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Chapter One
Doctor Gaspar Amery Has a Busy Day

The time of magicians has passed. And there probably never were any, to
begin with. They must have been made up to fool very little children. But
there really were very smart and nimble jugglers who could trick the crowd
watching them, and that is why people believed there were wizards and
magicians.

Once upon a time, there was a doctor whose name was Gaspar Arnery. A
simple-minded person, or an idler at a country fair, or a half-baked student
might think he was a magician, for the doctor could do wonderful and
unusual things that really looked just like magic. But he was nothing at all
like the fakers and magicians who fooled the trusting, simple people.

Doctor Gaspar Arnery was a scientist. He had studied a hundred different
sciences, and there was not another person in all the land as wise and educat-
ed as he. Evervone knew how wise he was: the miller, the soldiers, all the
ladies, even the Palace ministers. This is the song the schoolboys sang about
him:



Doctor Gaspar Arnery—

What a clever man is he!

He can trap the sliest fox,

He can crack the hardest rocks,
He can fly from here to Mars,
He can reach the farthest stars!

One lovely day in June, Doctor Gaspar Arnery decided to set off on a long
walk to gather some grasses and beetles for his collection.

Doctor Gaspar was not young any more, and so he was afraid of the wind
and the rain. Whenever he left the house he would tie a warm scarf round his
neck, put on a pair of spectacles to keep the dust out of his eyes, and take
along his walking stick to lean on and keep him from stumbling. When he
started out he always took a lot of trouble to have everything just so.

It was a beautiful day. The sun did nothing but shine, the grass was so
green it made your mouth water just to look at it, the air was full of dande-
lion fuzz, birds chirped, and there was a light breeze.

“Ah, how lovely,” said the doctor. “But I'd better take my cape, just in
case. Summer days are so changeable. It might begin to rain.”

When he had made sure that everything was in order at home, he wiped
his spectacles clean, picked up his green leather bag and set off.

The best places for gathering grasses and beetles were out in the country
beyond the town, near the Palace of the Three Fat Men. This was where the
doctor usually went. The Palace of the Three Fat Men stood in the middle of
a huge park. The park was surrounded by deep trenches. There were black
iron bridges across them. And the bridges were guarded by Palace Guards
in black oilskin hats with yellow feathers. All around the park, as far as the
eye could see, were meadows full of flowers, little groves of trees, and ponds.
It was a wonderful place for walks. The most interesting kinds of grasses
grew here, the prettiest beetles buzzed here and the birds always sang most
sweetly.

“It’s too far to walk,” the doctor thought. “I’ll only go to the end of
town, and then I’ll take a cab to the Palace park.”

There was a big crowd in the square near the town gates.

*Is it Sunday today?” the doctor wondered. “No, I don’t think so. It's
Tuesday.”

He came a little closer.

The entire square was full of people. There were workers in grey jackets
with green cuffs, sailors with weather-beaten faces, rich merchants in colored



vests whose wives wore great pink skirts; there were traders with pitchers,
trays, cans of ice-cream and braziers; there were skinny street actors dressed
in green, yellow and other bright colors, looking just like patchwork quilts;
there were very little boys pulling shaggy brown dogs by the tails.

Everyone was pushing towards the town gates which were as tall as a
house and made of iron. The gates were shut tight.

“Why are the gates shut?” the doctor wondered.

The crowd was noisy, people were shouting and arguing, but it was impos-
sible to understand what it was all about. The doctor went over to a young
woman holding a big grey cat and asked:

“Would you kindly tell me.what’s going on? Why are there so many
people here? Why is everyone so angry? And why are the town gates
shut?”

“The Guards won’t let anyone out of town.”

“Why nﬂt?”

“So they won’t be able to help those who left before and are now on their
way to the Palace of the Three Fat Men.”

“I'm sorry, miss, but I don’t understand what you mean.”

“My goodness! Don’t you know that Prospero the Gunsmith and Tibul
the Acrobat led the people to storm the Palace of the Three Fat Men?”

“Prospero the Gunsmith?”

“Yes. There are Guards on the other side of the gates. No one can leave
town. And the Palace Guards will kill off everyone who had gone with Pros-
pero.”

Just then they heard a boom.

The young woman dropped her fat cat. It plopped to the ground like a
piece of raw dough. The crowd roared.

“l seem to have missed a very important event,” the doctor thought.
“That’s because I stayed at home this past month, working day and night,
and my door was locked. I simply had no idea of what was going on.”

In the distance a cannon boomed several times. The sound bounced like a
ball and rolled along on the wind. Doctor Gaspar was not the only one to get
frightened and stumble backwards. The crowd scattered. Children began to
cry, pigeons flew up flapping their wings loudly, and the dogs began to howl.

The cannon boomed again and again. The crowd began to push towards
the gates, shouting:

“Prospero! Prospero!™

“Down with the Three Fat Men!”

Doctor Gaspar didn’t know what to do. He was well known, and now
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many people recognized him. Some rushed towards him, as if he could
protect them. But the doctor himself was close to tears.

“What’s going on there? How can we find out? Maybe the people are
winning, but then again, maybe they’ve all been killed?”

A dozen people ran towards an old house with a high tower in the corner
of the square where three narrow streets met. The doctor decided to join
them. The ground floor was occupied by a laundry. It was as dark as a cellar
inside. A winding staircase led up to the tower. Some light came through the
tiny windows, but it was hardly enough to see by. Everyone climbed slowly
and with difficulty, because the stairs were rickety and there was no railing.
Imagine how hard it was for Doctor Gaspar to reach the top! When he had
climbed only twenty steps, the others heard him shout in the darkness:

“Help! My heart’s bursting! And I've lost the heel of my shoe!”

As for his cape, the good doctor had lost it back on the square, after the
cannon had boomed for the tenth time.

There was a platform at the top of the tower with a stone railing all
around it. Here one could see for at least thirty miles away. But there was no
time to admire the view, though it was really pretty. Everyone was looking
towards the scene of battle.

“I have a pair of .binoculars. I always take along a pair of binoculars with
eight lenses,” Doctor Gaspar said. ““Here, have a look,” he added and unho-
oked the strap. The binoculars were passed round.

Doctor Gaspar saw a great many people in the fields. They were running
towards the town. They were fleeing. From afar they looked like colored
flags. Palace Guards on horseback were chasing them.

The doctor thought it all looked like a picture in a magic lantern. The sun
was shining brightly, the grass glittered, cannon balls burst like puffs of cot-
ton, The powder flames shot up just as if someone were catching sunbeams
in a mirror. The horses pranced, reared up and spun around. A white smoke
veiled the park and the Palace of the Three Fat Men.

“They’re running away!”

“They’re running away! The people have been beaten!”

The running men were getting closer and closer. Many of them fell on the
way. From the top of the tower they looked like colored rags falling on the
grass.

A cannon ball whizzed over the square.

Someone got frightened and dropped the binoculars.

The cannon ball burst, and everyone standing on the platform at the top
of the tower rushed back down the stairs.
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The locksmith caught his leather apron on a hook. He turned round, saw
something terrible and shouted at the top of his voice:

“Run for your lives! They’ve captured Prospero the Gunsmith! They’ll
be inside the gates any minute!”

There was a mad scramble in the square.

The crowd rushed away from the gates and ran down the little streets
leading off the square. The noise of the shooting was deafening.

Doctor Gaspar and two other men stopped on the third floor landing.
They looked through the narrow window built in the thick wall.

There was just room for one of them to have a good look. The other two
could only get a peep from behind his head.







Doctor Gaspar was one of the two who could only peep. But even that
was more than enough to see the horrible things that were going on.

The great iron gates flew open. About three hundred people rushed
through them. These were workers in grey cloth jackets with green cuffs.
They fell to the ground bleeding.

The Guards galloped right over them, swinging their swords and shooting.
The yellow feathers in their shiny black oilskin hats fluttered in the wind.
The horses opened their foaming red mouths and rolled their eyes.

“Look! Look! There’s Prospero!” the doctor cried.

They were dragging him along at the end of a rope. He stumbled, fell and
rose again. His red hair was matted
with blood, and there was a big
noose round his neck.







“Prospero has been captured!™ the doctor cried again.

Just then a cannon ball hit the laundry. The tower leaned, swayed, stea-
died for a moment, and then came crashing to the ground.

The doctor tumbled downstairs, losing his other heel, his walking stick, his
bag and his spectacles on the way.







Chapter Two
Ten Scaffolds

It was a lucky fall: Doctor Gaspar did not crack his head, nor broke his
bones. But no matter how luckily one may fall from a toppling tower, it’s
far from pleasant, especially if you are not young (or, rather, are old), as
Doctor Gaspar Arnery was. The good doctor fainted from fright.

When he came to, it was evening. He looked about.

“Oh, dear! My spectacles are broken. When I look round without them, I
see things just as poorly as someone with good eyes does when he puts on
spectacles. It’s most distressing.”

Then he began to grumble about his lost heels. .

“I'm short enough as it is, and now I'll be at least an inch shorter. Perhaps
even two inches shorter, since I lost both heels. No, I guess I'll only be one
inch shorter after all.”

He was lying on top of a pile of broken bricks. The tower had crumbled,
all but a narrow piece of wall that stuck up out of the ground like a bone.
He could hear the sound of music coming from afar. It was a lively waltz,
carried on the wind. The doctor raised his head. Black broken beams hung
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above him. Stars were shining in the blue-green evening sky.

“I wonder where the music’s coming from?”

The doctor was beginning to feel chilly without his cape. There was not a
sound to be heard in the square. He groaned as he picked himself up from
among the fallen stones. Then he stumbled on someone’s large boot. The
locksmith was lying across a beam, gazing up at the sky. The doctor shook
him. But the locksmith did not move. He was dead.

The doctor raised his hand to take off his hat.

“I've lost my hat, too,” he said. “Now, where shall [ go?”

He left the square. There were people lying on the road. The doctor bent
over each one and saw the stars reflected in their eyes. He touched their fore-
heads. They were dead.

“So that’s how it is!” he whispered. “That means the people have been
beaten. What will become of us?”

Half an hour later he reached a crowded, brightly lit street. He was very
tired. He was hungry and thirsty, too. Here the town looked as it always did.

The doctor stood at a crossing, resting from his long walk. “How strange,”
he thought. “There are colored lights shining in the windows, carriages roll
by, glass doors open and shut. People are dancing in that house. They’re pro-
bably having a party. There are Chinese lanterns swinging over the dark
waters. It’s just as if it were yesterday here. Don’t they know what happened
this morning? Didn’t they hear the shooting and the cries of the wounded?
Don’t they know that the people’s leader, Prospero the Gunsmith, has been
captured? But perhaps nothing really happened, perhaps it was all a bad
dream?”

There was a street lamp on the corner and carriages were lined up along
the sidewalk. Flower girls were selling roses, and coachmen were talking to
them.

“He was dragged through the town with a rope round his neck. Poor man!”

“They’ve put him in an iron cage. And the cage is in the Palace of the
Three Fat Men,” said a fat coachman in a light-blue top hat with aribbon on it.

Just then a fine lady and a little girl came up to buy some roses.

“Who have they put in a cage?” the fine lady asked.

“*Prospero the Gunsmith. The Guards captured him.”

“Thank goodness!" she said.

Her daughter began to sniffle,

“Why are you crying, silly?” the fine lady said. “Are you sorry for the
gunsmith? You shouldn’ be. He’s a very bad man. Now, just look at these
lovely roses.”

18



There, in bowls that were full of water and leaves, the large roses floated
as slowly as swans.

“Take these three. And stop crying. They're all rebels. If you don’t put
such people in iron cages, they’ll take away our houses, our fine clothes
and our roses. And then they’ll kill us.”

A boy ran by. First, he pulled at the lady’s embroidered cape, then he
tugged the girl’s pigtail.

“Hey, Countess!” he shouted, “Prospero the Gunsmith is locked up in a
cage, but Tibul the Acrobat is free!”

“You dreadful boy!”

The lady stamped her foot and dropped her bag. The flower girls laughed.
A fat coachman lost no time in asking the fine lady if she would care to get
in his carriage and drove away. The fine lady and her daughter drove off.

“Hey, you! Wait a minute!” one of the flower girls shouted to the boy.
“Come back here and tell us what you know.”

Two coachmen climbed down from their boxes. Shuffling forward in their

long coats with five small capes attached to the collars they came up to the
flower girls.

19



“That’s some whip! It sure is a beauty!” the boy thought as he looked at

the coachman’s long whip. He would have loved to-have one like it, but he

knew he never would. (/
“What did you say?” the coachman asked in a deep voice. “Did you say

Tibul the Acrobat is free?”

“So I heard. I was down at the docks...”
“Didn’t the Guards kill him?” the other coachman asked in an equally

deep voice.
“No, they didn’t. Pretty miss, will you give me a rose?”
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=" “Wait, stupid! Tell us what
e —a happened.”

“Well, it was like this. At
first, everyone thought he’d
been killed. So they looked for

him among the dead, but couldn’t find him.”

“Perhaps they tossed him into the river!” one of the coachmen said. At
that point a beggar joined them. ;

“Who was tossed into the river?” he asked. “Tibul the Acrobat’s not a kit-
ten to be tossed into the river! He’s alive! He escaped!”

“You’re lying!” the coachman said.

“Tibul’s alive!” the flower girls cried joyfully.

The boy stole a rose from a bowl and dashed off. Several drops from the
wet flower landed on the doctor. He wiped them off his face. They were as
bitter as tears. Then he came closer to hear what else the beggar would say.

But something happened then that stopped the conversation. A strange
procession was coming down the street. At the head of it were two men on
horseback carrying lighted torches which flowed in the wind like fiery beards.
Rolling slowly behind them was a black carriage with a coat of arms painted
on the door.
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Behind the carriage came the carpenters. There were a hundred carpenters
in all.

Their sleeves were rolled up, they were ready for work. They wore aprons
and carried their saws, planes and tool boxes. Guards rode along both sides
of the procession. They had to keep reining in their horses for the animals
wanted to gallop off.

“What’s going on? What’s all this about?” people in the street asked each
other anxiously.

Sitting in the black carriage with the coat of arms on the door was an offi-
cial of the Three Fat Men Council. The flower girls were frightened. They
pressed their hands to their cheeks as they looked at his head. It could be
seen through the carriage window. The street was brightly lit. The black-wigged
head bobbed up and down. It looked as if a big bird was inside the carriage.

“Move along! Get moving!” the Guards shouted.

“Where are the carpenters going?” a little flower girl asked the Captain of
the Guards.

“The carpenters are going to build scaffolds! Now do you understand?
The carpenters are going to build ten scaffolds!” he shouted right in her face
and so fiercely that her hair blew in all directions.

inDh!'J'J

The flower girl dropped her bowl. The water with the floating roses
poured out on the pavement.

“They're going to build scaffolds!” the doctor repeated in terror.

“Yes, scaffolds!” the Guard shouted, turning back and baring his teeth.
Above them were moustaches that looked like boots. “Scaffolds for all the
rebels! They'll all have their heads chopped off! All who dare rise up against
the Three Fat Men!™

The doctor felt dizzy. He thought he might faint.

“It’s been too much for one day,” he thought. “Besides, I'm awfully
hungry and tired. I'd better hurry back home.”

Yes, it was about time the doctor got some rest. He was so overcome by
all that had happened, by all he had seen and heard, that he didn’t even
think his flight together with the tower earlier in the day was very unusual.
He was not even bothered by the loss of his hat, cape, walking stick, and
the heels of his shoes. Worst of all, though, was that he had lost his
spectacles. So he hired a cab and headed for home.



Chapter Three
Star Square

As the doctor drove along the broad paved streets that were brighter than
parlors, a chain of street lights rushed past the carriage. The lights were like
glass balls filled with bright boiling milk. Clouds of tiny insects buzzed, flut-
tered and died round the glass balls. The carriage rolled along embankments,
past high stone walls on which bronze lions holding shields in their paws
stuck out their long tongues. Below the water flowed sluggishly, black and
shiny as tar. The town was reflected upside down in the water, it was trying
to float away, but it couldn’t get loose and dissolved in soft golden spots
instead. He rode over bridges that were curved like arches. From below or
from the opposite bank they looked like cats arching their iron backs before
springing. There were sentries at the approach to every bridge. They sat
around on their drums, smoking their pipes, playing cards and yawning as

they stared at the stars. Doctor Gaspar looked about and listened as he drove
on.
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From the streets, from the houses, from the open tavern windows and
from behind the park fences he could hear snatches of a song:

They 've caught the horrid Prospero
And caged him like an ape,

With an iron collar round his neck—
To see he won't escape!

A drunken fop was singing it, too. The fop’s aunt had just died. She had a
lot of money, still more ugly freckles and not a single other relative. The
fop had just inherited all his aunt’s money. That is why he was angry at the
people for rising up against the rule of the rich.

There was a big act on at the animal show. Three fat and hairy monkeys
on a wooden stage were supposed to be the Three Fat Men. A terrier was
playing the mandolin. A clown dressed in a bright red suit with a golden sun
on his back and a golden star on his stomach was reciting a poem to the
music:

These Three Fat Men—so fat are they,
They drink and gobble night and day.
The only pastime that they know

Is to watch their bellies grow.

Beware, faft pigs, the time will come
When you will pay for what you've done.

*The time will come!™ bearded parrots screeched from all sides.

There was a terrible din. The animals in the cages began to bark, growl,
chatter and whistle.

The monkeys dashed to and fro on the stage. It was hard to tell their arms
from their legs. Finally, they jumped down, scrambling over the heads and
shoulders of the screeching audience. The fattest men there were making
the most noise. Their faces red with anger, they threw their hats and canes
at the clown. A fat lady shook her umbrella at him and caught another fat
lady’s hat instead.

“Oh! Ah!” the other fat lady screamed and waved her arms, because her
wig had come off together with her hat.

One of the monkeys clapped its hand on the lady’s bald head as it rushed
by. She fainted straight away.

*Ha-ha-ha!”
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““Ha-ha-ha!” the rest of the crowd laughed. These people were much thin-
ner and were more shabbily dressed.

“Bravo! Bravo!”

“Get 'em!”’

“Down with the Three Fat Men!”

“Long live Prospero! Long live Tibul! Long live the people

Just then someone shouted still louder: “Fire! The town’s on fire!™

Everyone made a rush for the exits, pushing and shoving and turning over
the benches. The animal keepers were trying to catch the monkeys.

The driver of the doctor’s carriage turned round and said, pointing with
his whip: ‘

“The Guards are setting fire to the workers’ quarters. They want to find
Tibul the Acrobat.”

The pink glow of fire was spreading over the town and lighting up the
dark houses.

When the doctor’s carriage reached the main square, which was called Star
Square, it could go no further, for there were many other carriages, men on
horseback and people crowding them from all sides.

“What's going on here?” the doctor asked.

But no one answered, because they were all busy craning their necks, try-
ing to see what was going on in the square. The doctor’s driver stood up on
his box and also looked in that direction.

This is how Star Square got its name. It was surrounded by tall houses and
covered with a glass top, somewhat like a huge circus. In the middle of the
glass top, so high that it took your breath away, was the largest lamp in the
world. It was a tremendous round glass ball hung on heavy cables with an
iron band around it that made it look like the planet Saturn. The light it cast
was so beautiful and so unlike anything else in the world that people had
named the wonderful lamp “Star”. And that is how the square came to be
known as Star Square.

No other light was needed in the square, nor in the houses, nor in any of
the nearby streets. The Star lit every nook and cranny in every house, and the
people who lived there never used lamps or candles.

The driver was looking over the carriages and over the tops of the coach-
men’s hats.

“What can you see? What’s going on there?” the doctor asked anxiously,
peering over his driver’s back. But Doctor Gaspar was short and couldn’t see
a thing, especially since he was nearsighted and had lost his spectacles.

The driver told him all he saw. And this is what he saw.

EL
.
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There was great excitement in the square. People were running to and fro
across the round space. It seemed as if the whole place were spinning like a
merry-go-round.

People rushed about to get a better view of what was happening above.

The great lamp was as bright as the sun. It blinded them. People threw
back their heads and shielded their eyes with their hands.

“There he is! There he is!” they cried.

“There! Over there!” '

“Where? Where?”

“Higher up!”

“Tibul! Tibul!”

Hundreds of fingers pointed to the left. They were pointing at a very ordi-
nary-looking house. All the windows on all six floors of the house had been
thrown wide open. Heads stuck out of every window. The heads looked very
colorful: some had on tasselled nightcaps, some had on pink bonnets with
red curls sticking out, some had on kerchiefs. Higher up, in the rooms where
poor young poets, artistsand actors lived, there were happy-looking beardless
faces lost in clouds of tobacco smoke and lovely young women whose golden
hair lay like a cloud on their shoulders. The house, with its open windows
and brightly-colored heads poking out, was just like a large cage of gold-
finches. The owners of all these heads were trying to see something very
important that was happening on the roof. This was just as impossible as
trying to see your own ears without a mirror. These people who wanted to
see the roof of their own house used the crowd below as a mirror. Those on
the ground could see everything, they were shouting and waving their arms.
Some were overjoyed, others were terribly angry.

A tiny figure was moving along the roof. It was slowly and carefully climb-
ing down the steep incline. The iron roofing clattered under its feet.

The little figure waved its cape for balance, just as a tightrope walker in
the circus uses a yellow Chinese umbrella.

It was Tibul the Acrobat.

The people shouted:

*Bravo, Tibul! Bravo, Tibul!”

“Hang on! Remember how you walked a rope at the fair!”

“He won’t fall down! He’s the best acrobat in the land!”

“This isn’t the first time we've seen him walk up and down a rope.”

“Bravo, Tibul!™

“Run! Save yourself! Free Prospero!”

Others were angry. They shook their fists and bellowed:
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“You won’t escape, you stupid clown!”

“Faker!”

“Rebel! They'll shoot you like a hare!”

“Watch out! We’ll pull you off that roof and drag you to the scaffold!
Ten scaffolds will be ready tomorrow!”

Tibul continued his dangerous journey.

“Where did he come from?" the people wondered. “How did he get to the
square? How did he get to the roof?”

“He escaped from the Guards,” others said. “He escaped and disappeared.
Then he was seen in different parts of the town, he climbed from roof to
roof. He’s as quick as a cat. And his skill came in handy. That’s why he’s so
famous.”

Guards appeared in the square. People were now running to the side
streets to get a better view. Tibul stepped over the railing and stood at the
very edge of the roof. He stretched out his arm. His green cape was wound
around it and fluttered like a flag.

People were used to seeing him with this cape and dressed in yellow and
black harlequin tights at the fairs and market places. Now, high up under the
glass top, his small, thin, striped body looked like a wasp crawling up the wall
of a house. Every time the cape flapped in the wind it seemed as if the wasp
were opening its shiny green wings.

“I hope you fall and break your neck! They’ll shoot you, wait and see!”
shouted the drunken fop who had inherited a fortune from his freckled aunt.

The Guards took up their positions. Their officer ran up and down frown-
ing. He had a large pistol. His spurs were as long as runners.

Suddenly, it became very quiet. The doctor clapped his hand to his heart,
for it was jumping like an egg in boiling water.

Tibul stopped for a second at the edge of the roof. He had to get to the
other side of the square—then he could escape to the workers’ quarters.




The officer stood in the middle of the square, in a bed of blue and yellow
flowers. Beside him was a pool and a fountain spouting from a round stone
bowl.

“Wait!” the officer said to the soldiers. “I’ll shoot him down myself. I'm
the best shot in the regiment. I'll show you how it’s done. Look!”

Nine steel cables stretched from the nine houses surrounding the
square to the centre of the glass top. They supported the Star. It was just
as if nine long black rays had spread over the square from the Star’s wonder-
ful flame.

Who knows what Tibul was thinking then? He was probably saying to him-
self: “I’ll cross over the square on this wire, as I walked a rope at the fair. [
won’t fall. This cable is attached to the lamp. The other one goes from the
lamp to the house on the other side. If I cross both cables, I'll reach the
other side and safety.” ;

The officer raised his gun and took aim. Tibul walked along the edge of
the roof to where the cable began, stepped on it and began moving along it
towards the lamp.

The crowd gasped.

He would move very slowly, then, suddenly, he would take several quick
steps, nearly running, but placing his feet carefully and balancing with his
outstretched arms. It looked as if he would fall at any minute. His shadow
now appeared on the wall. The closer he got to the lamp, the bigger and
paler his shadow became, the lower it slid down the wall.

It was a long drop to the ground.

When he was halfway to the lamp, the officer’s voice boomed out:

“I'm going to shoot! He’ll fall right into the pool. One! Two! Three!”

There was a loud bang.

Tibul continued along the cable, but for some strange reason it was the
officer who toppled into the pool.

He had been shot. One of the Guards held a smoking pistol. He had just
killed the officer.

“You dog!” said the Guard. “You wanted to kill a friend of the people,
but I stopped you in time. Long live the people!”

“Long live the people!” the other Guards shouted.

“Long live the Three Fat Men!” their enemies shouted and began shooting
at Tibul from all sides.

He was now only two steps from the lamp. Tibul flapped his cape to keep
the blinding light from his eyes. Bullets whizzed past him. The crowd below
shouted with joy.
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Bang! Bang!

“Missed him!”

“Hooray! They missed!”

Tibul climbed on to the iron ring of the lamp.

“Just wait!” his enemies threatened. “‘He wants to cross to the other side.
We’ll get him when he goes down the other cable.”

Suddenly something quite .unexpected happened. The striped figure,
which seemed black against the bright light, crouched on the iron ring and
turned a lever. Something clicked, clanged—and the lamp went out! This took
everyone by surprise. The square became as still and as dark as the inside
of a trunk. :

The next moment something clanged very high up. A light patch appeared
in the dark top. Everyone saw a little bit of sky with two twinkling stars.
Then a small black figure climbed through the hatch, and there was the
sound of running feet across the glass top.

Tibul the Acrobat had escaped.

The horses had been frightened by all the shooting and the sudden dark-
ness. The doctor’s carriage nearly turned over. The driver reined in the horses
and took another road.

Thus, after a most unusual day and a most unusual evening, Doctor Gas-
par Arnery finally returned home. His housekeeper, Auntie Ganimed, met
him on the porch. He was very worried, and no wonder, for the doctor had
been gone so long! Auntie Ganimed clasped her hands, clucked her tongue
and shook her head.

“Where are your spectacles? Did you break them? Ah, Doctor! Oh, Doctor!
Where is your cape? Did you lose it? My, my!”

“Auntie Ganimed, I also broke the heels of my shoes.”

“What a shame!”

“Something much worse than that happened today. Prospero the Gun-
smith was captured. He’s been put in an iron cage.”

Auntie Ganimed had no idea what had happened during the day. She had
heard the cannons booming, she had seen the red glow over the rooftops.
A neighbor had told her that a hundred carpenters were making scaffolds for
the rebels on Court Square.

“T was very frightened. I locked the shutters and decided to stay indoors.
I waited for you all day long. 1 was so worried. Your lunch got cold and
supper got cold,” she said.

The night was ending. Doctor Gaspar made ready for bed.

Among the hundred different sciences he had studied was History. The
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doctor had a large leather-bound book. In it he wrote down his thoughts
about important events.

“One must always keep things in good order,” said the doctor raising his
finger. And so, even though he was very tired, he pulled a chair over to the
table, opened his leather-bound book and began to write:

“The workers, the miners, the sailors, all the poor working people of the
town, rose up against the rule - of the Three Fat Men. The Guards won the
battle. Prospero the Gunsmith has been captured, but Tibul the Acrobat
escaped. A Guard shot his officer on Star Square. That means all the sol-
diers will soon refuse to fight against the people and defend the Three Fat
Men. But I am worried about Tibul.”

The doctor heard a scraping noise behind his back. He turned around and
faced the fireplace. A tall man in a green cape had just climbed down the
chimney and stepped into the room. It was Tibul the Acrobat.










Chapter Four
The Balloon Man'’s Strange Adventures

The next day work was in full swing on Court Square.

The carpenters were building ten scaffolds. A dozen armed Guards were
overseeing the work. The carpenters did not seem happy about their job.

“We don’t want to build scaffolds for workers and miners!” they said.

*“They are our brothers!”

“They were ready to die to free all the working people!”

“Silence!” the head Guard roared in a voice so terribly loud that
the planks stacked against the wall toppled over. “Silence! Or I'll have you
all whipped!”

Since early morning crowds had been pouring into Court Square.

A strong wind was raising up clouds of dust, swinging the shop signs
on their hinges, blowing hats off and rolling them under the wheels of car-
riages.

In one place the wind did something very unusual: it carried off the man
who sold balloons!

“Hooray! Hooray!” the children cheered, watching him fly through the air.
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They clapped their hands because it was such fun to watch him, and
because they were happy to see him in such a fix. The children had always
envied the balloon man. Envy is a bad thing, but they couldn’t help it. The
red, blue and yellow balloons were magnificent. Each child wished he had
one. The balloon man had a huge bunch of them, but miracles don’t usually
happen. Never, not even once, did he give the most obedient boy or the
neatest girl a single balloon: neither a red one, nor a blue one, nor a yellow
one.

Now he had been punished for being so mean. He was flying over the
town, hanging on to the strings of his balloons for dear life. They looked like
a bunch of magic grapes flying high up in the blue sky.

“Help!” the balloon man yelled, though he had no hope of help coming,
and kicked wildly.

He had on a pair of straw slippers that were too big for him. Everything
was all right as long as his feet were on the ground. To keep his slippers from
falling off, he used to drag his feet along. But now, when he was up in the
air, he couldn’t very well drag his feet on nothing.

“What the devil!” he muttered.

The wind tossed the bunch of balloons this way and that.

One slipper finally fell off.

“Look! It’s a peanut! A peanut!” the children cried from below.

And the falling slipper really did look like a peanut.

A dancing master was passing by just then. He was very elegant. He was
tall, with thin legs and a small head and looked like a violin or a grasshopper.

His delicate ears, used to the sad sounds of a flute and the soft
words spoken by dancers, could not stand the loud, happy shrieks of
the children.

“Stop shouting!” he said angrily. *“You should never shout so loud! If you
want to express your joy, use beautiful, melodious words such A

He struck a pose, but had no time to tell them what sort of words they
should use. For, like all dancing masters, he was in the habit of looking at
the ground and at people’s feet. Alas! He did not see what was happening
above.

The balloon man’s slipper fell right on his head. Since his head was rather
small, the large straw slipper fitted it like a hat.

Then the elegant dancing master bellowed like a cow. The slipper covered
half his face.

The children nearly burst from laughing.

“Ha-ha-ha! Ha-ha-ha!”

36






The dancing master One-Two-Three
Does not look up like you or me.

He can’t distinguish right from wrong.
His voice is shrill, his nose is long.

It serves him right, just look at that!
He got a straw shoe for a hat!

This is what the boys sang as they sat on a fence, ready to jump down on
the other side and run away at a moment’s notice.

“Oh!”” moaned the dancing master. “Oh, how terrible this is! If only it
were a dancing slipper, and not this horrid alcl boot!”

In the end, the dancmg master was arrestad

“My good man,” the officer said, “your appearance is disgusting. You’re
disturbing the peace. Such things shaulcl never be done and especially not
in troubled times like these.”

The dancing master wrung his hands.

“This is all a terrible lie!” he wept. “What a misunderstanding! I, who
have always lived among waltzes and smiles, I, who am so graceful—can I
ever disturb the peace? Oh, oh...”

No one knows what else happened to the dancing master that day. And
it is not of much importance to our story.

What is important is the fate of the flying balloon man. There he was,
flying along, like a piece of dandelion fuzz.

“This is ridiculous!™ he howled. “I don’t want to fly! I simply don’t know
how to fly!”

But it was no use. The wind grew stronger, it swept the balloons higher
and higher, over the town and towards the Palace of the Three Fat Men.

Now and then the balloon man would get a peep at things below. Then
he would see the rooftops, the dirty tiles, the blocks of houses, the narrow
blue ribbon of water, the tiny people and green patches of gardens. The
whole town was spinning around below him.

Things looked very bad, indeed,

“If 1 keep on in this direction, I'll tumble right into the park of the Three
Fat Men!™ The balloon man shuddered at the thought.

The next minute he was sailing slowly and gracefully over the park, getting
lower and lower. The wind was dying down.

“I'll land any minute now. They’ll catch me, then they’ll beat me, then
they’ll put me in jail. Maybe they’ll even chop my head rlght off, so as not to
be bothered.”
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No one noticed him except a flock of birds that took off in fright from a
nearby tree. The floating bunch of balloons cast a light shadow, like a cloud.
It was a bouquet of rainbow colors as it slipped along the gravel path, over
a flower bed, a statue of a boy riding a goose and a sentry who had fallen
asleep. Wonderful changes came over the sentry’s face as the shadow slipped
across it. First his nose became blue, then green, and then red, like bits of
colored glass in a kaleidoscope.

The fatal moment was drawing near: the balloon man was blown towards
the open windows of the Palace. He was certain he would fly right into one
of them, just like a piece of fluff.

And that is exactly what happened.

He flew into a window. It was a window in the Palace kitchen, in the
bakery, where the bakers and pastrycooks made cakes and pies.

There was to be a great feast at the Palace of the Three Fat Men to cele-
brate their victory over the rebels the day before. After the feast the Three
Fat Men, the State Council, the courtiers and special guests were all to go to
Court Square.

My friends, it is a real treat to pay a visit to the Palace pastrycooks. The
Three Fat Men knew what good food was. And then, it was such a special
occasion. A grand feast! You can imagine what was going on in the Palace
kitchens that morning.

As he flew into the bakery, the balloon man felt both terrified and excit-
ed. It is probably just the way a wasp feels as it flies towards a cake which
a careless housewife has left on the windowsill to cool.

He flew in very quickly and didn’t really have a chance to look around. At
first, he thought he was in a strange birdhouse, where many-colored, rare
tropical birds hopped and sang, whistled, chirped and chattered. The very
next second he decided it was not a birdhouse after all, but a fruit shop, full
of squashed tropical fruits that were dripping juice. A dizzying sweet smell
hit him in the nose; the hot, stuffy air was choking.

Everything was all jumbled together.

The balloon man landed with a plop in something soft and warm. He
didn’t let go of his balloons, but held them tightly by the strings. Now the
balloons floated over his head.

He shut his eyes and decided to keep them shut, no matter what happened.

“Now I know,” he thought. “This is neither a birdhouse nor a fruit shop.
It’s a bakery. And I'm sitting in a cake!”

And he was.

He was sitting in a kingdom of chocolate and oranges, pomegranates and
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whipped cream, candied fruit, powdered sugar and jam, and he was sitting
on a throne, just like the king of the colorful, sweet-smelling kingdom. The
cake was his throne.

He kept his eyes shut. He was ready for anything, a terrible row, a scan-
dal, anything at all. But he never could have expected things to happen
as they did.

“That’s the end of the cake,” the second pastrycook said sternly and sadly.

Then there was silence. You could hear the bubbles bursting in the pan of
boiling chocolate.

“What'll they do?” the balloon man wondered in terror, squeezing his
eyes as tight as he could.

His heart jumped up and down like a penny in a piggy bank.

“Fiddlesticks!” said the head pastrycook just as sternly. “They have fin-
ished the meat course upstairs. The cake must be brought in in twenty min-
utes. The colored balloons and the stupid face of this flying idiot will be a
wonderful decoration for a very special cake like this. Give me the whipped
cream!” he ordered. It was handed to him immediately.

Oh, what happened then!

Three pastrycooks and twenty kitchen-boys attacked the balloon man with
a gusto that would have pleased the fattest of the Three Fat Men. In a flash,
the balloon man all but disappeared. He sat there with his eyes shut, not
knowing what he was beginning to look like. He was covered all over with
cream. His head and his round face, that looked like a painted teapot, stuck
out. All the rest of him was hidden under a layer of thick white cream with
a lovely tint of pale pink. Now the balloon man looked like anything else in
the world, except himself. The resemblance was gone, just as his straw slip-
pPer was gone.

A poet might think he was a snow-white swan. A gardener might think he
was a marble statue. A laundress might think he was a pile of soapsuds. And
a little boy might think he was a snowman.




On top of it all were the balloons. This was a very unusual decoration, but
all in all, it was rather pretty.

“Well,” said the head pastrycook and stepped back to look at his work,
as an artist does. Then his voice became as terrible as before and he shouted:

“The candied fruit!”

The candied fruit appeared.

There were all kinds, all shapes, all sizes: bitter and sweet, and SO,
triangles, circles, stars, crescents and rosebuds. The kitchen-boys were
doing their best. No sooner had the head pastrycook clapped his hands three
times than the entire mountain of whipped cream that covered the cake was
studded with candied fruit.

“That’s enough!” he said. “I think we’d better put it in the oven for a few
minutes to brown the frosting.”

“In the oven! Why? Which oven? Me into the oven?!” the balloon man
shuddered.

At that very moment one of the servants dashed into the kitchen.

“The cake! The cake!” he shouted. “Immediately! They’re waiting for the
cake upstairs.”

“It’s ready!” said the head pastrycook.

“Thank goodness!” The balloon man breathed a sigh of relief. And he
opened his eyes a tiny bit.

Six servants dressed in light-blue livery raised the huge platter on which he
sat and carried him off. He could hear the kitchen-boys laughing.

They carried him up a wide staircase to the hall above. As they entered
the hall, the balloon man shut his eyes for a second. It was noisy and merry
there. Many people were talking at once, there were bursts of laughter and
applause. To judge by the sound of it, the feast was a great success.

The balloon man, or, rather, the cake, was set on a table.

Then the balloon man opened his eyes.

And he saw the Three Fat Men.

They were so fat, his mouth fell open.

“I’d better close it right away,” he said to himself. “I think Id better not
show any signs of life.”

But, alas, his mouth would notshut. This lasted for two whole minutes. Then
the balloon man’s surprise lessened. With some effort he finally got his mouth
closed. But then his eyes popped wide open. So he went on closing his mouth
and eyes in turn for some while until he was able to overcome his surprise.

The Three Fat Men sat in the place of honor, on a platform above everyone
else in the hall.
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They were eating much more than anyone else. One of them even began
to chew his napkin.

“You’'re eating your napkin...”

“Am I really? I didn’t notice.”

He put down his napkin and immediately began to chew the Third Fat
Man’s ear. By the way, it did look like a dumpling.

Everyone laughed. .

“This is no time for joking,” the Second Fat Man said, raising his fork.

“Things look serious. They’ve just brought in the cake.”

“Hooray!”

Everyone seemed very excited.




“What’ll they do! Oh, what’ll they do?” the balloon man thought in de-
spair. “They’ll eat me!™

The clock struck two.

“The executions on Court Square will begin in an hour,” the First Fat
Man said.

“They’ll hang Prospero the Gunsmith first, won’t they?” one of the hon-
ored guests asked. :

“He won’t be executed today,” the State Councillor replied.

“Why? Why not?”

“We want him alive for a while. We want him to tell us the rebels’ plans
and the names of the leaders.”

“Where is he now?”

Everyone was terribly interested in the conversation. They even forgot
about the cake.

“He’s still in the iron cage. It’s here in the Palace zoo of Tutti the Heir.”

“Let’s see him!™

“Bring him in!” the First Fat Man ordered. “I want our guests to have a




good look at the wretch. I would gladly invite you all to the zoo, but there’s
too much noise, what with the roaring and screeching. And then, it smells bad.
It’s much worse than the clinking of glasses and the sweet aroma of fruit.”

“Certainly! Why, of course! There’s no sense in going to the zoo.”

“Tell them to bring Prospero here. We can look at the monster as we eat
our cake.”

“Oh dear, they’re talking about the cake again!” the balloon man shiv-
ered. “Gluttons, that’s all they can think of!”

“Bring in Prospero,” the First Fat Man said again.

The State Councillor left. The servants who stood in two lines moved
apart and bowed. The two lines became twice as low.

The gluttons were silent.

“He’s terrible,” the Second Fat Man said. *“He’s stronger than anyone else.
He’s stronger than a lion, and his eyes burn with such hatred you can’t even
look him in the eye.”

“He has a frightful head,” said the Secretary of the State Council. “It’s huge.
It looks like the top of a column. His hair’s red. It looks as if it’s on fire.”

Now, when the conversation had turned to Prospero the Gunsmith, a
change came over the gluttons. They stopped eating, joking and making
merry. They pulled in their stomachs, and some even turned pale. Many were
sorry they had said they wanted to see Prospero.

The Three Fat Men became very serious. They seemed to have grown a lit-
tle thinner.

Suddenly, the hall fell silent. Each of the Three Fat Men tried to hide
behind the others.

Prospero the Gunsmith was brought in.

First came the State Councillor. Then came Guards on either side of the
prisoner. They did not take off their black oilskin hats when they came in
and their swords were bared. There was a clanging of chains. The gunsmith’s
hands were shackled. He was led up to the table. He stopped a few steps
from the Three Fat Men. Prospero’s head was bowed. He was pale. There was
dried blood on his forehead and temples under his tangled red hair.

Then he lifted his head and looked at the Three Fat Men. Everyone sit-
ting nearby jerked back.

“Why did you bring him here?” one of the guests shouted. It was the
richest miller in the country. “He frightens me!”

With these words the miller fainted, falling face down in the fruit sauce.
Some of the guests rushed towards the doors. No one was paying any atten-
tion to the cake now.
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“What do you want?” Prospero asked.

The First Fat Man took a deep breath and said:

“We wanted to see what you were like. Don’t you care to have a look at
those who've captured you?”

“It"s disgusting to look at you.”

“Don’t worry, we’ll soon chop off your head and save you the bother
of looking at us.”

“I’'m not afraid of you. I only have one head. But the people have
thousands of heads. You can’t chop all of them off.”

“The executions on Court Square will soon begin. The executioners will
take care of your comrades.”

The gluttons chuckled. The miller came to his senses and licked the fruit
sauce off his nose.

“Your brains are covered with fat,” Prospero said. “You can’t see farther
than your fat stomachs.”

“Well, what do you know?” the Second Fat Man said crossly. “And what
are we supposed to see?”

*“Ask your ministers. They know what’s going on in the country!

"
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' The State Councillor made a funny cackling noise. The ministers drummed
their fingers on their plates.

“Ask them,” Prospero continued, “they’ll tell you...”

He stopped speaking. Everyone waited anxiously.

“They’ll tell you that the peasants whom you rob of the grain they work
so hard to grow are rising up against the landowners. They are burning down
their estates, they are chasing them off their land. The miners don’t want to
dig coal that will all belong to you. The workers are smashing their machines
0 as not to earn more gold for you. The sailors are tossing your goods into
the sea. Your soldiers don’t want to serve you any more. The scientists,
clerks, judges and actors are all going over to the side of the people. All those
who used to slave for you and got pennies for their work, while you grew
fat, all the unfortunate, hungry and poor, the orphans, cripples and beggars,
all of them have risen up against you, against the fat and the rich, who have
exchanged their hearts for stones.”

““I think he’s talking too much,” the State Councillor said.

But Prospero continued:

“For fifteen years I taught the people to hate you and your power. We've been
gathering our forces for a long, long time! And now your last hour has come.”

“That’s enough!™ the Third Fat Man shrieked.

“Put him back in his cage!” the Second Fat Man thundered.

And then the First Fat Man said:

“You'll sit in your cage until we catch Tibul the Acrobat. We’ll execute
you together. And the people will forget all about rising up against us!’’

Prospero said nothing. He bowed his head again,

The First Fat Man continued:

“You forget whom you’re rising up against. We Three Fat Men are mighty
and strong. Everything belongs to us. I, the First Fat Man, own all the grain
that grows in our land. The Second Fat Man owns all the coal, and the Third
Fat Man has bought up all the iron. We are richer than anyone else! The
richest man in the country is a hundred times poorer than us. We can buy
anything we want to with our gold!”

Then the gluttons all became terribly excited. The words of the First Fat
Man gave them courage.

“Back into the cage with him! Into the cage with him!” they screamed.

“Back to the zoo!”

“Get him back into the cage!”

“Rebel!”

“Back into the cage!”






Prospero was led away.

“And now, let’s try the cake,” said the First Fat Man.

“This is the end of me!” the balloon man thought.

Everyone was looking at him. He closed his eyes. The gluttons were having
a wonderful time now.

“Ho-ho-ho!” they roared.

“Ha-ha-ha!” )

“What a beautiful cake! Just look at all the balloons!”

“They’re gorgeous!”

“Look at that ugly mug!”

“It’s splendid!™

They came closer.

“I wonder what’s inside this funny thing?” one of them said and gave the
balloon man a sharp flick on the forehead.

“Probably candy.”

“Or champagne.”

“How interesting! How very interesting!™

“Let’s cut the head off first and see what’s inside.”

iiHelp!ﬂ?

The poor balloon man could stand it no longer and croaked, “Help!”
opening his eyes as he did. Just then a child’s voice was heard shouting:

“My doll! My doll!”

Everyone stopped talking and listened. The Three Fat Men and the State
Councillor looked very worried.

The shouting changed to crying. A boy who was very unhappy was crying
somewhere in the large hall.

“Why, that’s Tutti the Heir crying!” the First Fat Man said.

“It’s Tutti the Heir crying!” the other two Fat Men repeated.

All three of them turned pale, They were very frightened.

The State Councillor, several ministers and servants rushed towards one
of the doors.

“What’s the matter? What’s wrong?” people in the hall began to whisper.

A boy ran into the hall. He pushed aside the ministers and the servants. He
ran up to the Three Fat Men. His curls shook and his patent-leather shoes
shone. He was sobbing. No one could understand what he was shouting
through his sobs.

“The brat will notice me!™ the balloon man thought and trembled. “This
awful frosting which doesn’t let me breathe properly or move a finger will
certainly look tasty to him. And they don’t want him to cry. so they’ll cut
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him a slice of cake together with my heel.”

But the boy didn’t even look at the cake. He didn’t even notice the magnif-
icent balloons that hung above the balloon man’s round head.

He was crying bitterly.

“What’s the matter?” the First Fat Man asked.

“Why is Tutti the Heir crying?” asked the Second.

The Third puffed out his cheeks.

Tutti the Heir was twelve years old. He was being brought up in the Palace
of the Three Fat Men. He was treated like a little prince. The Three Fat Men
wanted an heir. They had no children. And so all their riches and the country
they ruled were one day to be Tutti’s.

Tutti’s tears frightened the Three Fat Men even more than the words
spoken by Prospero the Gunsmith,

The boy was clenching his fists, waving his arms, and stamping his feet. He
was really having a tantrum.

And no one knew why.

His tutors peeped out from behind the columns, too frightened to come
into the hall. These teachers, dressed all in black with black wigs on their
heads, looked like the soot-covered chimneys of oil lamps.

After a while, when the boy had calmed down a bit, he told them what
had happened.

“My doll, my wonderful doll is broken! They spoiled my doll! The Guards
stuck their swords into my doll!”

And he began to sob again.

He rubbed his eyes witn his fists and smeared the tears all over his face.

“What?!” the Fat Men roared.

“What?!™

“The Guards?!”

“They stuck their swords!”’

“Into the doll that belongs to Tutti the Heir?”

And everyone in the hall said softly, as if heaving a sigh all together:

“That’s impossible!”

The State Councillor groaned. The nervous miller fainted again, but came
back to his senses in a flash as the Fat Men shouted:

“Stop the party! Postpone all business! Summon the Council! All the offi-
cials! All the judges! All the ministers! All the executioners! Today’s execu-
tions are postponed. There are traitors in the Palace!”

There was a great commotion. A minute later Palace messengers were gal-
loping away in all directions.
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Five minutes later judges, councillors and executioners were galloping to-
wards the Palace from all sides. The crowd that was waiting for the execu-
tions to begin on Court Square had to go back to their homes. Town criers
announced that the executions were being put off till the next day, because
of a very important event.

The cake with the balloon man in the middle was taken back to the kitch-
en. All the gluttons sobered up immediately. They crowded around Tutti
the Heir and listened to his story.

“] was sitting on the grass in the park, and the doll was sitting next to
me. We were hoping there’d be an eclipse of the sun. It’s very interesting,
you know. I read about it in a book yesterday. When there’s an eclipse, you
can see the stars in the daytime.”

The boy was sobbing so much he could hardly talk. And so one of his
tutors told them the whole story of what had happened.

However, the tutor was having quite a bit of trouble speaking himself, as
he was trembling with fright.

“I was near Tutti the Heir and his doll. I was sitting in the sun with my
face turned up. I have a pimple on my nose and I thought the sun would
make it go away. Suddenly, some Guards appeared. There were twelve of
them. They were arguing about something. When they came up to us they
stopped. They looked very fierce. One of them pointed to Tutti the Heir and
said, ‘Look at the wolf-cub. Three fat pigs are bringing up a wolf-cub.” Alas!
I knew what they meant.”

“Who are the three fat pigs?” the First Fat Man asked. The other two
blushed. Then the First Fat Man got red in the face, too. The three of them
were huffing and puffing so hard that a glass door leading to the balcony
swung open and shut.

“They crowded round Tutti the Heir,” the tutor continued, *“‘and they
said: ‘The three pigs are bringing up a wolf-cub of iron. Tutti,” they said,
‘which side is your heart on? They have taken out your heart. You have to
grow up mean, cruel and hard-hearted, hating all people. When the three pigs
finally die, the cruel wolf will take their place.” ™

“Why didn’t you stop them?” the State Councillor shouted, shaking the
tutor’s shoulder angrily. “Couldn’t you see they were traitors who had gone
over to the side of the people?” The tutor was now trembling like a leaf. He
babbled:

“Yes, I guessed it, but I was afraid of them. They were terribly angry. And
I had no weapon at all. They had their hands on their swords and were ready
to use them. ‘Look,” one of them said, ‘look at this stuffed dummy. The
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