
   [image: Cover: Bibi Blocksberg – What's Wrong with Daddy? by Doris Riedl]


   
      
         
            Doris Riedl
      

            Bibi Blocksberg: 
      

            What’s Wrong with Daddy?
      

         

          
      

         
            Saga Egmont
      

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Bibi Blocksberg: What’s Wrong with Daddy?

            by Doris Riedl

            © 2025 KIDDINX Studios GmbH, Berlin, Germany

            Editor: Jutta Dahn

            Licence by KIDDINX Media GmbH, Lahnstr. 21, 12055 Berlin, Germany

            www.bibiblocksberg.de

            ©2025 SAGA Egmont

            All rights reserved

            ISBN: 9788727214757

            1st ebook edition

            Format: EPUB 3.0

             
      

            Based on the Novel:

            Was ist nur mit Papi los?

            © 2016 KIDDINX Studios GmbH, Berlin, Germany

            Licence by: KIDDINX Media GmbH, Lahnstr. 21, 12055 Berlin, Germany

            Author: Doris Riedl

            Editor: Susanne Stephan

            © 2016 by SchneiderBuch by EGMONT Verlagsgesellschaften mbH, Gertrudenstr. 30-36, 50667 Köln, Germany

            Illustration: Madlen Frey

            ISBN: 978-3-505-13801-0

            Audio Book:

            © 2016 Audio Book “Was ist nur mit Papi los?” by KIDDINX Studios GmbH, Germany

            Editor: Susanne Stephan

            Written by Doris Riedl

             
      

            Audio / English Version:

            © 2022 Bibi Blocksberg, What’s Wrong with Daddy?

            Translation by: Seumas F. Sargent

            Spoken by: Seumas F. Sargent

             
      

            No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrievial system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor, be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser. It is prohibited to perform text and data mining (TDM) of this publication, including for the purposes of training AI technologies, without the prior written permission of the publisher.

             
      

            www.sagaegmont.com

            Saga is a subsidiary of Egmont. Egmont is Denmark’s largest media company and fully owned by the Egmont Foundation, which donates almost 13,4 million euros annually to children in difficult circumstances.

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter 1 – A Sunday with the Mole
      

         

         What was that whirring sound? It was very soft, but she could still hear it. The little witch, who just a moment before had still been sleeping soundly, rolled onto her side. Then the sound turned into a loud rattle.

         Darn it! Who was making all that noise? And so early on a Sunday morning!

         Bibi opened her eyes tiredly, got out of bed, and walked over to the open window, barefoot. Then she saw the culprits! It was the windmills! Yesterday, Bibi and her father had bought twenty of them and stuck them into the ground all over the garden – not just for fun, mind you! They had done it because of the mole, who had been causing havoc on the Blocksbergs’ lawn for days.

         Bibi found the little hills that the mole made all over the lawn really cute, but she could do nothing to convince her parents that the little mounds of earth were attractive. So, without further ado, her father had decided to drive the mole away – with the sound of the little wooden wind chimes. He’d read in the newspaper that it was the most effective method – provided that there was wind, of course. And it was windy that Sunday morning! Very windy! And the result was a non-stop “Rattle-rattle-rattle!”

         From the window, Bibi couldn’t see whether the mole had already left, but one thing was sure! With that noise out there, she couldn’t stay in bed for another minute.

         “Good morning! I thought you wanted to sleep in today,” Barbara Blocksberg greeted her daughter from the breakfast table.

         “So did I,” Bibi yawned. She poured herself a mug of steaming cocoa and explained that the noise from the wind chimes had driven her out of her bed.

         “Ha-ha-ha. We had the same problem!” Bernhard Blocksberg laughed, emerging from behind his newspaper.

         “I’m beginning to think those wind chimes drive away people rather than moles,” Barbara said. She told Bibi that despite all the noise, the mole had already pushed up two new molehills in the flowerbed. “Maybe it would be better to try to drive him off with the smell of garlic instead,” she suggested. She had recently read something about that in a gardening magazine.

         Then something remarkable happened. Bernhard folded his newspaper and looked first at Barbara, then at Bibi, with a very serious expression. “Wouldn’t it be easier just to cast a spell to make him go away? Maybe to the big meadow in Newtown, or somewhere else where he won’t bother us?” he said.

         Excuse me? What? Of course that would be easier. But Bibi was amazed to hear those words coming from her father. And her mother was even more surprised. Normally Bernhard was strictly against magic of any kind in the Blocksbergs’ house and garden. He insisted that all of the tasks must be done “absolutely normally”.

         “Wow, Bernhard! That’s new! When did you start encouraging us to do magic?” asked Barbara in astonishment.

         Bernhard looked at the clock and replied very matter-of-factly:

         “I started exactly two minutes ago. But I deeply regret not having started to encourage your magic a long time ago!”

         Bibi and Barbara looked at Bernhard in amazement. Was he joking? Bibi and her mother could detect no winks and no telling smiles on Bernhard’s face.

         “No problem Daddy. If you want me to, I’ll cast a spell to get rid of the mole. You just need to find out which part of the garden he’s in, so that I can get him with my magic!” Bibi offered.

         “Done!” Bernhard said and went straight out into the garden to try to detect exactly where the mole was burrowing.

         “May I look for a suitable spell in in your witch book?” Bibi asked her mother, already heading towards the stairs to go up to the witches’ lab.

         But Barbara stopped her. “Bibi wait! Maybe it would be better if you took it easy a little while longer, and left the magic to me!” she said in concern.

         Bibi had just recovered from a nasty young witches’ disease. For two whole weeks, she’d seen creepy black spiders flickering before her eyes every time she’d cast a spell.

         “But I’ve been well again for ages,” Bibi protested, explaining that she really wanted to cast the spell herself.

         “Then you have to take a dose of the witch power juice just before you start!” Barbara said firmly.

         The little witch had nothing against that. Bibi loved the juice that Barbara brewed from lots of different witch herbs. It didn’t only give her power. It was also very tasty indeed! Quite unlike the witch juice that Aunt Mania or Wonder brewed, it didn’t taste like mud and toad slime. No! It tasted like exotic fruit with vanilla sorbet and a dollop of cream. In other words, the juice was a knockout.

         But, when Bibi took the bottle out of the fridge, there was only a little drop left at the bottom. “Empty already! I don’t believe it!” the little witch wondered.

         “Don’t worry Bibikins! I’ll quickly brew up another batch. I’ve still got all the herbs I need,” said Barbara comfortingly, and went up to the witches’ lab with the empty bottle in her hand.

         Bibi followed her mother – she wanted to start looking for the right spell. So, early on that Sunday morning, there were two witches working in the lab. Barbara was extracting herbs and heating up little glass test tubes, while Bibi was lost in the chapter on “Underground Mammals.”

         But Bernhard Blocksberg was also very busy! He was stretching and bending his body in the strangest way – like a contortionist – trying to find out exactly where the mole was. He stuck his nose into mounds of earth, crawled through the flower bed on all-fours and pressed his ear to the grass. But instead of finding the annoying burrower, he came across something quite different: something on two legs, wearing brown leather boots, and holding a broom. Who was standing there in the Blocksbergs’ mole-hilly garden so early on a Sunday morning?

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter 2 – A Witch Comes to Visit
      

         

         Bernhard stood up quickly to greet his wife’s best friend, who had just zoomed into the Blocksbergs’ garden on her broom, Lumpazi. “How nice to see you, Amanda!” he said, shaking her hand cheerfully.

         That was absolutely amazing. Usually, Bernhard didn’t like it in the least when witches came to visit. Normally, he could barely get a “hello” out. In fact, when Mania, Amanda, or one of the other witches came to visit, he nearly always disappeared into his hobby room in a flash.

         But he was quite different today. “What can I do for you?” he asked with a friendly smile.

         Amanda looked at Bernhard in surprise. What was wrong with her best friend’s husband?

         She was astonished. “No thank you, Bernhard. Very kind of you! But I need to speak to Barbara and Bibi urgently!” she replied and made a beeline for the house.

         “But you could also speak to me,” Bernhard offered, following her into the house.

         “It’s witch business. You certainly won’t be able to help me,” said Amanda with a smile, and started walking faster. She couldn’t chat with Bernhard any longer, and she didn’t really want to anyway.

         But for Bernhard, it was the other way around. He also speeded up and followed Amanda all the way upstairs to the witches’ lab.

         “Are you following me?” Amanda asked.

         “No! Not at all! I just wanted to accompany you,” Bernhard smiled and opened the lab door for Amanda. Then, interested to hear what was going on, he stood in the doorway.

         Barbara, who was busy stirring the fresh batch of witch juice, greeted her friend, then she looked at her husband in surprise. “Bernhard, would you please close the door?” she asked.

         “Of course,” Bernhard said, stepping into the lab and closing the door behind him.

         Now it was Bibi’s turn to look at her father in confusion. Usually, he wouldn’t spend more than five seconds in there, and then only to call his wife or his daughter to come down for supper. What was going on with him today?

         Before Barbara and Bibi were able to find an answer to this pressing question, Amanda burst out: “Can you believe it? It’s happened again – Gundel has misplaced the magic pendulum!”

         The witch, Gundel, who lived with a few hogs and chickens on a farm on the edge of Newtown, had been commissioned by the witch community to take care of the magic pendulum – a very special magic instrument that could be used to make time stand still. Because of her calm, rational character, they had considered Gundel to be a particularly suitable candidate for the important task of looking after the pendulum. But unfortunately, Gundel wasn’t only calm and rational. She was also very disorganized, and from time to time, she misplaced the magic pendulum. Every time that happened, a delegation of witches had to go and create order in Gundel’s house until the little wooden box with the sparkling blue, cone-shaped pendulum inside turned up, somewhere between the leaning towers of piled up magazines or under a heap of witches’ hats.

         “So, how about you, Barbara. Can you help us look for it?” Amanda asked.

         “I’m sorry, Amanda. I can’t! I have to finish brewing this witch juice for Bibi,” Barbara said, watching the bubbling herb extract all the time.

         “… and I need to cast a spell to drive a mole out of our garden,” Bibi added, before Amanda could ask her if she would help.

         Amanda sighed. “What a pity! Then I’ll just have to go and find some other volunteers.”

         She got onto Lumpazi and prepared to take off through the open window of the witches’ lab. But Bernhard stepped in front of her, blocking her path. He’d been listening to the conversation with great interest.

         “I could come and help,” he offered.

         “You!” Barbara, Bibi, and Amanda called out in astonished unison. They’d never heard a stranger suggestion!

         “Is that what it’s coming to? A man rummaging around in a witch’s house?” Amanda laughed, and zoomed off through the window.

         “Alright! If you witches don’t need my help, then … then … you don’t need it!” Bernhard shouted after the retreating witch.

         “Bernhard, what’s up with you today?” Barbara asked. Both she and Bibi were becoming more and more puzzled by the minute.

         “Nothing at all! I was just trying to be friendly, so I thought I’d offer my help, even if it’s witch business!”

         Barbara and Bibi couldn’t believe their ears. Bernhard had never wanted to help them with witch business before. Was he making fun of them?

         “Daddy, are you serious?” Bibi asked.

         “Of course. Why are you witches so suspicious?” Bernhard replied.

         “Well … until now …” Bibi began, but her father interrupted her.

         “Until now! What do I care about ‘until now’? Today is a new day, and from this moment forward, everything can be different!” he shouted. He was in a very good mood, and he wanted nothing more than to cast a spell to get rid of that mole for once and for all! “Have you found the right spell, Bibi?” he asked his daughter.

         Indeed she had. In fact, Bibi had found a spell that worked for all underground tunnels, so they didn’t even have to know exactly where the mole was. All Bibi had to do was to stand in front of any molehill and cast the spell in the direction of the ground.

         But when Bibi wanted to begin, something strange happened: Bernhard also stood in front of the molehill and he also lifted his arms. He also bent his elbows, and spread his fingers – just the way his daughter did.

         “Daddy! What are you doing?” Bibi asked, confused.

         “I’m going to help you cast the spell. Two heads are better than one …” Bernhard said, happily waving his arms around in the air.

         “Please stop it, Daddy! That’s nonsense! You don’t know how to cast a spell!” Bibi said, then she finally began. “Eeny meeny all is clear, keep on digging, just not here!”

         Bernhard repeated the spell after Bibi, each word a split second after Bibi had spoken it.

         It confused Bibi so much, that instead of “Wizz-wizz”, she said “Wizz-fizz.” So, of course, nothing happened.

         “Oh Daddy! Look what you’ve done now!” Bibi complained. Then she asked her father to step aside and stop disturbing her.

         Bernhard took one step back and Bibi started to cast the spell again, but Bernhard interrupted again.

         “Oh Daddy! Would you please stop that?” Bibi said frustratedly.

         But Bernhard didn’t stop. “Wizz-wizz!” he shouted, waving his arms around wildly.

         Bibi was furious: “Good!” she said angrily, “then cast the spell yourself!”

         She didn’t think for a moment that her father would actually try! But the little witch was mistaken.

         “Will do!” Bernhard laughed. He raised his arms and repeated the entire spell: “Eeny meeny all is clear, keep on digging! Just not here!”

         But nothing happened, of course. If this continued, the mole was going to stay right where it was in the Blocksbergs’ garden.

         But it didn’t seem to bother Bernhard in the least. He simply laughed, moved to another molehill and tried again – but of course, there was neither a “pling-pling” nor a shower of magic stars. After all, Bernhard wasn’t a witch. Or rather: he wasn’t a witch yet!
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