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CHAPTER ONE 

A Chapter with a Secret 

That evening, Emmi and her brother and sister were planning something that was forbidden. The 

three of them were sitting on the corner bench in the kitchen preparing to do what must not be 

done. Emmi was cutting cucumbers into slices. Her sister Maddie was stirring the family’s special 

sauce and at the same time playing with her smartphone. And between them sat little Freddie, who 

was working hard at stuffing a mushroom into each ear. 

   All of them were giggling as they looked forward to doing the undo-able. 

   Only Professor Henry Brix, generally known as Dad, was not giggling. He was a specialist in the art 

of flying, had written five books on flight technology, and worked at the university. However, none 

of that was of any help to him at this moment in time. He kept glancing nervously towards the door, 

because he was scared stiff that Mum might catch them all red-handed. Because it was Mum who 

had forbidden them to do what they were going to do. But as she would be late home from work 

this evening, the children had persuaded their father to do the dangerous deed.  

   They were going to grill the sandwiches. Or to be more precise, they were going to have their 

sandwiches grilled. By Dad’s dragon. 

   Mum had absolutely, totally, completely and utterly forbidden any fire-spitting at mealtimes.  

   Dad’s dragon was sitting on one side, trying to make himself thin. This was very considerate of him, 

and was quite hopeless. His name was Henk, and he belonged to the species of blue dragon which 

everybody knows is rather large. And so Henk took up a rather large amount of kitchen space. He 
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was as long as two sofas, and as fat as one sofa. This always led to arguments between Dad and his 

fabulous beast. Dad thought that a dragon that size should at least try not to be fat. Henk, on the 

other hand, thought there was nothing nicer on Earth than pastries. 

  The dragon’s skin was a shiny blue, and on his head were two little horns and two green ears. He 

now rubbed his front paws together and shouted: “Let’s do it!” 

   There was great excitement, and all of them piled their plates high. Emmi made a mountain of 

bread, cheese, ham, tomato and, right on the top, a raw egg. Maddie helped herself to some 

vegetables, three eggs and a lot of the family’s special sauce. Little Freddie’s sandwich was so high 

that it fell off the plate, and Dad told him to be sensible. But Freddie still had mushrooms in his ears, 

so he didn’t hear him. 

   The three children put their plates down in front of Henk. Very skilfully the dragon spat out a series 

of small flames, and in no time had produced the most sizzling sandwiches in the history of 

sandwich-making. Everybody applauded wildly. 

   While they tucked into their feast, Dad asked, “So, Emmi, are you excited?”  

   “What about?” asked Emmi, though she knew perfectly well what he meant. 

   “Your Fabby Day, of course.” 

   Emmi bit into her sandwich and looked at Dad with her big blue eyes. She had tied her hair into a 

ponytail and was wearing a red sweater with a white collar. Nobody could have looked more 

innocent. 

   “Nah,” she said, “not at all.” 

   That was a complete lie. She was hugely excited. In fact for weeks she’d been thinking of nothing 

else. But as regards her “Fabby Day”, she had a secret that she was not going to share with anybody. 

   Dad ruffled her hair. “Just two more days,” he said. “Unbelievable! My little baby’s about to 

celebrate Fabby Day!” 

   Emmi’s heart pounded with excitement whenever she thought about it. In two days she would be 

ten years old. And like everyone else in Magitown, on her tenth birthday she would be given a 

fabulous beast of her very own. 

   “Please may I have another sandwich?” she asked, hoping to change the subject. She didn’t want 

to talk about her Fabby Day. 

   “What sort of fabby beast are you wishing for?” asked Maddie. She was now sprawled out on the 

bench with her legs up. Emmi loved her sister, but unfortunately she’d turned fourteen a few 
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months ago. Emmi had noticed that Maddie had only three ways of behaving: weird, fairly weird, 

and completely weird. She couldn’t play with Maddie any more now, because Maddie thought 

games were silly. 

   “Dunno,” said Emmi. 

    That was another lie. She did know what she wished for. And what a wish it was! It was as big as a 

hundred Christmas wishes and fifty birthday wishes put together. And it was crazy! Emmi didn’t dare 

to even say it out loud because she was afraid the others would laugh at her.   

   “Of course you know. Come on, tell us!” insisted Maddie. 

   She was the only one of the Brix children who already had a fabulous beast of her own, and that 

was a musical wild cat. Her name was Mexi. She had funny ears that stood out like brushes, and two 

small, neon green wings on her back – the same colour as her tail. Her lilac-coloured eyes gazed 

sweetly out into the world, and her skin was beautifully striped. When Emmi tried to cuddle her, she 

would generally scratch, but when Emmi didn’t have time, Mexi would  want to be cuddled.  

   Here is some useful information: you should never confuse a musical wild cat with a wild wild cat. 

Although a musical wild cat can sometimes go wild, it is completely harmless. A wild wild cat, 

however, may seem friendly, but its bite is poisonous and can make your hair fall out.  

   Mexi could play all sorts of instruments, but she was equally at home with household utensils. At 

this moment she was doing a drum roll on the table with two spoons as everybody looked at Emmi. 

But Emmi still insisted that she didn’t mind what sort of fabulous beast she was given.  

   There now followed a heated family discussion over what might be the best ever fabby beast. Each 

member of the family had different ideas. 

   Henk proudly announced, “There is nothing better than a dragon.” 

   Freddie wanted a gnome. “A gnome is the best thing you could possibly have,” he declared. “Even 

a baby knows that!” 

   Freddie Brix was just six years old, which meant it would be four more years until he got his own 

fabby beast. That annoyed him, and so he always dragged his cuddly gnome around with him. Its 

name was Fipps, and it had baggy sleeves, a red cap and a big nose. Freddie pretended that Fipps  

was a real live person, and so he used a special voice when he talked to it. That made Maddie cringe, 

but Emmi could well understand her little brother’s feelings. She wanted a fabby beast just as much 

as he did. 

   “I repeat,” said Henk, “there is nothing better than a dragon.” 
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   “A musical wild cat!” said Maddie. “That is the coolest fabby beast anyone could possibly have.” 

   “Your turn, Emmi,” said Mexi. “Come on, what do you think is the best?” 

   “I think they’re all great,” said Emmi quietly. 

    “But what do want to have?” insisted Mexi, jumping up onto the table. 

    “Do you want a gnome?” asked Freddie. 

    Dad picked the wild cat up off the table and put her down on the floor. “You’re not allowed to 

wish for any particular fabulous beast, as you very well know,” he said sternly. “You have to take 

what you’re given.” 

    “But that doesn’t stop you from wishing,” said Maddie rather cheekily. 

    “I wish for a gnome,” said Freddie. 

    “Enough now, all of you. What will come will come, and Emmi will like it, no matter what it is.” 

   The children looked at their father as if he was a midsummer snowman. It was one of those rare 

moments when the three of them were united. 

   “Do you think she’d like it even if it was a spitworm?” asked Maddie. 

    “Ugh, yuck, a spitworm!” giggled Freddie. 

    Emmi looked at her father, eager to hear what he would say. Henry Brix hesitated and scratched 

his head. There were lots of jokes about spitworms, because they were regarded as the most 

disgusting fabulous beasts that ever existed. But no one should ever say such a thing out loud – 

especially a university professor. And so Dad declared very seriously that if Emmi was given a 

spitworm, she would certainly love it very much. A spitworm? That was not what Emmi wanted, and 

she was very pleased that she wouldn’t be getting one. No, she was going to get something 

supremely superb. It was so supremely superb that she could scarcely imagine it herself. 

   She happily put a pork sausage on her bread, and Henk grilled it with a few flickers of flame. 

Everybody clapped, and Dad proudly slapped his dragon on the back. Then Freddie asked if Henk 

could also grill half sausages. The dragon said it would be child’s play, but then the half sausages 

seemed to give him a bit of trouble, so Maddie chopped them up into little pieces and held them out 

in front of Henk. 

   Dad looked nervously at the door and said this was going too far, but Henk loved the new job – one 

might say it fired him up. He wanted to show them how versatile he was, and so he spat out the 

teeny-weeniest of flames. 
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   It all went perfectly. Until the chopping board caught fire. And then the tablecloth. Dad poured 

apple juice over them and quickly extinguished the fire, but it meant goodbye to the chopping 

board. And the tablecloth now had a big hole in it. 

   “Lucky your mother hasn’t seen it,” sighed Dad. The chopping board and the tablecloth swiftly 

disappeared into the rubbish bin, and the kitchen window was opened wide to let in the fresh air. 

   Then they heard the front door slam. Emmi clapped her hand over her mouth, and Dad turned 

pale. 

 

[…] 

 

CHAPTER 5 

A chapter with a big surprise 

 

The next day was a Saturday. Emmi woke up especially early and especially excited. Today was her 

Fabby Day! At last it had arrived. She pushed the curtain to one side and looked up at a pink spring 

cloud that was floating across a bright blue sky. The bright and cheerful weather was perfectly suited 

to her bright and cheerful mood. 

   Unfortunately, it was only six o’clock. As the birthday girl couldn’t be the first of the family to get 

up, she had to spend hours lying in bed waiting. Hours? Well, that’s what it seemed like, though it 

was probably more like half an hour until she heard someone clattering around in the kitchen. Just 

before seven o’clock, her bedroom door opened. In came Freddie carrying a cake with ten candles. 

Henk followed him, and very carefully lit the candles with little flames, then gave Emmi a big wink. 

Peepy the flower sparrow did a loop the loop round the bedroom, dropping cornflowers, which were 

Emmi’s favourites. And the musical wild cat Mexi had brought her guitar, and the whole Brix family 

proceeded to serenade the fabby birthday girl. 

   Freddie sang extra loud into the candles to make the flames flicker, but Mum gave him a stop-it 

poke in the ribs. Freddie grinned. 

   Emmi rubbed her eyes and pretended that she had only just woken up. When the song ended, she 

blew the candles out, and everyone sat round her bed eating the cake. Mum and Dad said they 

couldn’t believe their little Emmi was now ten. Freddie wanted to unwrap all her presents, but she 
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wouldn’t let him. Maddie gobbled up three pieces of cake, but then she didn’t feel well and 

promptly fell asleep on Emmi’s bed. Mexi continued to play the guitar. 

   After breakfast, Emmi put on the lovely sailor’s costume that Mum had worn on her own Fabby 

Day. It fitted perfectly. Maddie tied Emmi’s hair into braids, and then did the same for herself, while 

Freddie nagged and nagged until Dad lent him one of his zip-up cardigans. Fipps the gnome also had 

to have a cardigan, and Freddie ran all round the flat shouting, “Fipps with zips!”  

   Then the family went to the courtyard at the back of the apartment block, where Henk was already 

waiting with his saddle on. The dragon would have preferred to live in a hangar, with a runway for 

take-offs and landings, but that was out of the question because the rent for hangars was sky high. 

That was why the Brix family lived in a perfectly normal flat at No. 7 Elfin Street.  

   The blue dragon was a brilliant flier. Nevertheless, because the courtyard was so narrow he 

sometimes knocked over the flowerpots that belonged to one of the neighbours, and that caused 

trouble with Mrs Smuggle on the third floor. After all, he was breaking her pots, and so once a 

month Dad went to the market and bought new pots for her. And light bulbs, because Henk often 

knocked over the lights. And wood glue, because sometimes he accidentally sat down on chairs or 

tables, and afterwards they had to be glued together again. 

    When everyone was seated on his back, Henk did a vertical take-off. All the flowerpots rattled, 

and Dad let out a sigh. 

   On Saturdays the sky over Magitown was not as crowded as it was during the week, and so the 

flight path was practically clear. Emmi wanted the dragon to fly faster, and he needed no second 

bidding. They fairly whizzed through the air. 

   “If the unicorn is there,” shouted Henk through the wind, “I’ll certainly have to have a new saddle.” 

   Mum said a new saddle would be too expensive. 

   “Mama!” cried Henk. Ever since Maddie had been born, he’d called Priscilla Brix ‘Mama’. “Mama , 

all these years I’ve carried this whole family on my back. I think I’ve earned a new saddle.” 

   Then Dad and his dragon had a discussion about how old the saddle was, and nobody in the street 

had a saddle older than Henk’s, and what Henk would really, really like was the latest model in light 

metal with a roof and Internet and a coffee machine. 

   The closer they came to the forest glade that lay to the north of Magitown, the faster Emmi’s heart 

pounded. Henk had scarcely completed the soft and skilful landing when she had jumped down off 

his back. 
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   Grandma Lily and Grandpa Billy were sitting on a bench waiting for them. As they didn’t have a 

flying fabby beast, they had come by car. Grandma Lily, who was always as pretty as a picture, was 

especially pretty today. She had done her grey hair up in curls, and was wearing a flowery dress with 

a red chain. Sitting on her lap was her own fabby creature, the cake rabbit Lola. She had white fur 

and one purple ear. Hanging from a belt was an assortment of spoons together with a large red dish. 

Lola baked biscuits and muffins and, most importantly, truly magnificent cakes. She was also a black 

belt in knitting needle jujitsu, and sometimes gave demonstrations of this martial art. 

   Grandpa Billy sat next to Grandma Lily in his suit, waistcoat and bow tie. He puffed at his pipe and  

looked at Emmi with smiling eyes. His tousled hair stuck up as usual from his head, and in the midst 

of the tangle sat his sitting frog Boris. He was also wearing a waistcoat, had a pipe in his mouth, and 

wore glasses – just like Grandpa. 

   It’s true what people say: sitting frogs like to sit. But it is a common mistake to believe that sitting 

frogs do nothing but sit. While they are sitting, they think extremely clever thoughts. Sitting frog 

Boris reckoned there were far too few humans who appreciated that fact. He liked to deliver long 

lectures about life. It has to be said, regrettably, that his lectures were frequently interrupted. 

   Emmi climbed onto Grandpa’s back, and then he ran off with her to the forest glade. Emmi 

shrieked, and Grandpa laughed. Boris was being jolted around on Grandpa’s head. “I wish,” he 

croaked, “that just for once this family would sit still and behave itself. Just this once!” 

   “But I am sitting still and behaving myself!” shouted Emmi with a laugh. 

   Grandpa stopped at the edge of the clearing and put her down. In the middle stood a single apple 

tree with knotty branches. It had been planted hundreds of years ago by one of the Brix family’s 

ancestors, and since then it had always been the family’s fabby tree. When a Brix child reached the 

age of ten, his or her birthday was celebrated under this tree. Sometimes it was covered in snow, 

and sometimes in green leaves, or even in apples.  Today it was crowned with blossoms. Emmi was 

so overcome with happiness that she did half a dozen cartwheels. 

   “At last!” she cried. “It’s come at last!” 

   Mum and Grandma were walking very slowly and, as if to make up for it, they were talking very 

fast. However, after a while they finally joined the rest of the family, and Mum put her hand on 

Emmi’s shoulder. 

   “Ready?” she asked. 

   Emmi nodded. 
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   They had discussed the ritual again and again, and in any case she had already seen it on Maddie’s 

Fabby Day. All the same, the excitement was almost unbearable. With astonishment she watched a 

mysterious mist rise up. A gentle breeze set a few petals whirling through the air. It really was 

magical. Only a unicorn could possibly come out of this mist. Everyone stood perfectly still – even 

Freddie. 

   Boris, the sitting frog, had been given the honour of making the speech. He climbed onto Henk’s 

head, which made a good lectern, and cleared his throat. 

   “Dear family, we have gathered here today in order to celebrate the Fabby Day of our beloved 

Emmi.” 

   “How long is Boris going to go on for?” asked Freddie. 

   “Shhh!” said Mum.    

    “To begin with, I should like make a few general observations about the bond between humans 

and their fabby beasts. As we all know…” 

    “Boris, will you please hurry up!” said Emma. 

    But the frog was not so easily put off. “Ahem…as we all know, fabby beasts are always  faithful to 

their humans, in good times and in bad times…” 

   “Grandpa, when’s he going to finish?” asked Emmi. 

   “Now,” said Grandpa with a grin. 

   “Oh, all right then!” said Boris, deeply offended, and he sulked all the way down the dragon’s long 

neck. 

    Dad gave Emmi a kiss, and Mum gave her the fabby sash. It was said to bring good luck if the 

birthday child made the sash together with other people. If it was true, Emmi would have lots of 

good luck, because everyone had helped to weave the brightly coloured wool – Mum and Dad, 

Maddie and Freddie, and Grandma and Grandpa. 

   Then Mum gave her the nod to go ahead. With thumping heart Emmi took a few steps forward. 

She left the family behind at the edge of the glade, and went on into the mist until she stood directly 

under the apple tree. And then she recited a poem which she had written herself: 

  

 

   “Dear fabby beast, I’ve read about you, 

    And now I cannot live without you. 
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    Today, just ten years since my birth, 

    I’ll have the loveliest thing on Earth. 

 

   You horn is magical, and you 

   Can do things no one else can do. 

   Emmi’s as happy as can be, 

   So unicorn, come now to me.” 

 

   In her excitement she forgot what she was supposed to do next, but after a moment in which 

nothing at all happened, she remembered. She bundled up the colourful sash and threw it high in 

the air. It unfolded itself and then very slowly hovered back downwards. 

   But still nothing happened. Emmi craned her neck forward, and took a few steps into the mist. 

“Hello? Unicorn? Are you there?” Nothing. Emmi  and all the family waited in suspense. Not a sound 

or movement anywhere. The fabby sash had almost reached the ground. 

  And then…a soft grunt. It echoed merrily through the magic mist and the delicate blossoms. The 

grass rustled. And out of the mist stepped a ball of pink flesh. “Stepped” is the wrong word. It sort of 

pattered. As soon as it saw Emmi, its eyes and mouth opened wide, and it did a jump. Towards 

Emmi. The jump itself made a funny noise, which reminded Emmi of the plop when Grandpa opened 

a bottle of wine. Plop, plop, plop… 

   And with one final plop, the pink ball jumped into Emmi’s arms, and she fell over backwards into 

the wet grass. The brightly coloured fabby sash wrapped itself round both of them, and tied them 

together as if by magic. But then it immediately loosened itself again and turned into a thousand tiny 

stars. These formed a glittering shower which the breeze scattered in all directions. 

   The invisible bond between Emmi and her fabby creature had been tied, and from now on they 

belonged to each other. 

   A horrified Emmi lay staring at the roly-poly pink thing that was sitting on her chest. 

   “Hi, Emmikins. It’s me! What do you think, eh?” 

   “Aaaargh!” screamed Emmi. “Mum! Dad! Help! It’s  a blubberblob!” 

   “A blubberblob?” asked the little creature, looking round. “Where? I can’t see any blubberblobs.” 

   “You!” shrieked Emmi. “You’re the blubberblob!” 
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   But it wasn’t a blubberblob at all. And it wasn’t a unicorn either – definitely not. It was a small, fat 

and very sweet pink piglet. It had a round snout and a curly tail and floppy little ears. But that was 

not all. Right in the middle of its forehead the piglet had a truly magnificent horn. It was made of 

gold and was twisted in a spiral, just like the horn of a unicorn. 

     

    

A pig with a horn and its heart in the right place! 

In Magitown, every child gets a fabulous creature for their tenth birthday. Emmi’s big day is just 

around the corner and she is quite sure her creature will be a unicorn, a graceful, delicate unicorn. 

But when the day arrives, what does she see trotting towards her through the magical mist? A 

unipig! Emmi cannot imagine a fabulous creature less magical than this plump pink dumpling.    

As luck would have it, half the school already knows that Emmi wanted a unicorn, so a unipig is of 

course quite simply the last thing in the world she needs just now. But Emmi doesn’t yet know quite 

how unique the unipig is!  

 

A heart-warming story of friendship and identity. 

    

     

      

 

    

    

    

 


