at
the fairy. It had a beautiful, sweet face and Scaredy-Cat little by
little set aside her fear.



‘Where do you come from? What are you doing here?’ she asked the
fairy.



‘I have come to play with you,’ it answered.



‘With me?’ Scaredy-Cat asked timidly, ‘You want to play with me of
all people?’



‘Of course!’ the fairy exclaimed cheerfully. ‘Let us begin at
once!’



So they played with each other all night long. Scaredy-Cat was
happy. Of course, initially she had been scared, she might damage
the delicate creature, but then they were so absorbed in their play
that she forgot about this fear.



At the break of dawn Lumia said goodbye and disappeared.
Scaredy-Cat rubbed her eyes. Had all this only been a dream or had
she really played with a fairy?



When her mother entered the room to wake her, Scaredy-Cat was still
filled with her experience and her words came out all in a tumble,
when she tried to tell her mother about it.



‘Nonsense!’ her mother chided her. ‘You only dreamt all that. Come
on and get ready!’



Disappointed Scaredy-Cat decided to keep her experience to herself
from now on, for it was precious to her. But it was hard on her.
She was so excited and didn’t want to let it show. Hardly could she
await the next night.



And indeed: No sooner did Scaredy-Cat lie in bed and it became
quiet outside than she heard her name again. Very cautiously she
peered at the window sill and yes – there sat Lumia and smiled at
her.



‘You are real, aren’t you?’ Scaredy-Cat asked.



Lumia laughed her bell-like laughter: ‘Let us play and you shall
see!’



So they played with each other again all night long. Scaredy-Cat
was happy. This went on many a night. By night Scaredy-Cat played,
by day she was scared.



One night Lumia said: ‘I want to take you on a trip.’



‘Oh, no!’ Scaredy-Cat shrieked. ‘Let us stay here. I’m scared.’



‘It is not far,’ Lumia replied. ‘Come with me, I’ll show you
something.’



She took her to the other end of the room, where Scaredy-Cat found
herself standing in front of a large mirror.



‘Take a look. What do you see in there?’ Lumia asked her.



Scaredy-Cat gazed into the mirror. Therein she saw a beautiful
princess, gorgeously dressed, looking out at her.



‘Who is this?’ Scaredy-Cat whispered fascinated.



‘It is the Princess Lionheart!’ Lumia answered. ‘Would you like to
meet her?’



‘Oh, yes!’ Scaredy-Cat burst out and forgot to be scared.



‘Close your eyes and hold my hand,’ the fairy instructed her.
Trustingly Scaredy-Cat closed her eyes. Lumia took her hand and
continued:



‘Now take three steps forward, but don’t open your eyes!’



Scaredy-Cat obeyed. Suddenly she felt soft soil under her feet and
a slight breeze on her cheek. Startled she opened her eyes: She was
standing in the middle of a forest.



‘Where are we?’ Scaredy-Cat asked. But Lumia had disappeared. The
sun shone through the treetops and the birds were singing.
Scaredy-Cat looked around. Close-by two squirrels were playing tag
up a tree. A rabbit scampered by.



She took a few tentative steps and reached a clearing, from where
she saw a beautiful golden castle. Fascinated she walked towards
it. When she approached the gate, the gate-keeper stood
open-mouthed with amazement.



‘Our Princess Lionheart!’ he exclaimed in disbelief.



‘No, it is only me – Scaredy-Cat,’ she said bashfully. But the
gate-keeper turned and ran shouting into the courtyard of the
castle: ‘Our Princess Lionheart is back!’



There was great excitement, hustle and bustle. Finally a small boy
came to the gate full of curiosity: ‘Hello, my Princess, won’t you
come in?’



Scaredy-Cat was scared. ‘I think you are mistaking me for someone
else,’ she whispered shyly.



But already a delegation of courtiers came out of the gate and
greeted her exuberantly. ‘Thank goodness!’ they called out to each
other, ‘The Princess is back again.’



Scaredy-Cat wanted to object, but nobody heeded her. They bowed
before her respectfully and led her into the courtyard.



Thence the Imperial Chancellor Justin, who conducted the state
affairs, came towards them, wanting to find out the cause of the
disturbance in the courtyard.



‘Our Princess Lionheart!’ he, too, exclaimed and could hardly
believe his eyes. Overjoyed he greeted her: ‘Have you finally come
back from your journey?! How great to see you!’



More and more people came to welcome the Princess. All were beside
themselves with amazement and joy. Scaredy-Cat didn’t understand
what happened. Several times she tried to clarify the situation –
nobody would listen to her. Soon she began to have doubts herself.



‘Benjamin!’ – The name slipped out of her mouth, when the small boy
from the gate bounced towards her cheerfully.



‘Oh, you are beginning to remember!’ he shouted joyfully and
embraced his princess.



In the courtyard the stable boy approached her with a beautiful
white pony. ‘Cherry Blossom!’ she said, lost in thought. The pony
pressed against her arm affectionately. Somehow it seemed familiar.



By and by more details came back to her. The longer she lingered in
the castle, the more natural it felt to her. Everybody seemed happy
to see her.



‘But how come, you all know me? I have never been here before!’ she
asked once again.



Justin, the Imperial Chancellor, smiled at her and replied: ‘My
dear Princess, you have been gone for a long time and have now
returned. Rest now from the stresses and strains of your journey
and feel at home with us again.’



With this he accompanied her to her chambers and showed her, where
she could rest. Gratefully the Princess finally dropped onto the
bed, when she was alone at last, and soon was sound asleep.



In the castle, however, the excitement continued. There was a lot
to be done, now that the Princess was back. Even though her things
had always been held in readiness for her, now everything was
brightly polished, her clothing put in order, her friends notified,
her animals fetched and a great feast prepared.



When the Princess awoke, a friend stood ready to help her change
her clothes.



‘Patricia,’ the Princess recalled.



‘Welcome home!’ Patricia smiled. ‘You have been gone for quite a
long time.’



‘I don’t understand all this,’ the Princess stammered. ‘Why am I
suddenly a princess? Why have I been gone? Where have I been?’



‘You have always been a princess. You just forgot it. You were far,
far away,’ Patricia explained to her. ‘There will be a great feast
in your honor. Come!’



It was a grand celebration. Many people, who were important to the
Princess, came and they enjoyed a happy reunion. The festivities
lasted for three days. The animals were cared for as well as all
the other guests and everybody had a good time.



Everyone at the court was eager to fulfill the Princess her every
wish. With her recently regained friends she went for long horse
rides. She rode Cherry Blossom, her beloved pony. She and her
friends often played with each other, swam in the nearby river,
held long intensive talks on this, that, and everything and enjoyed
their time together.



But there was also work to do for the Princess. Justin, the
Imperial Chancellor, introduced her to the state affairs and with
her friends she began to care for the needs of the inhabitants of
her kingdom. Nobody lacked anything. Everyone was allowed to say
openly, what they needed, without fear, and thus had enough and to
spare.



The Princess herself felt better and better. Under the love of her
fellows she blossomed and gained new self-confidence. Soon she
forgot about her life as Scaredy-Cat. Nobody in her kingdom knew of
it anyway. Everyone treated her as it befitted her dignity as a
princess.



Every day she performed her duties with pleasure and there was
always spare time enough to be together with the people she loved.
There was no reason to lose heart anymore. So she became
lionhearted again.



One day the Princess Lionheart went swimming again in the river
with her friends. They splashed and teased each other and had a lot
of fun.



‘Let us have a swimming contest!’ the Princess shouted playfully.
Everyone was enthusiastic.



The Princess swam as fast as she could to the other bank and left
the others far behind. When she stepped out of the water, her
mother suddenly stood in front of her and exclaimed: ‘Scaredy-Cat!
Where on earth have you been? We have been searching for you high
and low!’



‘I am Lionheart!’ the Princess countered self-confidently. ‘And I
have been home.’



Her mother looked at her blankly. ‘Well, all that matters is that
you are back and nothing happened to you,’ she finally replied.



‘But, yes! A lot has happened!’ Lionheart smiled.



Everyone was amazed at her and at how much she had changed and
nobody dared to call her Scaredy-Cat anymore. From now on she was
called Lionheart.








An Amazing
Outing into Outer Space


There was once a small boy named Benedict, whose most burning
desire it was to travel through outer space one day. At night, when
everyone was asleep and everything was quiet, he would stand at his
window and look longingly at the stars. For hours and hours he
would stand there. He always had a hard time tearing himself away
from that wonderful sight.



During the day he studied celestial charts and stellar maps. He
read books about space adventures and watched
science-fiction-films. He was also interested in the search for
extraterrestrial intelligence and in UFOs. Everybody considered him
a dreamer and a fool.



One night he stood at his window again and gazed into the sky. It
was full moon. Was it full moon? In the clear starry sky he saw a
bright luminous orb. But was that really the moon? It did appear so
very strange. He looked at it more carefully. Was he mistaken or
did the orb move?



No, that couldn’t be! But, yes! Its position changed in comparison
with the stars in the background. The orb moved closer and closer.
Finally it hovered directly in front of his window. Benedict
stepped back, startled. Without any effort the orb penetrated the
window and hovered above the window sill.
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