Die Vliesbande 
 Enchanting Africa
The Zebra with Writing Stripes
A little further on, Romeo, Samurai and Camillo reached an idyllic clearing where a zebra lay comfortably under a tree. But when they looked more closely, they noticed that this zebra didn’t have ordinary stripes. Instead, its stripes were covered in writing – letters, words and whole sentences all over its body.
Samurai could hardly believe his eyes. “Romeo, can you read that too? Are those stories on its stripes?”
Romeo nodded slowly. “It really seems to be.”
Camillo was already standing right next to the zebra, trying to make out the words on its side. “There really is something written here! But the sentence just goes round the corner.”
“Camillo, the zebra is round, after all,” Samurai explained patiently.
The zebra raised its head, noticed the visitors and greeted them warmly. “Hello, strangers! I’m Zebastian, the literary zebra. My stripes tell stories, poems and adventures.”
Samurai leaned carefully a little closer. “Where do the stories come from?”
Zebastian smiled mysteriously. “Every night I dream new stories, and the next morning they appear on my stripes all by themselves. You’re welcome to read some, if you like.”
Romeo read part of the story on Zebastian’s back with interest. “The story sounds really lovely.”

Camillo walked halfway round Zebastian to read on, and suddenly stopped short. “Wait, I hadn’t finished!”
“Then just read more slowly,” Samurai said drily.
Zebastian nodded contentedly. “I’m glad you like them. But you know, there is one small problem: at some point I run out of stripes.”
Samurai flinched. “And what happens then?”
Zebastian laughed. “Then I sleep very deeply and dream everything away. Afterwards my stripes are empty again, ready for new stories.”
Camillo’s eyes widened. “You can just dream your stories away?”
Zebastian nodded. “Exactly.”
“That’s handy.” Camillo was thrilled. “Then I’d have room for new adventures every morning.”
“Have you ever dreamed about the Rainbow Stone?” asked Romeo.
Zebastian blinked, then smiled. “Oh yes, once. There was a story about a glowing stone hidden in the middle of an old baobab tree – a tree whose roots curve into a great arch, almost like a gate. Somewhere between the river with the dancing birds and the valley that never sleeps … I think.”
Samurai was suddenly all ears. “A glowing stone in a tree? Do you remember anything else about it?”
Camillo was quieter than before, but his eyes sparkled. Baobab tree, river, valley – that sounded like a trail they could follow.
“Only that a greyhound once guarded it, and that one night all the colours around the tree disappeared. The next morning the stone was gone – and so was the greyhound.”
Zebastian shrugged. “Maybe it was just a dream. Or maybe everything we dream is true somewhere.”
“That sounds as if you’re a very special zebra,” said Romeo.
“Thank you,” Zebastian replied, touched. “And you are very special visitors.”
Camillo stepped up to Zebastian once more and looked at his stripes. “If you dream about it again tonight, please dream a bit more clearly.”
Samurai couldn’t help smiling, and Zebastian laughed kindly.
Romeo, Samurai and Camillo said goodbye and left the literary zebra behind, lying contentedly under its tree and letting its written stripes gleam in the sun.


We hope you enjoyed this little glimpse into our magical world! There are many more adventures waiting for you and the alpacas. Come along and discover the rest of our story!
Your Team Wundervlies
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