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“Those hidden beneath the donkey skin often carry the heart of a prince.”


Inspired by the fairy tale Peau d‘Âne (Donkeyskin) by Charles Perrault (1628–1703)









for Heike, Katja and Lollo


With your donkey-like patience, you inspired this book.
Thank you for the precious time we share, for your warmth and lightness of heart.


for Leni and Anni


In the hope of many adventures yet to come together!










PREPARATION


The stories in this book were inspired by many stays in one of the most beautiful and peaceful places on Earth: a small village in the Dolomites.


Here, respectful and trusting interactions, a sense of togetherness, and a deep reverence for nature — paired with warm-hearted hospitality — are still cherished, preserved, and passed on to future generations, despite the modern influences of our often jaded society.


Heart-stirring, magical, and breathtaking encounters with nature, as well as warm and genuine human connections, form the source of creativity and the foundation of the tales, stories, and mood pieces that follow.


This book is meant for children and for grown-ups who remain curious and open-minded.


If you tend to take the world too seriously and lack a sense of humor, this book may not be to your liking. If laughing isn’t your thing, you’d better put it down now — or risk hearing a giggling donkey’s bray at the most unexpected moment!


Should you, dear reader, recognize similarities between yourself and any of the characters, I thank you warmly for your kind willingness to make a bit of a donkey of yourself — all in the spirit of a carefree, joyful, and humorous world. Every encounter in life carries a deeper meaning. Let us do our part to ensure that something positive comes from ours. Even a small smile can be contagious — and often the beginning of many wonderful things to come…










ARRIVAL


Amid gentle hills, where the majestic Dolomites reach for the sky and sunsets paint the horizon with Instagram-worthy colors, lies an idyllic little village perched on a sun-drenched plateau. With each breath of crystal-clear mountain air, the worries of everyday life seem to dissolve effortlessly.


Welcome to a mountain village where tourism inspires curious stories and the magic of the mountains turns every moment into an unforgettable experience. Here, one guest may feel as though time has stood still, while another is concerned only with the strength of the hotel’s Wi-Fi.


On the edge of this picturesque village stands a lovingly run nature hotel — the enchanting home of our five main characters. A charming herd of donkeys works full-time as part of the hotel’s entertainment program. With their kind eyes and gentle natures, Amira, Arca, Antonia, Ombretta, and August are the true stars, adding a special charm to the paddock along the forest’s edge above the hotel.


In this dreamy, peaceful corner of the world, where gentle donkeys share their quiet wisdom about life while grazing lazily in the sun, our little tales begin. Snapshots full of love, adventure, and a pinch of self-irony — because everyone knows that reality is not always as flawless as an Instagram filter or a polished YouTube video might suggest.
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POLISHED CONVERSATION


The late summer morning on the high plains of the Dolomites exudes an almost otherworldly beauty. The sun sits high in the sky, casting golden light over meadows that stretch as far as the eye can see, sprinkled with wildflowers swaying gently in a soft breeze. The vibrant green fields contrast strikingly with the rugged cliffs of the Dolomites, whose peaks rise majestically in the distance.


The sky is a brilliant, deep blue, broken only by a few drifting clouds. The air is rich with the scent of flowers and grasses, mingled with a hint of resin from scattered pines and larches. From afar comes the soft, calming sound of cowbells, revealing the presence of grazing cattle.


It is a place and a moment made for pausing — a chance to sink into nature at its most pristine.


Breakfast at the hotel is drawing to an close, and the first day hikers are already passing the donkey paddock.


Amira plucks a tuft of juicy grass and glances with amusement at the guests below, who are trying to coax her over to the fence. She turns to her companions. “Do you see that? These people talk to us as if we could answer them!”


Arca bursts out laughing. “Yeah, it’s always hilarious. ‘Hey there, how are you today, little donkey?’ What do they expect? That we’ll say, ‘Oh, I’m doing great, thanks for asking!’”


Antonia shakes her head, grinning. “And the questions! ‘Do you like carrots?’ What else am I supposed to like? Sushi?”


“I’d love to reply, ‘No, I prefer a well-made salad with dandelion dressing.’ That would really blow their minds,” giggles Ombretta.


“I always want to say, ‘My favorite snack? A gourmet thistle with a de-constructed carrot and a trio of fresh meadow grass, thank you very much. After all, this is a four-star-plus hotel!’” mocks August.


“Ha! Gourmet thistle! Good one,” Amira chuckles. “Someone recently asked me, ‘Do you like living here?’ Do I have a choice? ‘No, actually, I’m planning to move to Paris next year!’”


August gasps for air, laughing. “Right! I’ve heard the hay in Paris is delicate, but the cost of living is sky-high and the green spaces are tiny.”


Arca nods toward a guest at the fence who has been waving nonstop. “Look at that guy. He’s been trying all week to ask if I recognize him. Of course I recognize him! He’s the one who wears the same outfit every day and always asks the same question. How forgetful does he think I am?”


Amira snorts. “Now, that would be an answer: ‘Yes, I know you. You’re the one who forgets everything — like a squirrel constantly misplacing its nuts!’”


Arca grins broadly. “Or when they ask how old we are. ‘I’m 25, but I look like 10. Good genes, you know!’”


August nods. “And when they ask if we’re happy. ‘Well, aside from not having TV or internet, I’m pretty content.’”
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Ombretta laughs so hard she almost drops her carrot. “Or: ‘Thanks for asking — I’m currently working on my memoirs, which will be published soon.’”


Antonia waggles her ears. “Maybe we should just start mooing when they talk to us. That would definitely confuse them.”


“Don’t even joke about that!” Arca protests. “They might actually tie a bell around our necks.”


“I prefer staring into the distance and pretending I’m deep in thought. ‘I’m currently meditating on the mysteries of the universe,’” muses Om-bretta.


Arca sighs contentedly. “It would be so funny if we could really answer them. But then we’d have nothing left to entertain ourselves with.”


Amira smiles. “You’re right, Arca. It’s fun imagining responses. But at the end of the day, we’re just happy donkeys enjoying our time in the paddock.”


“And as long as they feed us and treat us kindly, they can ask whatever they want,” Antonia agrees.


Amira raises her carrot — still sticking out of her mouth — in a symbolic toast. “To curious humans and their quirky questions! May they always make us smile.”


Arca lifts her carrot as well. “To the two-legged creatures and their endlessly entertaining attempts at conversation! Salute!”


All the donkeys laugh and chime in: “Ha-ha, Salute!”
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