

  

    

      

    

  




	 


	Special thanks to Julia Errens for proofreading and correcting the English translation.


	 




News of the funny cloverleaf


	It was an afternoon in late summer last year. Since the morning I had been finishing the painting I’d started a long time ago. I had wanted to finish it long ago, but I had hardly had the opportunity to paint it in the past few weeks. Now that my last summer guests had left, I had a little more time for my hobby. When I stopped for a moment and looked down at myself, I couldn't help but smile. There were now almost as many colors on my gown as on my canvas. There was really no mistaking what I was working on. Just as I was looking at myself, there was a soft knock on my front door. At first, I thought I was mistaken. But immediately afterwards there was another knock, this time a little stronger. I remembered that I still hadn't bought a new doorbell, and I committed to do so the very next morning. While I hurried down the stairs as quickly as I could, decorated with countless splashes of color, I thought about who might be coming to visit me. Still absorbed in these thoughts, I opened the front door and there she was, looking at me with the same mysterious smile with which she had whisked me away into her magical world so many times in the past. Surprisingly, Amalia had hardly changed in the long time we hadn't seen each other. She was even still wearing the same smart summer hat as on her previous visits. To be honest, I could hardly imagine her without it. For me, it was just as much a part of my friend Amalia as her pretty summer dress and the old travel bag, which she of course had with her again this time. I had waited in vain for a message from her for so long and now that she was standing right in front of me, I was so excited I didn't know what to say or do. Then Amalia asked me if she could perhaps be my guest for a while. She knew perfectly well that this question was completely unnecessary, as I had never given her room to another guest for many years. Amalia was overjoyed that her surprise was successful and I was overjoyed about her visit. I quickly took my gown to the studio. I then ran back down the stairs as quickly as my legs would allow, full of anticipation for the days ahead. Of course, I knew that Amalia wouldn't be staying too long this time either. After all, she was the guardian of the school of witchcraft in the enchanted forest and therefore had a lot to do. Some of her small group of witches made sure day and night that their teacher never got bored. Amalia could never let these witches out of her sight for long. That's why she preferred to leave the enchanted forest only during the vacations, when the particularly high-spirited witch girls were safe with their families. Of course, no one ever found out where she was going.


	I didn't know about any of these things for a long time. So before she confided her secret to me, she was just a guest like all the others in my little guesthouse. But only until that evening when she let me look into her world for the first time. Ever since I knew who Amalia was and why she never came when there were other people in the house besides me, I always hoped when my last summer guests left that my friend would arrive on one of the next days. But since this hadn't happened for a long time and no news from her had arrived for almost as long, I was naturally worried about my friend. To be honest, I had almost given up hope of ever seeing her again. Well, that's how it was with Amalia. Sometimes I didn't get the slightest sign of life from her for months and then, when I least expected it, she was suddenly standing right in front of me, like a few minutes ago. When she appeared, the daily monotony of my otherwise normal life disappeared from one moment to the next, so to speak. In fact, even my house felt different and I felt enchanted. While I prepared tea for us in the kitchen, Amalia moved into her familiar room. We then made ourselves comfortable in my old wing chairs in the room with the fireplace. Naturally, I was curious to find out what was new in her world. So as soon as I had poured the tea, I urged my friend to tell me everything that had happened in the enchanted forest in the meantime. But Amalia first wanted to hear what I had experienced in the many months we hadn't seen each other.


	Well, all well and good, but what was I supposed to tell her? Apart from a few funny incidents with my vacation guests, nothing had happened here. Besides, Amalia didn't know the people anyway. That's why I said: "Oh, you know, Amalia, what should I tell you? Nothing remarkable ever happens here, unless a well-traveled and very nice elderly lady visits me. Well, and you know best of all about her visits." Amalia then began to laugh heartily. After a moment's thought, I remembered something else that might interest Amalia. Not so long ago, my doorbell, which had announced my guests for so many years, had suddenly disappeared. Although it wasn't particularly valuable, I was fond of it and would have loved to know where it could have disappeared to so suddenly. When my last vacation guests arrived, it was still hanging at the entrance to my house. But when the postman wanted to ring the bell the next morning, it was gone. But that was the only unusual thing that had happened here since Amalia's last visit. And it had actually been quite a long time ago.


	In Amalia's world, on the other hand, there was certainly never a day that ended without something exciting happening. At least that's what I assumed. Unfortunately, Amalia didn't want to tell me until the evening and so I had no choice but to wait. I didn't like that, of course, because I was so incredibly excited to find out what had happened in the enchanted forest in the meantime. Apparently, Amalia was also looking forward to telling me the latest news about the big and small inhabitants of the school of witchcraft. This time she didn't stop once on our walk along the beach to look over the fishermen's shoulders as she usually does. She also didn't let the musicians on the promenade stop her. We soon arrived at our favorite spot on the cliffs by my town. There, Amalia described to me some funny incidents with her witch girls. In return, I told her something about my time as a teacher in a normal town school. Before we knew it, the evening star was already shining in the summer night sky. Later, as we walked down the path between the rocks to the beach in the bright moonlight, all we could hear apart from the annoying cawing of a seagull that we had startled was the gentle sound of the sea. Unfortunately, this year's summer was already coming to an end here in the south. That's why it was already noticeably chilly at night. Because we were shivering, we hurried on our way home.


	"It's amazing how quickly time flies sometimes," I said to Amalia as we climbed the steps to my house. My friend then whispered to me that we could go back up to the cliffs tomorrow and that she already knew exactly what she wanted to tell me. Unfortunately, she didn't want to tell me any more. Instead, she wished me a good night as soon as we arrived at my guesthouse. Once again, that was typical of Amalia. As so often, she piqued my curiosity with a word or two and then either put me off until later with a charming smile or a funny wink or, as had just happened, until the next day. As I slowly climbed the stairs to my bedroom, I wondered what it could be that Amalia had so mysteriously hinted at. But as I could think of absolutely nothing that she could have meant, I abandoned my useless musings and went to sleep.


	As Amalia didn't get the chance to do this very often, she wanted to go into town first the next day. We looked in almost every store there and Amalia's bag was quite full after a short time. We had only just reached the middle of the shopping street. Suddenly Amalia said: "It's hard to believe how many curious people are walking around in this town!" It seemed that some people had absolutely nothing better to do that morning than watch us. Of course, I secretly hoped that these "inconspicuous glances" that followed us only had something to do with Amalia's unusual clothing. How were these people supposed to know that Amalia was no 'ordinary' vacation guest? In any case, neither of us found the way these people behaved towards us particularly polite. That's why Amalia came up with the idea of spoiling the fun of watching for the particularly curious with a little witchcraft. Of course, she did nothing of the sort, but the thought that she could at least do it made us both feel much more cheerful. However, as these people didn't get to see anything apart from two older friends chatting to each other on a shopping spree, most of them quickly lost interest in us again.


	Of course, it wasn't just Amalia who had bought beautiful things. I had also bought something that morning, a beautiful old new doorbell. "Well, I hope it doesn't sneak away like its predecessor," I said to Amalia after I had paid for the bell and put it in my bag. Amalia then promised me, smiling mischievously, that she would help me put it on. After all, she didn't want to knock as long at her next visit as she had when she arrived yesterday, she added to her offer. A few hours later, she had already kept her promise. Afterwards, Amalia assured me with great pleasure that nothing would disappear from my house from now on, and certainly not this beautifully gleaming chime. There was only one thing left for me to do, and that was to thank her for her literally magical help.


	In the late afternoon, Amalia and I went for a walk. As usual, we first walked along the promenade. Then we climbed up to our favorite spot on the rocks. There we were sheltered from the wind and could see far out to sea. Furthermore, we didn't have to worry about being overheard there. It was therefore the perfect place for stories from an unusual and mysterious world. As soon as we reached the top, Amalia asked me with a mischievous smile if I would like to go on a little trip. She would love to visit one of her friends again. To be honest, I loved her storytelling and could hardly wait to hear a new exciting story. But a trip with her was far more exciting than a narrated story. In this way, I had already got to know several interesting places and one or two witches who were friends with Amalia. Of course, I would love to see the Funny Clovers, as Anna, Emmy, Neele and Lina were called in their school days, again. The adventures of these four witch girls in particular were always a surprise in the past, and not just at school of witchcraft or in the enchanted forest. However, they had not been students for some time now and so they were no longer tempted to play tricks on their classmates. However, I couldn't for the life of me imagine that their lives would be boring just because they had grown up.


	So I eagerly said to my friend: "Tell me, Amalia, who are we going to visit? Will it be Anna or Neele or Emmy?" When Amalia, instead of giving me an answer, just shrugged her shoulders and smiled mysteriously, I asked her if it could be that we wanted to see how Lina had been doing at the school of witchcraft over the past few months instead. But I couldn't get Amalia to tell me what she was planning to do with me with my questions, so I remarked somewhat disappointedly: "Oh Amalia, you always have your secrets!" She then said to me: "Carlotta, wouldn't it be boring if I told you everything beforehand? No, my dear, I'm definitely not going to do that this time. But one thing is for sure, no matter which witch we visit, she won't find out about it."


	Although I still didn't know who today's journey would take us to, we didn't need anything but a little magic and a little sorcery to get there. At least that's what Amalia always claimed when I asked her about it, and she must know. Amalia couldn't really take me into her world if she didn't want to get into trouble with the other witches from the enchanted forest. Above all, the wizard and patron saint of the school, Baryzur, was not allowed to know that Amalia had already told me, a retired teacher from a rather sleepy little town by the sea, many secrets, real witch secrets, mind you. While I was thinking about these things, Amalia made herself comfortable. Incidentally, I had never had any reservations about entrusting myself to Amalia's witchcraft. That's why I offered her my hands without hesitation when she asked me to. However, the thought that we would once again be walking uninvited through the "realm" of a witch gave me goose bumps. Nevertheless, I wouldn't miss a single trip with Amalia for the world. Just seconds after I had closed my eyes, I was already looking down into a breathtaking valley from a meadow behind a mighty hedge. In any case, I had the feeling that I was actually standing next to Amalia in this meadow, which, as everyone knows by now, was just something of an illusion.


	I assumed that Amalia had chosen the day for our trip when the sisters would be visited by their friends. However, with Amalia I never knew whether what I was expecting would actually happen. But I was absolutely sure of at least one thing: there was probably nothing else like this valley. Amalia had, of course, deliberately chosen this meadow for our arrival. You could almost see the whole valley from here. "What a wonderful sight!" I said as I looked around. Not far in front of us was a small pond surrounded by rocks, with steep cliffs rising up on the left-hand side. A crystal-clear waterfall poured out of a narrow crevice directly into it with a soft murmur, making the drops of water shimmer in all the colors of the rainbow in the sunshine. This made the pond seem even more magical than it already was. The water that poured over its edge meandered across the valley until it disappeared under a jagged rock. A little way from the pond was a bridge that led over the narrow stream. Behind it, you could either go to the right. You came to a rather unusual garden. On the other side you came to an old willow tree, under which there was a bench surrounded by lots of flowers. There were actually flowers everywhere. Some were beautifully bordered with stones, others bloomed wildly in the valley. "Amalia, I've really never seen such a beautiful display of flowers."


	My friend nodded but didn't say anything, just smiled quietly to herself. Then I asked her what she was thinking about. She then reminded me that she had told me on one of her previous visits that Anna had once landed in one of those pretty flowerbeds, complete with flying umbrella and luggage. Of course she hadn't meant to do that. While we talked quietly about Anna, Amalia led me close to the sisters. We wanted to hear what they were talking about. Funnily enough, Anna was thinking at that moment, just like Amalia was, about what she thought was a completely jinxed day. "Well, what do you think, Amalia, why is she thinking about the story with the flower bed today of all days?" "Maybe it's because her three friends know absolutely nothing about it," replied Amalia, still smiling. "Oh, she didn't tell them about it?" I asked in surprise. "No, not until this point," said Amalia, winking at me.


	From the look of things at the moment, everything indicated that it would be a while before any guests actually arrived. However, getting to the sisters is not that easy, even if you know where their valley is located. This knowledge alone is not enough to visit them. The aforementioned hedge, which separates the valley from the forest, not only blocks everyone's view of the valley, but at most allows a tiny little mouse to slip through unhindered. But if you say the right words, you can simply fly over the hedge. Of course, only if you are a witch and can fly. Of course, these are not just any words you can think up yourself. No, Mara has chosen these words very carefully. They are the magical key to her valley. Of course, they are not in any magic book and cannot be found anywhere else. Of course, they are not revealed to everyone. The first to learn these words were Mara and Anna's family and, of course, Amalia. For some time now, three other witches have known and guarded this secret alongside them: Neele, Lina and Emmy, Anna's school friends. They had promised Anna that they would visit her in the valley one year after they finished school. Of course, Anna not only had to tell them how to get there, but also how to get in. As things written down could get lost and accidentally fall into the hands of someone who was not welcome in the valley, Anna's friends were not allowed to write the words down. So they had no choice but to learn them by heart. Of course, they first had to give Anna their word of honor - their witch's word of honor, mind you - never to reveal anything about this place and its magic to strangers.
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	Today was the day that guests were due to arrive at the sisters' house. However, not only Emmy, Lina and Neele were expected, but also some other friends. As they all knew exactly how to get to the valley unscathed, there was no reason for either Anna or Mara to be nervous. Technically. Nevertheless, Anna was totally excited, as Mara had just remarked very aptly. Anna could obviously hardly wait to finally see Lina, Emmy and Neele again and show them this little world of fantasy and magic. She had already told all three of them a lot about it. But apart from Neele, none of her school friends had ever been here and Neele hadn't had a chance to really look around in the short time she was here with Anna. Although Anna knew very well that it would be some time before the first guests arrived, she still looked up at the sky every few minutes. Of course, the sun was moving no slower on its journey to the horizon than on any other day. Nevertheless, Anna grimly claimed that she was strolling around on purpose, and only to make them wait extra long for their friends. "Now hurry up a bit!" she said, looking up at the sky and waving her hands in the air. But neither Anna's angry words nor her fidgeting with her hands impressed the sun.


	Amalia suddenly said to me: "You know, Carlotta, we've actually watched enough of them for now. Let's take a break and come back later." She then let go of my hands. That was the end of our journey. I used the time while Amalia was resting to ask her a few more questions about the sisters. Among other things, I learned that Mara had rarely visited the school after she left home. The first time she had explained the way to the valley to Amalia and Anna. However, she came to school again some time later. On this occasion, she told Amalia everything that had happened in the valley up to that point. Including how she got to her house. It really was quite unique and therefore fitted perfectly into a magical world like this one. Amalia was about to tell me the craziest "house-building story" she had ever heard of when she remembered, smiled and said: "Oh, you know what, Carlotta, let's just travel back in time a bit and see what happened here in this valley back then. It's certainly much more interesting than me just telling you about it." Amalia then took my hands in hers again and, after I had closed my eyes, took me back a few years into the past in her magical way. More precisely, to the day when Mara left home with all her luggage to live in this valley.




2 Mara's valley, how it all began
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	In the beginning, as in many places in the world, there was not only sunshine in this valley, but also heavy rain when none was needed. Just like the day Mara arrived there in the late morning. It was glorious sunshine all the way and so the witch thought about everything but the weather. First and foremost, where would be the best place for the plants she had brought with her. She had just set down her luggage and spread the plants out on the ground next to her when the wind suddenly picked up. Immediately afterwards, the sky over the valley darkened and a thick black and gray cloud appeared directly above Mara. It all happened so quickly that she didn't get a chance to seek shelter under the trees. But this rain cloud didn't seem to care at all, because it dropped a myriad of thick raindrops directly above the witch of all places. Of course, something as unpleasant as this could not dissuade Mara from her plans to live in this valley. However, Mara was not at all enthusiastic about the rain. "How can you be so sneaky," she grumbled when the rain cloud made no effort to move on.


	"Before I think about anything else, I have to think about where I can dry my clothes. I also need somewhere to sleep for the night and I'd prefer not to have to do that out in the open," she mumbled to herself. Resourceful as Mara always was, she found an extremely practical solution surprisingly quickly. Even as dripping wet as she was, this witch even came up with something extremely ingenious and rather amusing. However, she had to part with her beloved headgear. It was, of course, quite wet where she was standing. But not on the hill directly in front of her. She ran up there. Although it was still raining heavily, she took off her hat. She sighed softly as she did so. A moment later, she had not only thrown the hat high into the air, but also made it huge. When it fell to the ground immediately afterwards, Mara was standing in the dry, but also in the dark. It was a good thing that she knew a lot of spells by heart and didn't need to read the spell book for every little thing. So she had a light to hand in no time at all. After Mara had inspected her work with satisfaction, she quickly conjured two small window openings into her admittedly somewhat unconventional dwelling and didn't forget to open a door. Her house was now finished.


	Now that Mara had an absolutely unique house, the world looked much friendlier to her again, even without a headgear on her curly locks. When she stepped outside immediately afterwards, the dark rain cloud had disappeared. Instead, the sun was shining down on the valley just as beautifully as when she arrived. "I really couldn't have chosen a better place for my house!" she exclaimed proudly. In fact, she had only chosen this spot because the ground on the hill was relatively dry despite the heavy rain. In the meantime, of course, Mara's displeasure at the cheeky treatment by the rain cloud had long since vanished. Moreover, the valley looked so romantic with all the little raindrops glistening in the sunshine on all the grasses and leaves that she would have been in a good mood again at this sight at the latest. Looking up at the sky, she couldn't see any clouds, but she could tell from the position of the sun what time it was. So instead of clearing out her bag next, she decided to check on her plants. They weren't just any plants, but very rare medicinal herbs that she had placed on the lawn before she was caught in the rain.


	But before she could find out whether the terrible rain had damaged them or even washed them away, she first had to get there, of course. So she climbed to the edge of the now huge brim of the hat, which she did surprisingly quickly. Although it was quite high, she jumped down from there onto the grass without hesitation. Immediately afterwards, Mara was relieved to see that none of her plants were missing or had been damaged. She quickly collected them all. Then she looked around for a suitable place for them in her "garden". Of course, there was no garden in the valley at that time. But Mara already knew exactly where it would be. After tending to her plants, she thought about what she could do next. She looked at her hat house and laughed. Then she said: "Oh Mara, what a clever witch you are." When she decided to leave her broom in the house, she hadn't considered that she could jump down from the brim of her hat onto the lawn in front of the house without it, but that there was no way of getting back into the house from there. Of course, Mara didn't need three minutes and she knew how to solve this problem. She quickly set about bringing stones to pile them up in front of her hat house to form a staircase. But it wasn't quite as easy as she had imagined. When she had finished, she looked around in amazement. In the meantime, it was almost dark. She closed her spell book on the spot, conjured it up and slipped it into her skirt pocket along with her wand.


	"Amalia," I asked in astonishment. "What's going on with Mara all of a sudden?" "Carlotta, what can I say?" she replied with a grin. "You know you always have to be careful when casting spells, especially in the dark." "Yes, but it's not really dark yet." "Well, Mara was one of those students who didn't take the rules of witchcraft or school very seriously. But she's only been doing magic in the dark if it can't be avoided for a long time now." "Why is that?" I wanted to know. "It might have something to do with some little mishap." "Well, Amalia, surely you know more about that. Don't you?" I asked my friend. Whereupon she started to laugh.


	"Well, that's how it was," Amalia began to tell us. "One day, Mara came back to school a little earlier than the other girls. She wanted to use the last day of the vacation to make scented soaps as a little surprise for her friends. It was actually a nice idea. But not even a hard-working witch like Mara can do such a job in a few minutes. That's why she made her way to our herb kitchen as soon as she arrived at school that afternoon. Engrossed in her work, however, Mara forgot the time. When she happened to glance at the clock, she realized to her horror that she didn't have much time left until Hedda and Thea would be back from their trip home. Fortunately, Mara didn't have too much more to do. However, if she wanted to finish the presents for her friends in time, she couldn't afford to lose another minute. 'Now get a move on, you slowpoke,' she spurred herself on and dashed into a side room of the herb kitchen to get the last ingredient for her soaps. In her haste, the usually prudent student witch mixed up two small bottles that were standing next to each other on the shelf. They were the same color, even the shape was the same. Unfortunately, the writing on the labels had faded somewhat and so Mara didn't notice that she had taken the wrong bottle by candlelight in the windowless room. Immediately afterwards, she mixed its contents into the soap mixture without looking at the label again. As she was in a hurry, she did not do this with her hands, but used magic instead. In the end, she even formed various flowers from the soap mixture. Satisfied with her work, she put them all together in a basket. She then tidied up the herb kitchen and, full of anticipation, made her way to the tower room where she lived with Hedda and Thea during her school days.


	Mara proudly presented the gifts to her friends. Hedda and Thea were delighted and tried them out straight away. To their delight, their hands felt pleasantly soft immediately after washing. They also smelled wonderful. However, just a short time later, the enchanting scent turned into a very peculiar smell. And it was anything but fragrant. The friends frowned at each other and quickly washed their hands again. At that moment, Hedda and Thea thought it was a funny joke from their friend. But when they saw Mara's horrified face, they immediately realized that their friend had obviously made a mistake. No matter what the three of them tried afterwards, the extremely unpleasant scent lingered on Hedda and Thea's hands for days. Although they believed Mara's assurances that she would never have done anything like that to them on purpose, they were naturally still a little angry with her. It didn't particularly bother them that the other students always gave them a wide berth when they met them in the house. Their mischievous giggling behind their backs, however, did annoy them.


	Although Mara had gone to a lot of trouble back then and the soaps did indeed look beautiful, anyone who thought about this story later usually only remembered the awful smell. Unlike Mara, I didn't think the little mix-up was bad at all," said Amalia. Mara, however, was downright distraught about it. Of course, I tried to comfort her, but that wasn't so easy with this ambitious witch. So I suggested to her that she could give the small, foul-smelling works of art to me for safekeeping, but only if she wanted to. At least then no other student would be tempted to take them and do who knows what with them. Mara definitely didn't want anything like that to happen, so she didn't hesitate for a moment to accept my offer. Mara was actually really happy to be rid of the soaps. They found their way into the school's secret storage room the same day." Finally, Amalia added to her account: "Even though no one was seriously harmed back then, this otherwise fearless witch has been extremely reluctant to cast spells when it's dark since that day. In fact, she then prefers not to touch her wand at all."


	However, Mara not only put her book and wand in her pocket that evening, but also went straight to her hat house before the last bit of daylight could disappear from the valley. As already mentioned, she had placed a few stones in front of it, over which she now climbed up. Once at the top, she sat down on the edge of the brim of her hat. A moment later, she was already sliding down on her bottom with a lot of momentum. It looked really funny. As soon as she arrived in the house, her eyes fell on her travel bag, which was standing right next to her broom in the middle of the room and had been waiting since the morning to be emptied by its owner. The longer she looked at the bag, the bigger it seemed to get. However, after such an exhausting day, Mara didn't feel like unpacking all the things she had brought from home. But what choice did she have? If she didn't want to spend the coming night on the bare ground, she would have to clear out her bag for better or worse. Sighing, she crouched down next to it. Of course, she only wanted to take out the few things she absolutely needed for the night. She intended to unpack everything else in peace and quiet once it was light again. At least that was what she had planned to do. But as we all know, sometimes things turn out differently than you think. At first, the lock on the bag wouldn't open. When Mara finally managed to open it, the bag burst open and everything, absolutely everything, that was inside floated out. Startled, Mara jumped up. She was now standing in the middle of the huge hat and her things were moving around her like the planets in space around the sun. However, things were not as orderly under her hat as they were in outer space. Suddenly she started to laugh. She had probably just realized who had thought up this joke for her. Anyway, she said: "Now I know why you told me that mom had called me. Although that wasn't true at all. Just wait and see, my dear little sister, you didn't do that for nothing. It was a very original idea, though. I'll give you that." Then Mara took out her wand and began to collect the many things flying around.


	"It's unbelievable what you can get into such a small bag with a bit of magic," I thought in amazement. Amalia just grinned but didn't say anything and yet once again I had the feeling that she knew exactly what I had just been thinking. Then I watched as Mara collected everything with the help of her wand and distributed everything except her clothes under the hat. Between all the furniture, various kitchen utensils and all sorts of other equally small things, Mara looked like a giantess in a doll's house. Once she was sure that she hadn't missed anything in her haste and in the twilight and that everything was in the right place, she touched one object after another with her wand. She mumbled something to herself and the kitchen stove, the cupboard and everything else was restored to its original size thanks to her magic. Finally, it was her bed's turn. The witch's joyful nod afterwards led us to assume that Mara was satisfied with her work. After one last scrutinizing glance, she finally let her wand slide into her skirt pocket. Barely an hour later, she was in her bed and only a few moments later in the land of dreams. No wonder after such an exciting day.


	I would have loved to know what she dreamed about on the very first night. But my friend couldn't be persuaded to tell me. Instead, she told me that it wasn't proper for a decent witch to look into other people's dreams. But whatever Mara's dream was about, judging by her smile, it was very beautiful. Speaking of which, before she went to bed that night, Mara had cast a last-minute "protection spell" on her valley. After all, there was a good chance that there were other creatures in the vicinity that she had not yet noticed. Of course, she could not and did not want uninvited guests in her valley and certainly not in her house. So that night, Mara not only slept "well protected" in the truest sense of the word, but was now also protected by an excellent spell. It actually kept everyone out, no matter how quietly or by what means they tried to sneak near her. So Mara spent the first night in her house completely undisturbed.


	Incidentally, she still thought her "hat house" was perfect the next morning. That's why it never occurred to her to change anything that day or later. Mara did find it a little inconvenient to have to climb up onto the edge of the huge brim of the hat every time she wanted to go into the garden from her house. But getting into the garden from there was easy thanks to the stones she had already placed in front of it on the first day. By the way, she got back into the house quite quickly. All she had to do was climb over the stones to the edge of the brim of the hat, sit down there and then slide down the brim of the hat on her bottom. She had already reached the entrance to her house. The witch certainly knew that no one watching her would remain serious. But who would have seen her like this? After all, she had used her protective spell to ensure that no one could see, let alone enter her valley. Admittedly, with one small exception, she had succeeded with this spell. It actually did not allow other witches or ordinary people to come near her. However, the spell obviously failed to work on her former teacher Amalia. But that was probably only because Amalia wasn't even there, but was sitting next to me on the cliffs outside my town, using her magic power to look around Mara from a distance. "What would Mara say if she knew that, despite all her precautions, she was being watched at a moment like this, and not just by Amalia?" I thought to myself. Then Amalia said, with a conspiratorial look, that it would be best if she never found out.


	In the time that followed, Mara had a lot to do. She toiled tirelessly every day and hardly allowed herself a break from morning to late evening. However, it didn't take long to see that Mara really was a very talented gardener. Of course, Mara knew a lot about plants. But that wasn't enough to create the kind of garden she wanted. If her dream was to become reality, it would only be possible with the help of magic. Even though Mara knew a lot of spells, one day she just couldn't make much progress. As she had to explain to her little sister how to find the valley and get into it before the vacations anyway, she decided to take a break and travel to the enchanted forest. She also hoped to find clues in the library of the school of witchcraft that could make her hard gardening work easier. However, in order to access the works of the old warlocks and wizards that interested Mara most, she naturally needed the Guardian's help. From the very beginning of the school, these things were protected from thieves, villains and curious witch students by a mysterious and almost insurmountable magic. Naturally, Amalia was happy to help Mara. After she had picked out some books and scrolls and given them to her, Mara couldn't get out of the library for hours. After two days, however, she was suddenly in a great hurry to leave again. Beforehand, she confided to Amalia that she now finally knew what she had to do so that winter could no longer harm her plants. However, she did not tell Amalia exactly what she meant by this. Amalia and Anna accompanied Mara to the Hidden Gate, the only connection between the school of witchcraft and the outside world. As the gate could sometimes be quite devious, Mara hurried through it. Before she did, however, she called out to Anna: "See you during the vacations, little sister! Don't forget the spell I taught you and be careful on your journey!"


	Mara had discovered some very interesting spells in the library and of course wrote them down in her own book. As soon as she returned to the valley, she tried out one after the other. Mara succeeded with some of the spells straight away. But not all of them. Sometimes all sorts of things happened, but not what she had expected, such as the following spell. Mara had thought that she could save herself the hassle of fetching water from the pond if it rained gently on her plants in the evening. Amalia liked this idea. However, she was of the opinion that you have to be particularly careful with unknown spells. Amalia had just said this to me when Mara provided practical, albeit involuntary, proof of Amalia's wise words. Mara conjured up a rain cloud incredibly quickly. But she was in too much of a hurry to make it rain, because Mara had certainly neither intended nor expected what happened next. As soon as this clever witch stood right under the cloud, which she had conjured up herself this time, exactly what Mara had conjured up the cloud for happened: it rained. Not only on her plants, but also on Mara herself. She ran off immediately when it started to rain. But before she had reached her house, she was already soaking wet. Understandably, Mara didn't like this at all and so she had plenty of words for what she thought was an outrageous cloud. But I'd rather not repeat them. To be fair, however, it should be noted at this point that Mara actually managed to water her garden a little later with rainwater from a conjured cloud without getting wet herself. So not only did Mara always have a lot to do, she also had a few little witch problems from time to time. That's why she rarely looked at the calendar and sometimes didn't even know what day of the week it was.


	For a long time, nothing unusual happened in Mara's valley. Each day was not much different from the last. One morning, Mara opened the door and a remarkably large eagle owl looked at her. It had apparently been sitting waiting on the brim of her hat for some time. She wasn't exactly scared. But at that moment she wondered whether she should go back into the house. Before Mara could finish her thought, however, the eagle owl spread its mighty wings and landed right at her feet. It immediately nudged the witch surprisingly gently with its powerful beak. It was probably trying to let her know that it had no intention of harming her. Mara, who had stood there motionless until then, breathed a sigh of relief. This large bird now looked her straight in the eye without blinking once and its soft "Huh huu" seemed like a friendly greeting not only to Mara but also to us. Polite as she was, she wished him a good morning and even told him her name. The eagle owl then spread its wings again and Mara assumed that it would fly away again. But that didn't happen at all. Instead, he made himself comfortable on top of her hat as if it were a matter of course. Obviously, this eagle owl had not only decided to stay in the valley, but had also made it his mission to protect Mara and her little kingdom from up there. However, unlike her new feathered friend, the witch did not feel comfortable on the hat, but underneath it. All in all, Mara and Eagle Owl were more than happy with themselves and their little world, each to their own taste.


	Always at sunrise, before Mara started her work in the garden, she would stroll through her little world for a while, thinking about what she could do next. This is exactly how the day that Amalia showed me began.


	The owner of this beautiful valley strolled down to the pond in a good mood. Then she made herself comfortable on the bench under the old willow. No sooner had Eagle Owl spotted her than he flew down to her and sat next to her. This clever bird seemed to take every opportunity to let Mara spoil him. The witch was naturally delighted to have his company and stroked his feathers. As her friend wasn't exactly talkative, but was an even better listener, Mara told him whatever came to her mind. In this way, Eagle Owl learned every day what was on the witch's mind. Although Mara had already confided many secrets to him, she didn't need to be afraid that he would spill the beans.


	As Mara watched a large leaf float to the ground right in front of her eyes, she remembered her youngest sister's colorful umbrella. She realized how much she missed her little Anna. Immediately afterwards, Mara's peace was gone. She had remembered that Anna wanted to spend the next few days off school with her. Mara was shocked to realize that there wasn't much time left until then. She still had so much to prepare for Anna's vacation. There was no doubt in Mara's mind that Anna would come. If she decided to do something, there was hardly anything that could stop her from doing it. In this respect, the sisters were surprisingly similar! Maybe that's why they liked each other so much? Although things would certainly be a little less tranquil than before with funny little Anna in her magical world, Mara was really looking forward to her youngest sister's visit. One look at her house, however, made her realize that it would be a little too small for two witches in the long run. So she had to find a bigger house somehow. But how could she manage that so quickly? With the best will in the world, she couldn't make the hat any bigger than it already was. There wasn't enough space on the small hill for that. But Mara didn't want to part with her beloved hat or build a new house somewhere else altogether. Besides, she had been convinced from day one that there was no better place for a house in the whole valley than on the small hill where it was now.


	So it was high time for another useful idea. Mara sat thoughtfully on her garden bench for a few minutes and looked skeptically at her oversized hat. She realized that her house actually looked more like a roof and less like a house. "Hm, so I already have a roof. If I ...? Yes, that's exactly what I'm going to do. It can't be that difficult to pile a few stones on top of each other. Especially as there are more than enough of them here." Of course, she still had to find out how to conjure up proper house walls with such misshapen stones. If she succeeded, she would not only have a larger house, which she felt she really needed, but would also have cleared the valley of some of the stones lying around. Mara jumped off the bench full of enthusiasm. "Oh, why should I think about it for so long? It'll only give me a headache," she said and set about choosing suitable stones for her project. After all, she wanted the house to be finished by the evening. She didn't necessarily want to spend the night outside. Although, that wouldn't have been so bad, because in this valley, even the nights were pleasantly warm at any time of year and it was summer anyway.
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