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			For our Isalie

 

1. Sugar snail Lea

Hallo, it's me: Lea, the hand puppet. I just turned seven years old. Since then I've been going to the hand puppet school. Actually, I don't want to go to school at all. But since all children (including hand puppets!) go to school, I have no choice.

 

Shouldn't I be just as smart as other kids, who go to school every day? In the future I would like to be a zoo keeper, maybe in a zoo or a pet shop. I love animals more than anything. Zookeepers must be able to read, write and do arithmetic perfectly. There is no way around.

 

The long break are particularly exciting. This is where I meet all the other hand puppets, who go to school like me. There are many of them. Then I can walk across the schoolyard to my heart's content. As soon as I'm hungry, I eat my lunch break. Learning makes you hungry, even very hungry. Not all children have a snack and so that these children's hearts don't bleed, the school nurse hands out delicious apples and bananas to them. None of the school children should be hungry.

 

Timmy and his two buddies are always teasing the little girls. I find that totally strange. But woe, they annoy me, then trouble comes, because I know how to defend myself. 

And then there's my Sammy. Sammy has dark skin. At first I thought Sammy was made of chocolate. But of course I love chocolate more than anything. That's why I wanted to know for sure and yes, you won't believe it, I just licked Sammy. Silly me! Sammy wasn't made out of chocolate. Luckily Sammy wasn't mad at me about it. Yes, he even thought it was funny and had to laugh a lot. In the end we became good friends.

 

Sammy is in second grade. That's why we only see each other during the long break, sometimes after school too. Sammy's classes often take place outdoors, either on the sports field or in the school biology garden. There are many plants and animals there. Whenever Sammy talks enthusiastically about the school biology garden, I can't wait to go to second grade myself.

 

I sometimes dream of Sammy and I visiting the school biology garden together. I like rabbits and guinea pigs, they all roam free there. That's why we've got the following two agent names: "Anneliese Happy and Guinea Pig Willi.“ But please, you have to give me your great Indian word of honor that it will stay between us and you won't tell anyone else - okay?

But I don't know if these school biology garden animals only exist in my dreams. I don't dare ask Sammy about it. Otherwise I risk in the end that these animals will disappear from my dreams forever.

 

Actually, I haven't even introduced myself yet. You will recognize me immediately by my broad face, my conspicuously round nose and my two narrow eyes. I have two freckles under each eye and three are right on my nose. Sometimes there can be even more. Then I just forgot to wash myself too thoroughly.

 

"Lea, don't lie to us!“

 

"Yes, yes, wait a minute! Admittedly, I have a water allergy!”

 

"If you ask me, that's just one of Lea's lame excuses.

 

In real life, nobody goes without water - not once Lea. 

 

Water is for drinking and washing. 

 

Without water, everyone stinks like little cougars.”

 

"So what? I like animals very much. I love little cute cougars.”

 

"Lea, let's talk about that.“

 

"It's perfectly fine!“

 

Of course I attract attention with my orange-red hair. From a distance I remind some of a carrot. I'm wearing two matching hair bows, a Native American feather, and a polka dot headband. That makes me look very bold at the end.

 

 

2. School is no cakewalk

A lot of things happen to me like in a dream, except for school things. Arithmetic tasks are particularly difficult for me.

 

“Numbers just never end, and numbers just aren’t my thing.“

 

"Yes, alright Lea!“

 

Life can be tough sometimes, but I, Lea, am tough. Still, I have a lot of headaches. For example, when not all of my imagination is called for in school lessons. I always dream of traveling to a foreign country, teeming with animals. There I have my hands full taking care for these animals.

 

Our math teacher doesn't understand none of this. Yes, he can't put himself in my dreams. Maybe he's a thoroughly unimaginative creature, which is why he became a math teacher. In his world, only sober numbers count. But once even he had to marvel at me too. All of a sudden I was able to solve all the tasks as if I were sleeping because zebras and elephants were hiding in them. Suddenly I was the fastest at mental arithmetic, which amazed our math teacher. I didn't think twice, because I knows zebras and elephants from the zoo. 

 

I regularly get sick doing math work. The next day I'm sitting in front of the headmaster's office to catch up on my math work. Oddly enough, I can concentrate much better there. From time to time the school nurse or the caretaker will drop by. They give me one or the other tip, for which I’m very grateful. Since then, I’ve regularly missed every math test in order to catch up on it the next day.

 

But the caretaker also has a dark side of power. Whenever I sneak out of class unnoticed because I'm fed up with the faxes, the caretaker is waiting for me in the hallway. He receives me and immediately sends me back to our class. Sometimes I do it too badly and have to report to the headmaster. He washes my head thoroughly by talking to my conscience. In the end, I give him the great Indian word of honor to do better. I get a candy from him for that. So my world is right again. 

 

I'm known as a sore thumb at my school. Sometimes I meet our headmaster on the way to school. Then we both walk a bit together and I make sure that our headmaster doesn't get under the wheels. This amuses the headmaster a lot and he has to smile inwardly. The 30 miles zone applies everywhere in front of the school, but not all drivers stick to it. This is dangerous for children.

 

"Why do drivers have to keep stepping on the gas pedal?

 

Were they not once children, before they became ruthless adults.”

 

Yes, exactly, and now I regularly take the school bus. It's a lot safer and the bus stops right in front of my school. Actually, It's actually not far from home, but I don't care. I love talking to the bus driver, even though that’s forbidden. As a result, it takes me much longer to get to school than other children and I’m regularly late for class.

 

„Sorry, I messed up the clock,“

 

I apologize every time.

 

“Lea, why?“

 

"Well, what am I supposed to do? The bus driver is so happy talking with me.”

 

"And what are you talking about?“

 

„Oh, about this and that.“

 

„I understand!“

 

Since then, the bus driver has been looking forward to my appearance every morning. For him it is the highlight of the day, for which I always have to make excuses.

 

"Sorry, my bus was late!“

 

Neither the headmaster nor our math teacher came up with the idea of ​​checking this. I've long since wrapped our headmaster around my finger. He doesn't accuse me of any bad intentions. Officially it just says:

 

"Cool, Lea is here, school can start.“

 

From a school point of view, nothing works without my presence. I'm well aware of this fact, but that doesn't mean I'm conceited.

 

 

 

3. Lea's world

At home I am surrounded by all my stuffed animals and live on a black wooden box. The moose family lives in the immediate vicinity. Paul is the moose chief, followed by the moose mom and her two moose kids. One of her children is light brown in color and the other is dark brown. Paul looks very grown up and evil tongues call him "Channel Paul". But I think that’s mean, especially since it's Paul who always looks after me during my school holidays. Yes, sometimes he tells me where to go when I'm getting cocky.

 

"Lea, again put on another record!“

 

"Good Appetite?“

 

"Yes, okay, that always fits!“

 

Then I have to tell you about Bruno, the brown bear. He fell in love with the polar bear mum of all people, although she doesn't really suit him as a brown bear because she comes from the arctic cold. Bruno lives in the hallway with her polar bear cub. That's the only way I feel really comfortable, because no stranger can get past Bruno the brown bear unnoticed, such as burglars.

 

Again and again, whether it's Easter, Christmas or my birthday, my heart's desire is: new stuffed animals. Over the years I've gathered a real gang of little rascals around me. First and foremost there is Edwin, my meerkat. I expect to learn tricks from him. But Edwin doesn't want to hear about it. Tricks don't interest him. But I don't give up and I always have to come up with something new for him. But Edwin just wants to be a meerkat. 

 

Then there is a mammoth in my world, a seal that is eating a fish. Even a pink pig is part of my family ties. Heinz-Dieter, a teddy bear, the self-proclaimed king, is enthroned high above everyone. Heinz-Dieter has something special. He has forgotten what day it was his birthday. That's why he celebrates this day in, day out. This is very convenient. Heinz-Dieter, called HD for short, always asked for gifts from all his subjects. But that remains pure wishful thinking, because nobody has the wherewithal for that. On the other hand, HD is a very strict king and is often used to rioting. Whoever defies his command will hear his threat:

 

"I'll have you decapitated. My word on it!”

 

It sounds cruel, but HD has never responded to this threat. Firstly, he would soon have no more subjects and secondly, he lacks an executioner to carry out his orders. HD is elected king once a year, but since there is no opposing candidate, HD is re-elected every year.

 

4. Driving a tractor and eating meadows

In addition to HD, there is also Baerchen, Grey Eminenz and my mentor. Baerchen have been around for as long as I can remember. As the proud owner of a tractor, he uses it to transport his sheep. These include: a "black sheep" named Kamikaze, then "the beautiful Marilyn", a "cuddly sheep" named Gerlinde, "Your little thing" and last but not least "your fullness"

 

All sheep love to drive tractor and eat meadows. In the long run, little Baerchen annoy his sheep. That's why I voluntarily took over the care of Baerchen's sheep. As a reward, I can drive Baerchen's tractor. How else would I transport all the sheep from one place to another? All sheep sit at the back of the trailer, where they have their regular place. Only „Your little thing" becomes very flowery when driving in the tunnel, which is why she cuddles up to Gerlinde. Since this has long since become a habit,"Your little thing“ has a permanent place at Gerlinde's side. Kamikaze, on the other hand, is the only one allowed to sit in the front passenger seat next to me. 

 

Once in the summertime when the sun is high in the sky, a children's party takes place directly at the playground. As luck would have it, I'm in the right place at the right time. All children have the opportunity to practice shoveling in the sandbox. Eventually it will be my turn and I demonstrate so much skill that all those standing around will lose sight and hearing. As a reward, I receive an excavator driver's license, which I proudly show around. Well, I don't have a tractor driver's license when driving a tractor, but I do have an excavator driver's license, and nobody can take that from me. That alone counts.

 

Unfortunately, I can hardly take any corners. From where? So far I've only practiced digging, but not driving a tractor. As a result, I always drive straight ahead. At first it was a huge problem, because Baerchen's tractor hit a number of obstacles and got a lot of bumps. 

 

With my orange-red hair, I'll soon be the mascot of the volunteer fire brigade. They always helps me out of a jam when things get tight. Then I got lost again and called the fire brigade for help. It comes rushing over with "Tatü-Tata" to turn my tractor. I can immediately drive in exactly the opposite direction, which, by the way, is very practical. At some point the tractor had become so many dents that Baerchen wouldn’t have recognized him at all. On top of that, he gets a brand-new, fire engine red paint job so that all road users can see him from afar and avoid me.

 

"Since the mouse bites from no thread!“

 

Unlike me, Kamikaze can very well drive curves, but he also doesn't have a tractor driver's license and doesn't even have a digger driver's license. Sometimes he secretly takes the tractor key to practice driving a tractor. Of course I'm not allowed to know anything about that. If I completely fail again in corners, Kamikaze grabs the wheel in a flash.
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