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Every child one day finds their own map.

Some discover this map in an attic, some in a friend's eyes, and some in their own loneliness. Adventure Time is the story of just such a discovery—it tells the story of where friendship, courage, and curiosity can take us in that magical age of childhood.

This story is about five children following their hidden destinies behind a seemingly chance meeting. Each of them learns, in their own way, what it means to grow up: to overcome fear, to bear the burden of friendship, and that sometimes loss can be a gift.

Pierre's innocent curiosity, which begins with the white rabbit, transforms into a journey where reality and fantasy intertwine. This adventure, stretching from the depths of that old mine to the story-filled world of La Fontaine, echoes in the mirror of both the past and the future.

This book is not just the story of an adventure, but also of a state of mind:

It is a call to remind us that it is still possible to remain a child, to believe, to dream.

As you read, I hope you remember your own "map."

Every journey is a step, every step a story.

– Melike Melis

Author
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ADVENTURE TIME
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Madame Enbor, the music teacher, had reached the very peak of her unbearable mannerisms. Standing in the middle of the grand hall with an air of unshakable confidence, she looked as though she were greeting thousands of admirers in some grand concert hall.

Pierre had told his father countless times that he disliked music, yet Mr. Gordon insisted that his son receive every possible form of education, so that one day he might grow into a learned and accomplished man. Mr. Gordon was a mining entrepreneur—but not an ordinary one. He chased after the world’s rarest and most precious minerals. A short while ago, after hearing an intriguing piece of news from his friend Albert, a diamond merchant in New York, he had set off for the small town of Venturey. There, on the outskirts of the settlement, he rented a derelict mansion—an old stone castle that had once belonged to a medieval lord—and moved in with his family.

Pierre despised the entire journey. His dearest friends were now far away, and the thought of starting anew in this remote place weighed heavily on him. To keep up with his old classmates, he was now tutored privately by several educated townsfolk—each hired by his father. Among them was Madame Enbor, the local church’s choir director, who gave him lessons in music.

She was a frail woman, pale-faced with striking green eyes, who liked to draw attention to her long blond hair tied in a tight bun above her head. Every now and then, she would adjust it with a nervous little twitch of her hand—a habit she seemed unable to control.

Pierre, who had no interest in developing any musical talent, found his own amusement in turning Madame Enbor into the star of an imaginary play. To him, she was not a teacher but an actress; he, the audience of a tedious drama. Often, to escape her endless lectures, he would plug his ears with wax stoppers—the kind used to keep water out while swimming—and hide them under his long brown hair.

Each lesson lasted two hours, with a short fifteen-minute break in between. Since he couldn’t hear a word, Pierre spent most of the time silently making up his own dialogues for Madame Enbor, sometimes even bursting into laughter at his private jokes. When her sharp eyes fell upon him, he would instantly go quiet.

On one such day, the lesson was nearly over. The golden sunlight streaming through the tall windows seemed to call every child outside. Pierre, gazing through the window, suddenly noticed something—there, on the green grass of the courtyard, stood a little white rabbit.

He longed for the lesson to end, but knowing that Madame Enbor would not release him early, he fixed his eyes on the clock, willing the time to pass. When he looked out again, the rabbit was gone. Since his father loathed animals, Pierre had never been allowed a pet; the sight of the rabbit puzzled him.

“What are you staring at?” Madame Enbor snapped.

Pierre couldn’t hear her words, but from her tone, he knew she was angry. He discreetly removed one earplug, realizing she had asked him a question—but unsure of what it was, he simply stood silent. She took his silence as renewed attention and went on lecturing.

Just then, the clock on the wall began to chime—cuckoo, cuckoo—as if announcing his deliverance. From a little wooden door above, a painted bird popped out, flashing bright yellow and green before vanishing again.

“Finally,” Pierre muttered.

While Madame Enbor gathered her belongings, he jumped from his chair and rushed to the window. Opening it wide, he poked his head out—and there it was again: the white rabbit, sitting by the far wall of the courtyard. Without a second thought, Pierre bolted from the room, dashed down the grand staircase, and crossed the hall toward the kitchen.

The cook, Sonya, was busy preparing dinner and hadn’t noticed him yet.

“Sonya, could you give me a few carrots?” he called out.

Startled, Sonya turned around, her knife mid-air. “Oh! So your lesson’s over, young master.”

“Yes! There’s a little white rabbit in the garden, and I want to feed it some carrots.”

“The carrots are in the back, right beside the potatoes. Go ahead and take some.”

“Thank you!”

As Pierre ran to fetch them, Sonya called after him, “Did you say—a rabbit, young master?”

“Yes! A cute, fluffy one—like a snowball! Yes, that’ll be his name—Snowball!”

“I suppose you remember how your father feels about animals...”

“I don’t care. Did he ask me what I thought before we moved here?”

“I didn’t realize you disliked our little town.”

“Oh, the town is lovely—but I have no friends here.”

Sonya sighed, understanding the loneliness behind his words. “Don’t worry, young master. You’ll make friends soon enough. School has just begun. Give it time.”

“I wish I could believe that. But everyone treats me like I’m some spoiled rich boy. No one wants to get close.”

“When they truly get to know you, that will change.”

“I hope so... or I’ll die of boredom here,” he grumbled, heading back out.

The rabbit was still there, nibbling at the grass. As Pierre approached, it twitched nervously and darted toward the back of the castle.

“Wait, little rabbit! I won’t hurt you! Look, I brought you food!”

But the rabbit didn’t stop. It slipped through a small hole at the base of the wall and vanished.

“So that’s your secret passage, eh?” Pierre chuckled.

An idea was forming. He ran back to the kitchen.

“Let me guess,” said Sonya, “you lost him?”

“Yes, but I know how to catch him now! I’ll need a long piece of rope—and a basin.”

“Oh, I see. You’re planning to set a trap.”

“Exactly! I’ll tie the rope to a stick, balance the basin over it, and place the carrots underneath. When Snowball comes to eat, I’ll pull the string and trap him!”

Sonya smiled. “I can give you a clothesline and a basin. But what will you do once you’ve caught him?”

“He’ll be my friend. I’ll take care of him.”

“And your father?”

“He must never know. You’ll help me hide him when Father’s around, and I’ll take him back when he leaves.”

“You’re asking me to be your accomplice?”

“Yes—and I’ll pay you from my allowance!”

She laughed softly. “I don’t need your money, young master. But perhaps I want something else. My little brother, Sani, adores rabbits. I could introduce you. He doesn’t have many friends either—you two might make a good pair.”

Pierre brightened. “Deal! But first, I must catch Snowball.”

“Good luck then,” she said warmly.

Pierre took the rope, the basin, and a stick, and hurried to the rabbit’s hole behind the castle. He tied the rope around the middle of the stick, propped the basin on top, and placed the carrots beneath it. Then he hid behind the wall, heart pounding with excitement.

At last, the white rabbit appeared again. Pierre could hardly breathe. The little creature moved cautiously, sniffing at the air, circling the trap as if sensing danger. Then—its paw brushed the string. The stick shifted, the basin fell, and the rabbit was caught.

Pierre dashed forward and lifted the basin. Just as the rabbit was about to slip away, he caught it in his hands. Its fur was soft as cloud, its tiny heart fluttering like a drum beneath his fingers. The bright red eyes stared up at him in fright.

“Don’t be afraid, little one,” he whispered gently. “You’re safe now. We’re going to be the best of friends. Your name is Snowball, and you’ll never go hungry again. I’ll even build you a house—a fine one. But for now, I must hide you in the woodshed. Father mustn’t find out.”

Pierre stroked Snowball’s head gently so the rabbit wouldn’t be frightened, and quickened his pace toward the house—eager to show Sonya his prize. He had no idea his mother was watching him from the window.

He had just crossed the great gate of the manor and was heading straight for the kitchen when a voice stopped him cold.

“What do you have there, Pierre?”

He knew that voice at once—his mother’s. Pierre crouched instinctively, trying to hide the little rabbit behind his back.

“Nothing, Mother,” he said, his face flushing. Madame Boreney came toward him. Pierre pressed the rabbit closer against himself as she reached him. She stroked his hair and said softly,

“You must make him a home, and you must hide him from your father. In the attic there are old sponges and clothes. Use them—this will be our little secret, alright, my child?”

“You’re not angry?” he asked.

“No. I know how bored you are here. I’m glad you found a friend.”

“Thank you, Mother.”

Sonya, who had heard the conversation from the doorway, stepped out with a smile to watch the mother and son.

“So you caught him at last, young master?” she said.

“He caught himself, really—he tripped over the string and rolled under the basin.” Pierre grinned.

“Then it’s my turn. As I promised, I’ll introduce you to Sani.”

“That would make me very happy. He should come right away—then we can build Snowball’s house together.”

Madame Boreney winked at Sonya. Sonya nodded in return and left the manor, mounted her bicycle by the outer gate, and began to pedal down the road toward town.

Pierre was playing with his new friend in the yard when the ring of Sonya’s bicycle bell reached him. He ran to the gate. Another child stood beside Sonya—almost the same age as Pierre, reluctant to come inside. His cheeks were plump as if a bee had stung them, a big belly beneath short trousers held up with suspenders over his shoulders so they wouldn’t fall. He wore a faded blue sweater with the sleeves rolled up to his elbows; his hair was a pale black and his face freckled.

“Come on, Sani—say hello,” Sonya urged, pulling her brother toward the manor. He clutched her hand and whispered, “Don’t leave me alone. I told you—this house has ghosts.”

“Oh, nonsense,” Sonya replied. “I’ve worked here for months and I’ve never seen a ghost. Come on in; I promised Pierre you’d help make a home for his rabbit.”

Reluctantly, Sani stepped through the door. Pierre watched him carefully, never once letting Snowball slip from his arms. As Sani entered, Pierre pressed the rabbit to his chest and offered his free hand.

“My name is Pierre. Thank you for coming.”

“I’m Sani. My sister forced me.”

“Sani, behave yourself,” Sonya chided, casting a sharp look at her brother. “I’m going back to work now. Make a good home for Snowball, please.”

Sonya left, and Pierre, sensing Sani’s fear, tried to understand why the boy was so afraid.

“Why don’t you want to come, Sani?” he asked.

“Because this house is full of ghosts. Before you moved in, no one wanted to live here.”

Pierre laughed. Even if they were the same age, he felt better educated. He dismissed the idea as childish.

“There aren’t any ghosts here, Sani. It’s probably stories made up to keep children away.”

“Think what you will,” Sani said. “The town watchman—Ivan—was last seen going into this house and never came out. Ask Sheriff Vegney. They searched the house from top to bottom and found nothing. Ivan’s been missing for years. People say the ghosts took him.”

“Maybe Ivan simply left town and left a story behind,” Pierre suggested.

“Why would he do that?”

“Maybe he’d done something wrong and didn’t want to be found. He could have used this house’s story, slipped in through the front door, and left by the back fence into the woods.”

“You write a fine tale,” Sani said. “But I don’t think that’s it.”

Pierre waved the subject away. “Anyway, I’ve never seen a ghost. You don’t have to be afraid. Let’s go up to the attic. My mother said we can use the old sponges and clothes. I want to build a new home for Snowball in the woodshed.”

“I’m not coming—ghosts like attics best,” Sani said.

“Are you scared?”

“Yes.”

“If I prove there are no ghosts in the attic, will you come?”

“I don’t know—maybe.”

“Hold Snowball. I’ll climb up and then wave from the window. Deal?”

“Deal.”

Pierre handed Snowball to Sani and raced for the attic ladder. The heat up there was stifling at first, but when he opened the small window the stale air shifted and felt easier. Sani stood below in the yard, eyes fixed on the attic window. Pierre waved down and called out, “There’s nothing to be afraid of—just the smell of old wood and worn things.”

Sani had promised, and a promise must be kept. Besides, Pierre would not be thought a coward; he had no wish to be mocked. Reluctantly, Sani climbed after him.

Pierre was right—there were old sponges and clothes in the little attic room. They gathered a few pieces and prepared to go back down when Sani’s attention was caught by something else. On the left, set a little above the floor, a small wooden cupboard door was revealed. It had been painted over when the castle rooms were redecorated and had almost lost itself in the wall.

“Do you see that door, Pierre?” Sani asked, his finger trembling as he pointed. For some reason the sight of it unnerved him; he’d heard nothing good about the house. Pierre set his bundles aside and approached the door, but Sani gripped his sleeve.

“Don’t—don’t open it. It might lead to the room where the ghosts live.”

“Don’t be ridiculous. It’s just an old storage cupboard.”

“I’m not so sure.”

“I’m going to see what’s inside.”

“Don’t! You’ll wake the ghosts.”

“Come on, Sani—there are no ghosts.”

“How do you know?”

“I don’t. But I’ll show you.”

“Please, Pierre, listen to me once.”

Pierre didn’t listen. He took hold of the iron latch and, for a moment, a chill ran up his spine. He hid it from Sani and pulled. The hinges creaked, and behind the little wooden door a small room filled with cobwebs revealed itself.

“My goodness, Sani—do you see this?” Pierre whispered. What startled him most was a small chest, exquisitely made, sitting within. Sani’s eyes lit up.

“Do you think it’s a treasure chest?” he breathed.

“Maybe—we won’t know until we open it.”

They knelt on the dusty floor, hands trembling with excitement. Pierre brushed the spiderwebs away, took the chest, and set it in the center of the room. He drew back the clasp slowly and lifted the lid. Inside lay a book bound in leather. Pierre eased it out carefully. The cover was dust-coated and marked with strange symbols unlike any language he knew. When he opened it, the first page revealed a map, drawn with runes and peculiar signs. The book held five pages—each a different map adorned with mysterious symbols.

“It’s a treasure map, Pierre!” Sani cried. Pierre felt the same rising thrill.

“I can’t read what’s written, but I think you’re right—this must be a treasure map.”

“How will we read it?” Sani asked.

“I know someone who can.”

“Who?”

“My history teacher, Mr. Bruno.”

“But if we show it to him he’ll take it from us.”

“I’m not that foolish. I’ll copy the symbols onto another sheet and show him only the copy.”

“That sounds like a good plan.”

“Come on—let’s start right away.”

Pierre carefully copied the symbols from the map’s cover onto a fresh sheet of paper. Then, with Sani at his side, he mounted his bicycle and sped down the road toward town.

Mr. Bruno, the old history teacher, lived alone in a small two-story house at the edge of the village. The boys left their bicycles by the gate and knocked. When the door opened, the old man’s face lit up.

“Pierre! How nice to see you—and you must be Sani. Come in, boys, come in. I’ll fetch you some sweets.”

They entered quietly. Mr. Bruno disappeared into the kitchen and soon returned with a bowl full of candies. He handed each of them a few and placed the bowl on the table.

“So then,” he said, lowering himself into an armchair. “What brings you here today?”

Pierre hastily cracked his candy between his teeth and swallowed before holding out the paper.

“We thought you might be able to read these symbols, Mr. Bruno.”

The old man took the sheet, slipped on the thick-lensed glasses that stood by the window, and peered closely at the marks. A curious look passed over his face.

“Hm... I’m not sure,” he muttered. “This resembles a very ancient script. I’m afraid I can’t help you, boys.”
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