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On Jolly Street there’s a charming house with a yellow roof and 
three clay chimneys. Above it hangs the lush canopy of a mighty 
tree. The neighbour’s cat is sprawled out on its highest branch-
es, grooming its green fur and apprehensively glancing up at the 
thunder clouds collected in the sky.

The residents of Jolly Street open their umbrellas, hurry up and 
grumble at the fat drops falling ever faster to the ground.

As it does every Friday, a big, black car stops in front of the house 
with the yellow roof. The nosy neighbour stretches out her neck 
like a turtle and carefully 
observes as the 
car door opens 
and a tiny girl 
exits.

The car honks 
cheerfully, the 
windshield  
wipers swoosh
twice,     

back-and-forth, back-and-forth, and the 
vehicle whooshes around the corner. 
Mary happily hops towards the house 
with the three clay chimneys as the nosy 
neighbour is quickly taking down the 
laundry that was drying in front of her 
house, so it won’t get soaked.
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Mary just loves visiting her grandmother, 
even though Grandma doesn’t have a com-
puter. During the week, the little girl lives on 
the top floor of an apartment building where 
everything is neat and squeaky clean. On the 
weekends, however, she stays over at Grandma’s, 
which is way more fun. Nobody tells her when 
she has to go to bed, and she doesn’t have 
to wash her hands every two minutes. Even 
better, she can try on Grandma’s clothes, jewellery and high-heel 
shoes in front of the wardrobe in the hall. If she doesn’t like dinner, 
she can simply push away the plate and munch on some delicious 
cookies. And best of all, her friend Louis lives on Jolly Street, too!

“Ding, ding!” rings the boisterous bell. 
“Knock, knock,” comes the knock.
“That’s the secret knock!” Mary exclaims, 
and runs to the front door.

Louis is wearing a safari-helmet on his head, and 
in his hands he’s holding a magic compass. 
“Hey, something’s wrong!” her best friend shouts, 
showing her the compass needle which is spinning 
wildly.

“Aren’t pointers supposed to spin?” asks Mary.
“Sure, but not like that! I don’t like this at all,” replies Louis.

Suddenly, a ferocious thunderclap rattles the sky, sending the light 
bulbs abuzz. A storm is rallying above the town, and things are 
getting fiercely feverish. But Grandma, with her book, continues to 
snooze peacefully in her chair.

The bunnies, Pooch and Smooch, 
and frightened and huddle up 
against each other in Mary’s bed 
as the hurricane wind opens the 
windows and rustles the curtains. 
Once again there is a terrible 
thunder, and the house suddenly 
goes as dark as a dungeon. Looks 
like the electricity just went out!

Thick raindrops crash against the yellow 
roof, causing a dreadful clatter. No wonder 
Mary and Louis are scared and hiding in 
the closet. Buried deep among the clothes, 
waiting for the storm to end, they are 
overcome by sleep.
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The next morning, Mary is awakened by the tickling of rabbit whis-
kers on her cheeks. The little girl rubs her eyes and gently opens the 
closet. This can’t be true! Through the window she sees an endless 
sea, and the house with the yellow roof and three clay chimneys is 
now sailing on it. In the distance she can hear seagulls, but there’s 
no trace of Jolly Street to be seen.
Louis reaches for his compass once again. The needle is now firm-
ly pointing towards an island with a palm tree. The distant island 
is becoming clearer and clearer to them. Luckily, the winds are fa-
vourable, and the house is headed in the right direction.

“Oh dear, what shall we do?” moans Mary.
“Don’t worry. We have a compass and binoculars” replies Louis. 
“I suggest we climb to the roof and look around. Along the way, 
we can stop by the fridge for food and prepare breakfast. To be 
honest, I’m pretty hungry.”

And so, the children are chewing their cheese sandwiches on the 
little yellow roof when they hear a familiar voice.

“Hey, you two, up there on the roof! I’m hungry, snip snap, snip 
snap, and I haven’t yet eaten today. Can you get me something 
to munch on? When my empty stomach roars I can get rather 
bad-tempered.”

It is none other than Nolo the Crocodile. Mary and Louis know him 
well. The giant green beast is floating on the sea, cooling himself off 
under a parasol.
“Ho, ho, ho,” croaks the beastly one as he recognizes his friends. 
“What a surprise, snip snap, snip snap. Long time, no see. I must 
admit that I didn’t expect meeting you here in the middle of the 
pirate sea.”
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“The pirate sea?” marvels Louis. “Sounds 
dangerous!”
“Not at all, snip snap, pirates have far 
more important things to do than chase 
children.”
The mighty crocodile wags his tail and 
continues, “What do you say we make 
a deal? I’ll take you to a nearby island 
where you can find help. And you 
two, snip snap, snip snap, bring me 
a big, fat bowl of cereal with some 
milk.”

“Agreed,” says Mary, and disappears 
into the house.

The crocodile gulps down three heap-
ing bowls of cereal, then 

contentedly belches, relaxing on a particularly 
soothing wave that soon lulls him to sleep.

“What’s this now? Darn! You promised 
you’d take us to the island,” says an 
angry Mary, but the slumbering Nolo 
ignores her complaints. “How rude!” 
she says, upset. Just then, the house 
is suddenly shaken and stirred.

On the other side stands a 
giant black ship with a $ 
sign fluttering on a black 
flag, and with 
real, live pirates 
scurrying underneath.

“Hey, ahoy, travellers! Welcome to 
the land of Merikaka,” the pirate 
captain greets them. “What do we 
have here? A mighty strange boat 
with three uncanny clay cannons!”

“My name’s Mary and this here is 
Louis,” answers the girl. “And 
those are ordinary chimneys, not 
cannons.”
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Truth be told, the captain looks nothing like your usual pirate. In-
stead of a proper beard he wears feathers glued to his face, and 
there’s a stylish tie hung round his neck. “He’s dressed like my 
dad,” whispers Mary quietly.

“My name’s Captain Cash, dear fellow sailors. Allow me to invite 
you to my humble pirate ship. We have a huge anchor, at the top of 
the mast there’s a fluttering flag, at the side there are cannons, and 
down under the deck a big surprise is waiting for you.”

Mary and Louis climb the rope-lad-
der onto the ship and follow the 
friendly captain, while Pooch and 
Smooch stay in the house. The rest 
of the pirates observe Mary and 
Louis reservedly and keep their 
hands perched on the handles of 
their swords, knives and guns.
“Why don’t you have any sails?” 
Mary wants to know.

“Hey, ahoy, good question,” giggles 
the captain, descending the stairs 
down to the ship’s hull.
It can’t be true! Down in the hold 
there are rows of benches with     

dozens of children sitting on them, rowing as fast as they can.
“These are my sailors,” says Captain Cash proudly.

The children are sweating with effort, and staring at cartoons on a 
huge TV screen at the other end of the hold. Mary greets them, but 
none of them reply.
They just pull their oars in silence, their gazes fixed on the screen 
while the pirates’ monkeys bring them candy, fizzy drinks and pizza.

Louis notices that they’re not chained. He gathers his courage and 
asks, “Have these children been kidnapped?”
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“As if! They’re here because they want to be,” the captain asserts. 
“They’re having loads of fun and they never get bored. Even when 
we get to a port my little sailors prefer to stay on board and play 
computer games.”

Mary gasps in dismay as she watches the bug-eyed, pale-cheeked 
children murmuring together as one heave-ho, heave-ho, row, row, 
row.

“Look,” says Captain Cash, stopping by an empty bench. “We need 
just two more good little sailors and our ship will be the fastest in 
the land of Merikaka. Then we’ll reign over all the heavens and our 
treasure hove will be full of sequins and pearls and credit cards. 
Even the marauding sea monster won’t get the better of us! What 
do you say, will you give rowing a try? 
A new cartoon’s coming on soon.”

Louis has always wanted to 
be a pirate, so he unthink-
ingly sits down on the 
bench and grabs an oar. 
“Look at the lad!” says 
Captain Cash, pleased.
A passing monkey 
hands Louis a refreshing 
fizzy drink, and the boy drinks it down in one gulp.

“No, no, no!” protests Mary strongly and pulls her best friend up 
from the seat. “That’s not right! Mommy and Daddy always plop 
me in front of the TV when they have no time for me. I don’t like 
television! Our friend Nolo’s out there waiting for us, and on top 
of everything there’s no crepes with jam! I want to go back to our 
place.”

The captain falls silent for a moment, then flies 
into such a rage that the feathers compos-

ing his beard scatter to and fro. “Is that so? 
Your strange ship has long since been 

whisked away 
by the waves. If 
you don’t want to 
join us, fine, then 
you’ll just have to 
be our enemies!”

Even before the captain has finished uttering his threat, the pirates 
have pulled out their swords, pistols and knives and begun to ap-
proach Mary and Louis, who nimbly scurry up the steps onto the 
deck and jump into the sea.
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Nolo wakes up as the children splash into the water. “Oh, dear, 
now you’re in trouble, snip snap, snip snap. Quick, climb onto my 
back,” says the impressive crocodile.

The pirates hurl insults and threats at them from the ship, and can-
nonballs soon follow as well. Luckily, Nolo is a mighty fine swim-
mer, and they’re out of harm in no time at all.

“The needle says we should be heading for the island,” says Louis, 
pointing at his magic compass. “We’ll be at our destination by din-
ner, snip snap, snip snap,” replies a concerned Nolo. “As long as we 
don’t run into that awful sea monster!”

“Sea monster?” say Louis and Mary as one, amazed. “Captain Cash 
also mentioned it.”
“A terrible sea monster lives in the darkest depths of the ocean. 
When it’s mad, snip snap, snip snap, you can hear a thundering 
noise that sounds a little bit like snoring. The pirates are scared to 
death of it.”
As it happens, the magic compass guides them safely to the island. 
Mary and Louis say goodbye to Nolo the Crocodile and continue 
their adventure on solid ground. “Just be careful to avoid the un-
ruly Patterlings, snip snap, snip snap. They are very intrusive and 
they never shut up. The Patterlings are the pirates’ slaves. They 
prepare their food and hide their stolen treasure.”

Our adventurers deftly work their way through the forest. They 
find shelter behind some fallen trees at the top of a hill. Louis pulls 
out his binoculars and surveys the island carefully.”
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“I see it,” he cries out happily and points in the direction of the 
house with the yellow roof.  Like a small boat, it’s tied to a pier       
of a tiny seaside village, where tall palm trees grow.

“Knock, knock, knock,” knocks Mary, but no one answers.       
“Anybody home?”

Suddenly, from all corners and nooks and crannies, as well as    
non-nooks and non-crannies, cheerful and chubby faces emerge, 
surrounding our heroes.
                                   “Who are you guys?” asks Louis.

“We are the Patterlings, poof, poof,” the strange little creatures cry 
all at once, giggling and grinning and tapping their chests. 
“We’re the masters of this island and we just love visitors. There 
hasn’t been anyone for ages, and you two are now our special 
guests, poof, poof.”

“Oh, how adorable they are,” titters Mary, but Louis is not at all 
impressed. He doesn’t trust these Patterlings, who seem a little too 
smarmy for his taste.

“Dear Patterlings,” says Mary. “We’re delighted that you have ac-
cepted us in your village. We need help: would you perhaps know 
how we can get back to Jolly Street, where my grandma lives?”

A fawning Patterling with a red cap on his head approaches her.
“To the left, to the left, stick to the left, poof, poof!” he confides in 
Mary, then stretches out his arms, wipes his brow and says, “A can-
dy for my reward, where’s my reward-candy?”
Even before Mary can respond, a couple of blue-capped Patterlings 
elbow themselves to the front 
of the pack and trumpet: 
“Not left! Right, right, 
go right!” They, too, 
stretch out their hands 
and demand candy for 
their assistance.

20 21



That’s how it starts, and suddenly the Patterlings are clamouring 
all over each other, the ones with the red cap hollering “left, left,” 
the ones with the blue cap screaming, “right, right,” to and fro, each 
demanding candy for a reward.

The shouting soon turns into a contest and the jostling of elbows. A 
proper fight would certainly have broken out, had they not noticed 
the big, black ship sailing into the bay.

The Patterlings turn pale with fear and freeze on the spot. They put 
off their quarrel and say, all together, “straight, straight, go straight 
home!” And just like that, they disappear. “Poof, poof.”

Of course, Mary and Louis don’t just stand around. Quick as a 
flash, they head towards the little house with the yellow roof, which 
is gently rocking at the end of the pier. Unfortunately, though, their 
child-legs aren’t fast enough to let them escape the ruthless pirates. 
The pirates catch them just before they reach their goal, tie their 
hands behind their backs and drag them on board the ship. They 
plant them on the deck and call for Captain Cash.

“Hey, ahoy, my little sailors! Thought you could run away? No-
body can escape me!” guffaws the captain, before continuing in a 
sweet voice, “Luckily for you I’m a nice seaman, which is why I 
won’t harm you. What’s more, I’ll find it in my big heart to propose 
a generous offer. Once more I invite you to join my lovely little ba-
bies in the hold. If you obey, I won’t get mad. So, what do you say 
to the cartoons and ice cream already waiting for you?”
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“We will never join you!” protests 
Mary defiantly. Then, she senses 
something nibbling at the rope tying 
her hands. “Bunny Pooch has come 
to help us,” whispers Louis. “He 
heard us and snuck out of the house. 
We’re saved!”
Smooch, meanwhile, is down below 
deck, chomping away at the power 
cable. All of a sudden, the television 
lets out a thin whistle and goes black. 

The little sailors wake up, lay 
down their oars, stare in amaze-
ment at one another and begin to 
moan that they want to go home. 
They miss their mommies and 
daddies, brothers and sisters, and 
they want to hug their grandmas 

and grandpas, aunts and uncles, and dogs 
and turtles and other pets. They miss their 
soft beds, running around the yard and 
their bike-riding. And they’ve had just 
about enough of TV, pizza, fizzy drinks 
and computer games.

In the sky another bunch of black 
clouds appears. But the storm 
clouds are nowhere near as 
frightening as Captain 
Cash’s look as he glares 
at the children fleeing 
from his ship. 
“After them, 
men! What 
are you 
waiting for? 
We can’t let them get away!” he hollers at his pirates.

As Mary and Louis get a move on and start to 
run, Captain Cash grabs the girl by the arm. 
“And where are you off to?” he laughs 
cruelly. Mary can’t tear herself away 
from his grip, but then 
she yanks at his 
beard with her 
free hand.
“OWWWWW!” 
howls bandit of the 
seas, and lets her go. 
“My beautiful beard!”
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Mary and Louis help the 
children escape from the 
ship. Only now do they 
notice that most of them 
have outgrown their 
clothes while rowing and 
have become chubby and 
barely able to move, let 
alone run. Some of them throw up overboard from the effort, and 
some pee their pants. “After us! Follow us! To the house with the 
three clay chimneys!” Mary and Louis encourage them, pointing in 
the right direction.            

push the ruffian into the sea. “I have long arms that don’t know 
how to swim,” laments the bearded one, as he desperately grabs 
hold of a floating log.

All the little sailors are now safely in the house with the three clay 
chimneys. Mary, for good measure, turns the key five times in the 
lock of the front door. But the pirates just won’t quit. They drop 
their long ladders from the pier to the house and begin climbing 
onto the yellow roof. Ropes in their hands, they have knives clasped 
between their teeth.

“Oh, boy, what now?” asks Louis, frightened. “It’s just a matter of 
time before they break into the house!”

Mary scratches her head, presses her lips together and laughs. 
“I know, but come with me.”

At the end of the pier 
a frightening pirate 
with a thick beard 
tries to stop them, 
bellowing: “I have 
long arms for snatch-
ing up children. I 
have long arms for 
snatching up chil-
dren!” But there are 
far too many little 
sailors, and, joining 
their forces, they 
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Grandma is still sound 
asleep in her armchair. 
Mary pinches Grandma’s 
nose and the old lady 
starts snoring, louder and 
louder, until it’s so loud 
that Louis has to cover his 
ears. “How can anyone 
make such a racket?”

Soon the pirates hear the snoring too. They fall silent for a moment, 
and then begin to holler, “The marauding sea monster! The ma-
rauding sea monster is in the house!” 

Not even the biggest scaredy-cat could be as frightened as these 
naughty men. They jump like headless chickens from the roof into 
the water and flee in all directions. Even Captain Cash is shaking 
like a wet puppy before taking off to where it’s safer, leaving be-
hind him just a yellow puddle and a few feathers. 
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In the meantime the storm grows more and more violent. The ropes 
holding the house with the three clay chimneys to the pier begin to 
tear. Mary, Louis and their guests are carried off to the open sea, 
where they’re thrashed about by huge waves. The hurricane winds 
open the windows and the foaming ocean sprays into the house.

The children look for a hiding place; some take refuge in the tub, 
others under the stairs or in the laundry basket. Thick raindrops are 
crashing down like a hail of bullets and causing a horrible noise. 
Mary and Louis hide in the closet. Buried deep among the clothes, 
they fall asleep as they await the end of the storm.

The next morning Mary is woken by rabbit whiskers tickling her 
nose. The brave little girl rubs her eyes and boldly opens the closet 
door. It can’t be true! The house with the yellow roof and the three 
clay chimneys is back in its place under the mighty tree in Jolly 
Street.    The children thank Mary and Louis for rescuing them 

from the pirates. They don’t forget to pet Smooch 
and Pooch before thinking of their worried parents. 
Grandma finally wakes up. She can’t believe it’s al-
ready Sunday. On the living room floor she sees a 

giant sea-snail shell. “And just where did this 
thing come from?” she asks, more to herself, 

and puts it on a shelf. Then she goes into 
the kitchen and makes Mary’s favourite 
breakfast – delicious crepes with jam.

“Grandma, we’ve got company,” says Mary and invites her new 
friends for breakfast. Grandma has to use up all of her eggs and jam 
to fill the little sailors’ bellies.
After breakfast, the kids once again show their gratitude to Mary 
and Louis for 
rescuing them, 
say goodbye and 
set off in search 
of their parents.

30 31



The nosy neighbour almost falls out her win-
dow as she watches the chubby children in 
undersized clothes walking along Jolly Street.

 
Sunday is quiet and peaceful, and only the 
local gossips are busy whetting their tongues. 
They’d just love to know why and how so 
many little ones emerged that morning from 
the house with the yellow roof. In the end 

they decide that it must have been Mary’s relatives from faraway 
America.

Louis and his best friend play right up until evening, when a black 
car stops before the house and honks twice.
The car’s motor is sputtering impatiently, so the girl says goodbye 
to her grandma, her best friend and the bunnies. “See you next 
weekend. I’ll miss you,” she says sadly.

Before leaving, Mary gives Louis a feather that was dropped by the 
dreadful Captain Cash. Her best friend sticks it into the pocket of 
his splendid adventure vest. Mary waves to him from the back seat 
of the car, all the way until it disappears around the corner.

When the big, black car is gone, the bunnies Smooch and Pooch hop 
out onto the road and curiously sniff at the stinky puddle of oil left 
behind.
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Mary loves to visit Grandma and her little house with the 
yellow roof, even if there’s no television there. At Grandma’s 

it’s so different from at home. She can doll herself up in 
front of the bathroom sink until she’s scared of her own 
reflection in the mirror. If she doesn’t like lunch, she can 

just push it away and munch on chocolate. Each weekend an 
exciting adventure awaits her there, and, best of all, her 

friend Louis lives in a house right by Grandma’s.


