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“For all those who want to share my dreams."




1. Fulna


It had become late again. The editor-in-chief had edited the article until deep into the night. Everything had to be done until the editorial deadline. Like always some reporters had turned in their story at the very last minute. Mr. Raffel sighed profoundly: -How come that nobody has explained to that journalist that she is only to write about 2000 signs??!


Mr. Raffel tussled once again his black short hair. He looked outside the window: His office was the only one that was still illuminated. His colleagues had long gone home. The editor-in-chief looked at his face reflected in the window: He saw his deep eye rings.


-I really should look after myself better. Otherwise Mrs. Timber can interview me about burnout soon.


Unsatisfied Mr. Raffel looked at the article in front of him. It was only corrected halfway. Mr. Raffel didn’t know what to cross out anymore. The article was about a burnout-patient who had overcome her burnout by writing a healing fairy tale in a psychosomatic clinic.


-This is way too detailed, murmured the editor-in-chief and crossed out the names of the fairy tale characters. -We also don’t do any advertising for anyone!, he shouted and crossed out the homepage where the characters were shown.


-That the patient flees to a Buddhist sanctuary after her stay in the clinic also has to be eliminated completely!


The editor-in-chief looked at the calculated number of signs in his laptop and leaned back satisfied. –Exactly 1999 signs. I did it!, he said to himself. Suddenly he heard a rumbling noise and turned around:


But there was nobody there. –I am really overworked. Now my imagination is playing tricks on me, he said trying to calm himself. At that moment the light turned out. Mr. Raffel sensed that the floor was vibrating under his feet. He heard a shrill whistling. Then there was a hiss. With trembling fingers Mr. Raffel reached for the button of his architect’s lamp. But it didn’t help. His office remained in darkness. Soon his eyes adjusted to the darkness. The full moon appeared behind a cloud and illuminated the office with its silvery rays.


At that instant Mr. Raffel saw something crouching on the floor. It was not bigger than a lizard. –Outsch! shouted the editor-in-chief, jumping from his chair and touching his foot. Stunned he looked at the still smoking hole in this shoe. This was weird. But what was even more strange was the flame that burned his other shoe.


Mr. Raffel took off his burnt shoe and made a few steps backward, taking off his shoe with the hole. His big toe stood out of the sock. When Mr. Raffel touched it, he sensed that there were furrows. Suddenly he looked at his side and then he saw it:


The creature sat on a box with old magazine editions and looked curiously with its big blue eyes. When it opened his tiny mouth for another flame, Mr. Raffel saw that it had red scales and black spines. He had a tiny dragon in front of him.


The dragon opened his wings that were no bigger than a bat’s and moved them excitedly. The editor-in-chief rubbed his eyes and sensed something hard: When he took it out he saw that it was a piece of an eggshell.


-Have you hatched lately? he asked the red dragon stunned.


-You really understand quickly, the red dragon responded cheekily.


-What is your name, dragon?


-Fulna, and for your information, I am a lady dragon, the creature told him proudly.


-Well, Fulna, you can’t stay here, for my colleagues might see you.


-Bad luck for them, grunted the dragon lady.


-Maybe they will do you harm, threatened the editor-in-chief.


-You have to hide me someplace safe.


-Why should I do that?


-Because you are responsible for me now.


-Why?


-Well, my light-greetings, remember?


-What kind of greeting?


-Well, the imprint of my claws in your foot. You are my foster Daddy until I am fully grown up.


-Hhm. And how long does this take?


-Until I am able to fly.


-You want me to teach you how to fly?!


-No. You only have to feed me, until it is my turn to fly away. By the way, what are you doing here?


-I am an editor-in-chief.


-What is an editor-in-chief?


-Well, I make a newspaper for humans.


-Newspaper, sounds yummy. I am very hungry.


-But a newspaper is nothing to eat. It is a message from humans to humans.


-And what are you doing with it?


-I read what some people have written, shorten it and rewrite it.


-Can you teach that to me?


-You would have to learn how to read and write.


-Fantastic! Can you teach me that as well?, asked the dragonlady and her eyes shone with happiness.


-I don’t have even enough time for myself with all the work I am doing. How should I find time to care for a dragon, then?


-You have to find time for me. You are wearing my sign.


-I am overworked. Maybe I am imagining this all. I am going home now.


-Hey, you can’t leave me here. And I am no imagination, look at your toe!


-That’s enough! I am leaving.


-Tell me, what is your name?


-Bjoern.


-Well, Bjoern, what I told you about the sign is the truth.


-I could take you to the zoo, where you can be with the other animals.


-Other animals?! I am a dragonlady and I belong to the human who wears my sign. You are to teach me everything that you know of, this reading thing.


-But if my colleagues will see you they will take you to the zoo.


-You have to hide me in a secret place. You can also bring the rats and bats there.


-Rats and bats? Where should I take them from?


-Well, you are big enough to catch them for me!


-Never! I am tired.


-Then show me where I can sleep. Or I will live at your home“


-Never ever! You can sleep in the broom closet. It is opened rarely and only by the cleaning women. If they open the door, you have to hide, got it?


-Ok. And my food?


-I will go to the pet shop tomorrow, said the editor-in-chief with a sigh.


-But I am hungry now.


-Then eat this bar of chocolate here. I will open it for you, said Mr. Raffel and opened the bar of chocolate.


-You have to put it in front of my mouth. I can’t fly yet, Fulna complained.


-You are right. You have just hatched.


-Don’t make fun of me!, cried the dragonlady. But at that moment Mr. Raffel brought the bar of chocolate in front of Fulna’s mouth. It was the first contact between human and dragon.
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Fulna sniffed at the chocolate bar carefully as if some evil could emerge from it. Then she took a bite, started chewing and with great agility took the rest of the bar into her mouth.


-But this is only enough for a dragon’s firetooth. I hope you have got more of them?!, the dragonlady asked –obviously not amused.


-It was the last one, admitted the editor-in-chief meekly.


Fulna snorted angrily through her nostrils. –I am thirsty!


-There is still some mineral water left from the conference, murmured Mr. Raffel, walked to the conference table and emptied the bottle of water into a bowl. He put the bowl in front of Fulna and the dragonlady drank quickly until there was nothing left. Then she burped heartily and said: -That was kind of nice, it tickled my stomach. Can you catch me my rat now?


-Why don’t you catch one yourself.


-Very funny. Have you ever seen how a lizard kills a rat?


-Your teeth were good enough for your ”lightening greeting“ lately…


-That is true and please don’t tell anyone what I am going to tell you now, Fulna whispered looking carefully around: -My poison fangs haven’t come out yet…


-Well, Well. I will bring you more chocolate bars tomorrow and I will try to get some … eh …rats, said Mr. Raffel to calm the dragon. Secretly he asked himself how to emerge from this strange situation.
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