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The wizard Harry Potter met Thumbelina, who had a tragic fate, in the attic. Her stepmother had always bullied Thumbelina for being weak and punished her to clean the house every day and stay in the attic the rest of the time. Although the attic was small, it was enough for Thumbelina to make her own way. She imagined it as a world of martial arts and wandered around freely until one day Harry Potter broke in, and a series of interesting things happened.



Chapter 1: Oh! The Black Hat
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In the Kingdom of Kano stood a magnificent palace, said to rival the fabled wealth of the distant Shari Kingdom. Built from massive slabs of white marble and marble, Its interior adornments were lavish and splendid, even the candlesticks crafted from amber. At a glance, everything shimmered with golden radiance, drawing the envy of countless people who yearned to witness the palace's splendor.

The King of Kano ruled wisely, ensuring his subjects lived peaceful, prosperous lives. All praised his benevolent governance. The Queen's beauty was unmatched—legend says birds flew from the distant Alps just to glimpse her, only to collapse and die upon the palace roof from exhaustion after catching a single sight. They had but one daughter, adorable beyond compare, her voice so enchanting it made fish leap from their ponds. Yet she was naturally petite, standing only one meter tall at fourteen, a source of deep concern for the Queen and King. The oracle foretold that Princess Angie must reside for fifteen years in the Magic Mountain abroad to grow normally. Within that mountain, the wizard Cole held absolute power. No one knew his true appearance—rumors painted him as green-faced, fanged, and terrifyingly hideous. Yet bound by the divine decree, the king sent Princess Angie to dwell in the Magic Mountain.

By the time the young princess reached twelve, she had yet to encounter any monsters or terrifying creatures. However, atop her room lay an unused attic, sealed by a lock that had never been opened. One day, as the princess stood at the attic door, a black hat suddenly tumbled down from the roof. Startled, she cried out, "Oh! A black hat!" But when she looked up, its owner had already flown away on a broomstick, leaving only a trail of lush green smoke trailing behind. Staring fixedly at the smoke outside the window, she silently resolved to learn magic.
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Chapter 2: Journey to the Magic Mountain

After making her decision, Princess Angie sought help from the servant the king had sent to watch over her. He told her that if she traveled to the highest peak of the Magic Mountains, where the wizard Cole was said to dwell, and mastered his magic, she could become invincible—provided she could tame the fiercest beast on the mountain. But the path to the mountain was fraught with countless dangers. Many turned back after reaching only one-third of the way, and only a handful ever made it halfway.

Princess Angie set out for the Demon Mountain with her servant Poker and a small supply of provisions. Rumors spoke of many small monsters dwelling there, so the princess prepared ample food to fend off any creatures that might appear.

When the princess and her servant reached the mountain's base, they were stunned by the sight before them: This was no demon mountain—it was a veritable garden! Among the grasses bloomed a dazzling array of flowers: snow-white camellias, pristine pear blossoms, bright orange tulips, hyacinths just unfurling their buds with a lazy stretch, and blood-red azaleas that stood out like vivid splashes of color. Countless blossoms filled the air, The ground was blanketed by low-lying tufts of grass, while bees buzzed busily in search of a place to settle. Butterflies spread their wings, soaring through the sea of blossoms. The sky stretched as blue as a canvas, pure and pristine. Birds chirped and sang nature's melody, while crimson raspberries bloomed hastily along the path, resembling the solemn gates to hell. Delighted by such breathtaking beauty, they stood transfixed by the riverbank for hours, gazing in awe.

This was no dwelling of the Great Demon King—it was simply the most beautiful place they had ever known.

Princess Angie, due to her health since childhood, remained petite. Her parents had placed her outside the capital. Though deprived of parental affection, she was nourished by all things and the cosmos, growing naturally sweet and lovely, utterly endearing.
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Chapter 3: Beautiful Scenery

Having grown up in the countryside, the princess was no stranger to nature's beauty, but she had never witnessed such abundant and exquisite natural splendor.

After walking for a while, the servant soon realized that no matter which path they took, they would inevitably return to the starting point, facing the same scenery anew. When he finally grasped this, he turned to look and discovered the princess had already vanished without a trace.

Princess Angie wandered alone until she suddenly came upon a massive stone gate. Carved faces adorned the stone, emanating an imposing aura. The entire meadow seemed to hold its breath—only the rustle of wind brushing her ears could be heard, no other sound.

Behind the stone carvings stood a grand building, crimson as her father's angry face. Wind chimes hung from its eaves, occasionally ringing with a crisp sound. What lay beyond this red structure? This thought propelled the princess forward relentlessly, so much so that the servant's cries from five hundred meters away failed to reach her ears.

Passing the building, Angie reached the edge of an endless prairie. Gentle sunlight bathed everything in its warmth, while a breeze carried the sweet scent of ripe fruit. The grass, mostly ankle-high, tickled Angie as it swayed with the wind.

Angie ran across the grass, occasionally leaping, imagining herself as the carefree Snow White from fairy tales. She waved at the white clouds in the sky, greeted the swallows, and dashed toward the water's edge, making funny faces at her reflection. She felt as though she had returned to her carefree childhood—no tasks to perform, no thoughts to occupy her mind. All she needed to do was lie quietly on the grass, feel the pulse of nature, and breathe in harmony with the world around her.

Time itself lost all meaning. From the swallows' flight to the falling petals, she missed the sun's descent and felt no hunger. Time slipped away like the tide at the shore. While Angie basked in the sun, her servants were tending a fire, weeping bitterly over the loss of Princess Angie!
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Chapter 4: The Mad Granny

As Angie basked contentedly in the sun's warmth on her skin, Little Grass peeked out cautiously. Glancing around and seeing only Angie, she scampered over, cheerfully greeting her, "Hello! Why are you lying all alone on the grass?" Startled, Angie jumped straight up.

But she quickly regained her composure, peering out with her round little head and staring at Little Grass. "So grass can talk! I was chatting with Uncle Sunshine!"

Nearby, by the riverbank, an old woman was preparing to cross. Carrying a basket, she muttered to herself as she walked unsteadily, often swaying from side to side. Little Grass caught sight of her and quickly said, "I'll be going now!" before darting away until she was out of sight.

Angie called out in a clear voice, "Grandma, are you crossing the river? I can help you!"

The old woman ignored Angie completely, continuing on her way while muttering to herself, "I must find the sun! I must find the sun..."

Seeing the old woman ignore her, Angie wasn't discouraged. She stepped directly into the river. The pebbles at the bottom were oddly shaped, but Angie found them surprisingly comfortable underfoot. She hurried to the old woman's side, took her hands, and patiently asked, "Grandma, where are you going?"

The grandmother shot her a glance before resuming her muttering, her voice as faint as a mosquito's buzz. Angie lowered her head, straining to hear. But the putrid stench wafting from the grandmother's lips was potent enough to wilt the most vibrant rose. Angie listened patiently, utterly baffled. How could anyone possibly be searching for the sun?

––––––––
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Chapter 5: Out at Last!

Angie thought, The sun is overhead—how could there be a path leading upward? She scratched her head, unsure how to proceed.

The old woman's grasping arm suddenly jerked, and she lunged toward the river's headwaters. The current there looked fierce. Fearing the current would sweep her away, Angie lunged forward to grab her grandmother's hands. She missed, and in the process, stumbled backward. A loud thud echoed from her forehead—painful, yet Angie simply closed her eyes, letting the flowing water wash away the tears welling in the corners.

She thought to herself, "Grandma needs someone to stop her!" Wiping away her tears with her fair, delicate hands, she forced a smile and rushed to block her mother-in-law's path. But Grandma charged forward regardless, shoving Angie aside. Angie tried again and again, tumbling repeatedly on the pebbles, yet she refused to give up.

Just as her mother-in-law was about to step into a large whirlpool, Anji had no choice but to throw herself forward. Unexpectedly, she accidentally pushed both her mother-in-law and herself into the whirlpool.

She expected the whirlpool to make her dizzy, but when she opened her eyes, she suddenly stood before a red building. Her grandmother held a blue scepter and spoke kindly to her: "Princess Angie, congratulations on overcoming the temptation of the 'Beautiful Scenery' level. Those who enter this stage either lose themselves in the scenery or choose to ignore this old woman... ...All I can tell you, my dear princess, is this is the Demon Mountain! Never view things with ordinary eyes. The trials ahead will only grow harder. May you find success! My dear princess!"

With that, the old woman bent down and kissed the princess's forehead. "Now, your companion is over there. Go!"

Following the direction of her finger, the princess spotted her servant wiping away tears nearby. She hurried over, embraced the weeping servant, gently wiped the tears from her eyes, and comforted her, "It's all right now. See? I've returned safely, haven't I? And look, I even met a very strange grandmother!" But when the princess turned around, the grandmother had already vanished without a trace.

The princess touched her forehead in puzzlement. Even the scar there had vanished. "Huh?" she murmured in surprise. "How did it disappear?"
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Chapter 6: Crocodile Pond

After recounting every detail of her bizarre encounter inside the red building to her servant, the servant scratched the back of his head in confusion and said, "I don't know what happened either, but I'm certain it was your kindness that saved you, Princess!"

The two chatted about their fascinating adventures on Magic Mountain, drifting off to sleep under the moon's gentle smile.

Early the next morning, the princess awoke to the aroma of her servant's roasting chicken. Poker, drooling, cheerfully announced to Princess Angie, "Princess, I just caught a pheasant! Now we finally have meat to eat."

Princess Angie and her servant continued their journey toward the mountain peak. Crossing the grassy meadow, they arrived at the edge of a vast forest. Towering camphor trees stood straight and tall on either side of the path, which was clearly visible.
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