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In Jolly Street there’s a mighty tree and, under its lush canopy, stands 
a charming house with a yellow roof and three brick chimneys. Spring 
has arrived and bumblebees as big as fists are buzzing above the dande-
lions in front of the house.
Today the residents of Jolly Street are a little lazier than usual. They’ve 
given themselves over to the gentle rays of the sun that have banished 
winter, and they’ve happily packed away into cupboards all their heavy
winter coats and jackets, their hats and gloves.

Also on this Friday a big, black car stops in front of the house with the 
yellow roof. The car door opens and a cheerful, darling girl pops out. 
Today the nosy neighbour does not go to the window where she usu-
ally draws back the curtains to peek out. No, today she carries out her 
duties right from her recliner on the balcony. She’s brought her binoc-
ulars along and she has a glass of refreshing lemonade.

The car gives a single, long honk, sputters a bit and then puffs off 
down the road to wherever it’s going. Mary races towards the house 
with the three brick chimneys. Grandma’s waiting for her at the front 
door, with a big, wide smile and a warm embrace. The curious neigh-
bour lowers her binoculars and notices a bothersome little fly that had 
planned to take a sip of her lemonade but fell in. Now he’s swimming 
around in her goldish drink.
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“Go pick out a book,” says Mary, pointing at the 
shelf. “Just look at all those fairy tales”
“Fairy tales are for children,” says Louis, with a 
dismissive wave. “I prefer encyclopaedias,” he 
adds in an important-sounding voice.
“Well, look up there on the top shelf. There’s 
a big, fat book about the entire universe. That 
should be to your liking,” says Mary.
“It’s too high up. There’s no 
way we can reach it,” Louis 
concedes.

Grandma is already snoring away in her chair, a 
book lying in her lap. 
“I’ll help you,” says a mysterious voice. In a corner 
of the room something is glittering, smoking and in 
front of them appears the fair-haired neighbour Frida in a pink dress, 
with a crown on her head and a magic wand in her hand.
She waves her arms with an “Abracadabra!” and 
everything in the room starts to fly around. Even 
Mary and Louis lose the ground beneath their feet.
Louis is thrilled as he floats easily through the air 
and grabs the encyclopaedia, and Mary flies from
 one end of the room to the other, like an astronaut 
at a space station. 

Mary loves to visit her grandma, even if Grandma has no microwave 
for popping popcorn in a jiffy, and even if there’s no ice cream maker 
at her place. Back home in the skyscraper in the centre of town, they 
have a robotic vacuum cleaner. Grandma still makes do with a broom 
and dustpan. Mary especially delights in Grandma’s book-filled 
shelves. On lazy afternoons she likes to flip through these books, 
while Grandma listens to music on her old record player and remem-
bers a time when you couldn’t buy water in plastic bottles. 

“Ding, dong” gently rings the doorbell. 
A “knock, knock” follows.
“That’s the secret knock!” exclaims 
Mary. Her best friend Louis has come 
over.
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“Yippee! This is fun!” they cry out. 
But then they see that Frida’s in a 
bad mood.
“I don’t find it fun at all,” moans 
the guest. “Ever since I decided 
to become a princess and mas-
ter magic, things have become so 
boring. Now I’m even tired of my 
glittery dress.”
Louis hangs on to the chandelier 
and asks, “What does a princess 
actually do?”
“Do you really want to know? 
You’re not kidding with me when you ask?” 
gushes the princess. Louis nods.
“Well, listen up. A princess’s 

first job is to be the prettiest girl in the world, 
from sunup to sundown. That’s why she has 
to spend so much time brushing her hair and 
putting on shiny dresses. Her second job is to 
wait for a prince to come and rescue her.” Mary 
speeds over from a far corner of the room and 
stops herself by grabbing hold of the curtains. 
“But don’t you get bored just waiting around for 
your prince?”

Princess Frida admits that it is a 
rather tedious task.
“Usually I chat on the phone 
with the other princesses from 
my street. We’re all so tired of 
waiting and waiting. I don’t 
know what’s up with these princ-
es. Not even a single one has 

come. Not a single prince has bothered to appear. 
Not by bike, not by roller skates, let alone by horse. Once Mommy 
ordered a pizza and when I heard the doorbell I was sure my prince 
had finally come. Boy, was I ever disappointed when instead of a 
handsome young man on a white horse I saw a spotty-faced teenag-
er holding a pizza.”

The children are giggling away when something flies past the win-
dow. “Did you see that?” asks Princess Frida in wonder.
“I saw some colourful balls zipping through the air!” says Louis.
“Let’s go see what’s happening!”
Frida snaps her fingers, Mary and Louis gently land on the floor, 
though the rest of the objects are still flying around the room. 
Grandma sleeps peacefully in her chair.
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Bill the ice cream man is on 
his tricycle, hollering away 

and throwing scoops of ice cream at a 
frozen house.
“That’s where Princess Mila lives. She’s 
a snow princess and can freeze anything 
she touches,” whispers Frida.
“What’s all this about freezing,” grum-
bles Bill the ice cream man. “Now it’s 
spring, and how am I supposed to sell 

ice cream if everything is frozen?”As he tries again to scoop out a 
scoop of ice cream, he’s suddenly struck by a frozen bolt of light-
ning. Poor Bill freezes in an instant and is turned into an icy statue.
“That’s not right!” says Mary firmly and runs off to Princess Mi-
la’s frozen kingdom. The inside of the house is covered in ice. Mi-
la’s mother and father are dressed in the thickest of winter clothes. 
White puffs of cloud form in front of their mouths whenever they 
say something.
“We haven’t had a visit in a 
lllllong time,” says the father, 
through chattering teeth. 
“Mmmmila’s in her room. 
Uppppp the stairs, to the 
left and at the end of the 
hhhhallll.”

“Oh, hello,” says Mila. She’s dressed in 
her finest dress, she has a crown on her 
head, and a magic wand in her hand.
“Mila, it’s not nice for you to cover ev-
erything in ice,” complains Mary. 
“And on top of all that, you’ve frozen 

the ice cream man,” adds Louis.
“I was annoyed! I could hardly wait for winter to end. You know, it’s 
not much fun being a snow princess when it’s winter outside. What’s 
the point of knowing how to conjure up snow if there’s already lots 
of snow outside? It hardly seems like something special, no? I can 
hardly wait for summer, when I can finally tease somebody. I know! 
I’ll freeze the sea!”
“That doesn’t seem like a very good idea at all,” barks Mary. Princess 
Mila gives her a dirty look, angrily grabs her magic wand and fires 
an icy bolt at Mary. Luckily, Louis is quick enough to pull his friend 
to safety.
 
“Abracadabra!” exclaims Princess Frida, and with a wave of her 
wand the the Snow Princess flies towards the ceiling. Her magic 
wand falls from her hands. At first Mila raves about, 
waving her arms and legs, but finally 
she calms down. Then she starts 
to cry. Instead of tears, tiny ice 
cubes fall to the floor. 
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“I’m sorry for teasing you,” 
says Mila, ruefully. “It’s just 
so lonely for me here. I was 
waiting for a prince that didn’t 

come.” With a snap of her fin-
gers, the princess thaws the 

house. Mother and father 
screech with excitement as they cast off their 

thick clothes. And Bill the ice cream man tri-
umphantly turns his trike around and rides off. 

Louis ties a ribbon to the princess and leads her 
out of the house, like she’s a balloon. Frida doesn’t 

want to call off the weightlessness-spell just yet. She’s still 
not sure the Snow Princess is done freezing people.

As our friends continue their journey up Jolly Street 
they run into a tall man with a moustache who’s 
wearing a gold wristwatch. He holds his son by the 
hand, and both are staring desperately at their luxu-
rious house. 
“That’s the father and brother of Princess Anna,” 
explains the Snow Princess, who is trying to find her 
balance at the end of the red ribbon.
“What’s power does she have?” asks Mary. “
“Her ability is this: she can conjure up horses, ponies 
and unicorns,” explains Frida. 

“Hello!” says Mary to the man with the moustache. “Is Anna home?”
“She’s in her room brushing her horse,” he replies. “I don’t dare to go 
into the house. This morning a horse ate my trousers and trampled 
all over my son’s toys. It’s downright dangerous in there! But Anna 
simply refuses to leave. She says she’s waiting for her prince to come.” 
Mary turns to Louis, who nods anxiously and says, “Let’s go see if we 
can help her out.”
On the lawn in front of the house are dozens of horses and unicorns 
of all colours and sizes. “Look! A rainbow pony with wings!” says the 
excited Snow Princess, marvelling at the flying creature. Frida, mean-
while, caresses a unicorn with a golden mane. “Ah, what a cutie!” 
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The house is a complete mess. There’s upended furniture all over the 
place, the floor’s covered in shards of broken plates and glasses, the 
curtains have been munched up, and magical pony poop steams in 
the corner. The guests knock bravely on the door of the children’s 
room and march right in. Princess Anna is cleaning the coat of a giant 
white stallion. The horse is calmly chewing the pillow on the bed and 
looking hungrily at the pink wallpaper with red hearts.
 “Oh, look, my valiant little horsy. We have visitors,” says a satisfied 
Anna, without looking up. “I only have to finish brushing  behind his 
ears.”

“Just look at all those 
hearts,” says Louis, who 
is gazing around her room. 
Princess Anna calmly puts 
down her brush and 
decisively approaches her guests. 
“Horses are my favourite things in the world. Then come hearts, then 
lovely dresses, then crowns, then shoes, then sweets, but I also adore 
coins and pearls, toys and, of course, holidays and…”
Princess Ana would still be listing away were it not for the howling 
sirens they heard. The children race to the window and look onto Jolly 
Street. “What a commotion,” says a horrified Louis. What’s going on?”



18 19

People are running from one end of the street to the other and hold-
ing their heads in despair. Some are being chased by out-of-control 
unicorns, others are stuck in mountains of cotton candy. The unfortu-
nate residents of Jolly Street are being attacked by naughty ballerinas 
in shiny tutus and the snow on the rooftops is melting under toxic 
rainbows. Louis pulls his binoculars out of his splendid vest and no-
tices that the entire street is full of gangs of crazed, wild princesses.
“We want princes! We want princes!” the girls scream. They’re 
wreaking horrible havoc with their magic powers. Mary also takes 
a look through the binoculars. “Oh, boy, this is much worse than I 
thought. We need help!”

“But what can we possible do?” asks Princess Frida. Princess Mila, 
meanwhile, is still hovering angrily at the end of the ribbon. 
“Louis will run over to Thorn Street and find our good friend, the Out-
law’s Daughter. She’s the only one who’s up to handling these out-of-
control princesses.”

Louis furrows his brow and admits, 
“I’m not sure I can figure out how to get over there. 
Everything’s so mixed up…” 
“Use your magic compass,” says Mary. The compass 
points immediately in the direction of Thorn Street.
“Good luck!” say the girls, as Louis bravely sets off on his way. He’ll 
have to be very crafty if he wants to arrive safely at his destination. 
Luckily he has his compass to help him out. Not until he gets to Thorn 
Street does he allow himself to rest. It was horrifying! A band of cud-
gel-bearing ballerinas chased him off. Who would have thought that 
such frail and darling creatures could be so dangerous? His strength 
returns after his little break and he continues his search for the Out-
law’s Daughter.
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Meanwhile, back in Jolly Street, 
the girls are shaking their heads 

in powerless wonder as, instead 
of fruit, lipstick and nail polish start 

sprouting from the trees.
“Oh brother. I think I just saw a pink lightning bolt,” says 
Princess Frida just as someone knocks at the door. “Come 
on in, come right in! Don’t worry about your shoes,” says 
Princess Anna, friendly as always. Her majestic white stal-
lion is frightened and he rises up onto his hind legs when 
a little giraffe runs up to him. “Woo, woo,” says the giraffe. 
He’s trying to bark but, because he’s a giraffe, barking 
doesn’t come easy.
“The giraffe that thinks he’s 
a dog!” exclaim the old 
friends. Out of sheer fear, 
the horse jumps out the 
window, spreads 
his wings and 
soars up to the 
clouds.

The long-necked creature runs 
in circles around the room, 

tripping on toys. 
But then he sees 
Mary and runs 

delightedly into her 
             arms.
  “You made it!” cries Mary, 
as the girls burst through the 

door – the Outlaw’s Daughter, the Future President of 
the Country, and the World-Record Weightlifter. Louis enters last.
“Of course we made it. We’re always ready to spring to the aid of our 
good pals,” says the Outlaw’s Daughter, running her hands over the 
two pistols hanging down in her holsters.
“…not to mention that we’ve been waiting and waiting to do bat-
tle with the princesses,” adds the Future President of the Country, 
naughtily. She’s dressed 
for business and holding 
a black suitcase. 
The World-Record 
Weightlifter doesn’t 
say anything. Instead, 
she just smiles and winks 
at Louis, who blushes.



22 23

Suddenly the floor shakes and they hear a faraway bang.
“Woo, woo,” says the angry little giraffe.
“There, there, good girl, now,” says the Outlaw’s Daughter, hugging 
her darling pet’s long neck.
“We don’t have much time,” asserts the Future President of the 
Country, extracting a battle plan from her briefcase and laying it 
out on the floor. “At the far end of Jolly Street we’re going to build 
a false shop called the Wonderful World of Glitter and all the prin-
cesses will be lured into it.”
“Giraffe and I will lure them close enough to see the inscription,” 
continues the Outlaw’s Daughter.
“I don’t get it,” says Louis, giving 
his head an honest scratch. 
“Don’t worry, the plan will work,” 
the Future President of the Country 
soothes him.

The children work all day and all night and by next morning there’s 
a new fake shop at the end of Jolly Street. It has a pink façade, and a 
beautiful pink sign proclaiming it to be the Wonderful World of Glit-
ter. It will light up as soon as Louis connects the electricity.

“Hurry up! Otherwise Jolly Street will be ruined forever,” yells 
Mary. An instant later the sign’s aglow. Our heroines are hiding in 
the nearby bushes. “Hide me, too,” whispers Mila. She’s still float-
ing like a balloon, above the thick bushes. They yank the red ribbon 
until she’s safely out of sight. Off in the distance they can hear the 
popping of the Outlaw’s Daughter’s pistols and the feeble barking of 
the giraffe that thinks he’s a dog.
“They’re coming!” warns Mary.
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The plan is working. The chaos in Jolly Street subsides when the 
bands of princesses gather at the shop door.
Some are tall, others are short, some have long blonde locks, others 
have crewcuts, but every one of them has a magic wand and a crown.
Drawn irresistibly to the pink and the flashing lights, they’re abso-
lutely out of control!
Soon all of the princesses are assembled in front of the shop. 
Mary cries:
            “Now!” The World-Record Weightlifter pulls a rope and a big metal cage falls 

from the sky over the princesses.
With lightning speed, it falls to the ground, trapping all the princess-
es. Even before they can make use of their magic wands, Mary sprays 
them all with cold water from a fire hose. The princesses don’t exactly 
like this, but the crazed expressions gradually fall from their faces. 
They’re no longer off the rails, and they no longer feel like tearing up 
Jolly Street. As they look at the mess they’ve made, they all express 
regret. Some start to cry, and others stare at the ground in embarrass-
ment. Mary promises to release them from the cage if they’ll use their 
magic powers to clean up the mess.



26 27

One, two, three, and Jolly Street is magically cleaned up.
The flattened trees are restored to uprightness and their branches 
are once again full of leaves. The flying unicorns dissolve and pop, 
like so many soap bubbles. Even the angry ballerinas lay down 

The gossips’ sharp tongues will be busy for a whole week, and they’ll 
wonder whether the people of Jolly Street were only dreaming, or 
whether some spoiled milk had played tricks with all their senses. 

“Release them!” orders Mary. The World-Record Weightlifter grits 
her teeth and her strong arms pull the rope to raise the cage. The 
girls are free at last. 
They’re taking stock of their dirty clothes and soaking wet hair 
when a group of boys approaches?
“Do you want to play some football?” asks a curly-haired boy with 
a ball in his hands. “There’s not enough of us for the big field.” 

their arms and begin 
pirouetting on their 
slender legs.After the 
last toxic rainbow has 
disappeared, the residents 
of Jolly Street cautiously 
peek out from their homes. 
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The girls take off their crowns and put down their magic wands and 
happily accept the invitation. They can’t run much and kick much in 
their long dresses, so they tear them into shorter, more comfortable 
versions. The match begins. The Future President of the Country ref-
erees, Mary plays goal, and above the goal floats a big balloon – no, 
that’s Mila! It looks like they’ve forgotten to release her. The Outlaw’s 
Daughter scores two goals, even though she won’t pack away her pis-
tols as she plays. The World-Record Weightlifter doesn’t play though. 
She’s worried about ruining her hair. Instead she admires Louis as 
he stumbles around the pitch, again confirming that he’s not one for 
sports. In the end, the girls win, and the losers invite them to enjoy 
some refreshing juice. They admit 
that they’ve missed the company 
of the girls, who, for some reason, 
had stopped coming to the soccer 
field.
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The juice-party is still going strong when the black car sputters up 
Jolly Street and honks its horn. The curious neighbour’s in a tricky 
situation because she would like to see how Mary will head home. 
But this time she just can’t. She too busy staring at the ceiling and 
wondering how the hoof prints go there. The exhausted fly, mean-
while, has finally managed to climb out 
of the lemonade, and he’s drying his 
wings by the side of the glass.

“I’ll miss you,” Mary whispers 
to Louis. The black car buzzes 
impatiently, exhaust puffing from 
its exhaust pipe. “I wish you could stay,” admits Mary’s best friend. 
Mary kisses him on the cheek and climbs into the car.

The Outlaw’s Daughter has also come to say goodbye, along with 
her giraffe, who’s convinced he’s a puppy. As well, there’s the Future 
President of the Country, the World-Record Weightlifter and Frida, 
who’s happy to have visited Mary instead of just going out of control 
like the other princesses. 
“Woo, woo,” says the giraffe, still trying to bark.
Mary gently caresses his long neck as the horn honks impatiently.
“I’m coming, I’m coming,” says Mary, rolling her eyes, then running 
to the car. The car slowly begins to move, but suddenly stops. Mary 
pokes her head out the window and hollers, “Don’t forget about 
Mila!”
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“That’s right!” says Frida and snaps her fingers. Mila, finally, can 
put her feet on solid ground. She casts off her crown and magic 
wand and happily rushes to join the others for some juice. At the 
same time, gravity returns to the living room of the house with the 
three brick chimneys. 

The big encyclopaedia stops hovering and lands with a crash on 
the floor, waking Grandma up. The old lady lazily rubs her eyes, 
gets up from her chair and walks over to the window. With one 
finger she parts the curtains and looks out at Jolly Street.
       “Everything’s back to normal,” she says with a smile.





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.


