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They poked their heads up into the attic and found 

themselves looking out over a huge lake covered with 

fountains sending water high into the moonlit air. Tok 

whistled softly.

‘To think it was here all the time and we had no idea,’ he 

whispered.

‘It was ever thus,’ said a voice behind them. 

They whirled round to see a rocking horse looking down at 

them with an amused sparkle in its eye. 

‘Are you ready?’ it asked.

‘Ready for what?’ said Tik.

‘Now, that would be telling, wouldn’t it?’ smiled the horse, 

scooping Tik and Tok up onto its back and flapping away 

over the glittering water.
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They soared over the lake, landed before a cave on an 

island shore, went through a series of doors and corridors 

and ended up in a dark room full of ropes and enormous 

pictures hanging from the ceiling.

‘My job is to start things,’ smiled the horse, flying into one 

of the pictures. ‘Be bold!’ 

Before Tik and Tok knew what was happening the room 

filled with light, huge curtains swished open and trumpets 

blared. They looked out into the noisy blackness and 

blinked. They were in the middle of the stage in an old 

theatre and a packed audience was waiting for the drama 

to start. And this is what they had come to see:
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Act I Scene 3 - The Narrenschiff

‘Charming,’ said Tok as they picked themselves up and 

trudged on their way.

The plain became a desert of sandy waves and as they 

walked the noise of a fierce argument drifted towards 

them on the wind and a ship swung into view. A rather 

small and tub-like oceangoing ship. But it wasn’t on an 

ocean. It had wheels and it trundled over the sand. And in 

it were six men, one boy and hundreds of books.

‘Ahoy, there!’ called the tillerman.

‘Are you the Narrenschiff?’ asked Tik. ‘We’re looking for 

the Secr...’

‘I am Master Wax,’ the man replied, ‘and these are my 

friends. We are going to Paradise. Can I offer you a lift?’

‘Is Paradise a place?’ Tik asked.

‘Of course it is, you fool,’ growled Master Wax. ‘We are not 

in complete agreement as to the direction we should take, 

but...’
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between his teeth and threw the ball with all his might up 

towards the summit. The wind caught it and sent it flying 

upwards. Tik grabbed Tok and put him in the bag. And 

then he let go of the ground and trusted to the string.

Act III Scene 1 - The Turning Point

They forced their way up the slope until they had to rest, 

huddled together behind a rock, panting for breath, the 

world whirling before them as the island turned.

‘I think I may have seen the Secret,’ said Tik. ‘She was 

like the wind. Barefoot, like a fawn that can fly and ride 

the wind, with her hair streaming. And now she’s gone 

and maybe we’ll never catch her. Never.’

‘We must move up the hill,’ said Tok. ‘And perhaps, as we 

climb, we shall see her again. But as for the Secret...’ 

He tailed off into silence. They rested and looked out at 

the spinning world. And set off again. 

By now the wind was like a hurricane and it was all they 

could do to hold on. They clawed their way higher, inch by 

inch. If they let go now they’d be flung out high into the sky 

and dashed to pieces on the lower slopes. Tik’s fingers were 

growing tired. Then he saw Tok’s mouth moving. At first he 

couldn’t understand, but at last he got it. Of course! The 

ball of string! He fumbled for it in his bag, put the loose end       


