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   Nothing terrible 
has happened. Yet.

 
   High in the sky, the crow was flying. “Cra-aak,” she called.
 
   She flew up over bare mountain cliffs. Then over the forest where leaves were turning yellow and red.
 
   How beautiful it all was, seen from above!
 
	
	  
   Down below was a little kindergarten where the young animals were playing with a ball. They wore hats and gloves because it could be cold at this time of year.
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   Further on, a river wiggled. A summer cottage perched on its bank. And over by the big oak tree was a newly built house.
 
   The crow swooped towards the badger’s tidy cottage.
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   Ha! The trash can had been overturned and completely smashed. Terrible, but it served the old grouch right!
 
   And then the crow landed by the forest’s little police station. She stepped up to the door and pecked at it. “Cra-aak!”
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   The door opened at once and a police officer peered out.
 
   It was the mouse called Detective Buffy.
 
   She was Chief Detective.
 
   “Good morning, Crow,” she said nicely, with a salute. “Chilly today. I think winter is on its way…”
 
   “Has something terrible happened?” asked the crow. “I’m pretty sure it has!”
 
   “No, I’ve just been doing my reports. Only one report—of noise in the night.”
 
   “Noise in the night?”
 
   “Yes, Badger said someone tipped over his trash can with a great crash.”
 
   The crow nodded. That’s what she’d seen.
 
   “So nothing terrible has happened,” Buffy said. “Yet…”
 
   They said goodbye and Detective Buffy sat again at her large desk.
 
   She looked down at her paper.
 
   “Night noise” was what it said in the report. Someone had banged on the lid of Badger’s trash can, then finally tipped it over. It was absolutely forbidden to make noise at night. This would have to be investigated.
 
   “Hmm,” Buffy said quietly to herself. Maybe a deer happened to push over the can. Or it might have been that crow looking for something edible.
 
   Who, who? Hmm.
 
   Detective Buffy had a friend called Gordon, an old toad. He used to be Chief Detective but he was now retired. Gordon still lived in the police house—and could help when necessary.
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   Although lately he had mostly been lying in bed reading books. He’d cleaned out his attic and found a whole box of books about trolls.
 
   Gordon had become so engrossed in the troll stories that he’d soon read them all.
 
   Now he lay in bed like a round lump.
 
   He was also humming.
 
   “Hmm, I think it must be Bang,” he said. “Ha! I always figure out what’s going on…”
 
   “What?” said Buffy, looking up from her report.
 
   “Bang is the richest troll,” Gordon explained to his friend.
 
   The two police looked at each other.
 
   “You’re not talking about Badger’s trash can, are you?” said Buffy.
 
   “No, I’m reading an adventure story about trolls. And I think Bang has hidden all the gold in question,” said Gordon. “I’ve read all the troll books now and I’m beginning to understand how trolls think. Long before the end of the story I figured out what would happen…”
 
   Buffy jumped down from her swivel chair and stretched her arms wide.
 
   “No one thinks the same as oneself,” said Gordon. 
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   “Everyone is different. We must understand that, otherwise we make mistakes in our police work. You and the crow, for example, think completely differently.”
 
   “In what way?” Buffy asked.
 
   “You always want to solve problems. The crow looks for terrible things she can tell others about.”
 
   Buffy put on water for tea and took eight cakes from the cake tin. Two for herself and six for Gordon, as usual. Gordon went on reading.
 
   “Ha!” he said. “It was Bang. I knew it! You have to watch those trolls.”
 
   Buffy poured them each a cup of tea.
 
   Gordon climbed laboriously out of bed. His legs creaked and he had to adjust his ample stomach.
 
   Gordon was a very wise toad who thought a lot. There was no one who thought exactly the way he did.
 
   “Trolls don’t exist,” said Buffy.
 
   “Do mice?” said Gordon, and he laughed.
 
   “Mice do!” said Buffy.
 
   “Of course,” said Gordon. “It’s easy to deduce that mice exist. You only have to talk to one to find evidence of it.”
 
   Buffy nodded, pleased. She was a police officer and she liked evidence.
 
   “We have not seen any trolls to date, but that doesn’t prove anything. We haven’t ever talked to a monkey either. Do monkeys exist?”
 
   “Well,” said Buffy. “Swallows often talk about monkeys when they come home from Africa. That’s a form of evidence. But I still don’t think there are trolls!”
 
   “Ha, but what do we know about the future? Maybe we’ll meet a troll, tomorrow even. Or tonight, because trolls can’t be out in the daytime. You have to be prepared for the unbelievable.”
 
   “Who would like the last nut cake?” Buffy didn’t want to talk any more about trolls.
 
   Gordon chuckled.
 
   “Of course, you should have the nut cake because you love nuts, dear Buffy.”
 
   Gordon looked admiringly at himself in the mirror. A bulging stomach with slender legs and flat feet. Bald head with large eyes and a wide mouth. Exactly what a wise old toad should look like, he thought with pleasure.
 
   He took a strawberry tart and pushed it into his wide mouth. And then another. There’s a lot of goodness in that stomach, he thought. Who knows how many cakes are in there!
 
   Buffy jumped up on the desk chair again, swung her feet a little and nibbled at the nut cake. She always saved the nut until last.
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   “Hrrm,” said Gordon, “trolls are interesting. I myself am nineteen years old and tired in the legs. You’ll soon be two years old and as lively as any mouse. Trolls, on the other hand, can be more than a thousand years old, according to my books.”
 
   “Aren’t they just story books?” Buffy asked carefully.
 
   “And the troll called Bang is 1300 years old,” Gordon went on, pretending not to hear the question. “Trolls are older than the largest trees, almost as old as stones, I think. They can’t be out in the daytime, it says in my books. If the sun shines on them, they crack. Hoo!”
 
   “Poor things,” said Buffy.
 
   “Furthermore, trolls are terribly rich,” continued Gordon. “You and I have just our police station, our two beds and the cakes we need. But these trolls have been digging for gold deep in the mountains. And saving the gold in large caves…”
 
   “How much gold?”
 
   “Bang has enough to fill our entire police station!”
 
   Buffy looked around the room. She was glad it wasn’t filled with gold and was just an ordinary police station with room for two police officers.
 
   Gordon took two cakes and squished them together. A lemon cake with a chocolate cake as topping. He put them into his mouth. These two went well together.
 
   “What do trolls eat?” asked Buffy.
 
   “Nobody knows!” Gordon answered as he chewed. “It doesn’t say in the books. But since trolls are as big as houses, they may not need to eat every year.”
 
   Buffy had nibbled the entire nut cake and now she spun the top nut between her fingers. Once she’d eaten the nut itself, she was alert and ready for work.
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   Now she popped it into her mouth and closed her eyes in pleasure.
 
   “So!” she said, hopping to the floor. “Thank you for the story, but now I must get to work. It’s time to discover who made all that noise in the night at Badger’s cottage. And who turned his trash can upside down.”
 
   She put on her police hat and took the magnifying glass with her. Sometimes it is best to investigate first, before you do too much thinking.
 
   “By the way!” said Buffy. “The squirrels asked if we could look after Helmer till tomorrow. They’re going to see friends and they said that Helmer is very interested in police work.”
 
   Gordon finished his tea. He layered a pineapple ringlet onto a chocolate brownie. They went well together, too.
 
   “Helmer is a lively child,” he said to himself. It would be fun to teach him all about police work. And trolls. Imagine if they came across a real troll. That would be unexpected!
 
  
   
  
   
   
 
   
 
     [image: Chapter 2] 
   

 
   Interrogation regards 
brumbling and scrorching

 
   It was a chilly day and Buffy twisted her scarf twice around her neck. But everything was calm. The sun was shining and small birds were chittering in the bushes.
 
   Some of the last big bumblebees buzzed around looking for flowers. Soon they would find a place to sleep for the winter.
 
   A mouse family greeted Buffy cheerily. Buffy saluted them and tickled the littlest mouse on the belly. That’s what you do if you are a good police officer.
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   Badger lived a short way along the path and up a small hill. Buffy whistled happily, although she noted the big dark clouds on the horizon. Soon winter would be here.
 
   At the top of the hill was a small, well-kept cottage. The last flowers of summer bloomed red and yellow in the flower beds.
 
   “Enough food for all the bumblebees,” Buffy thought.
 
   She knocked on the white, freshly painted door.
 
   Clearly Badger was an orderly creature. Even though others found him angry and brusque.
 
   She knocked again. There was no sound from inside.
 
   She opened the door carefully and called, “Yoo-hoo.”
 
   No answer.
 
   She took her hat off and tiptoed inside.
 
   “Yoo-hoo.”
 
   She went along the hallway, where Badger’s shoes were lined up straight, his hat on its hook.
 
   In the kitchen everything was neat and clean, the round table with its checked tablecloth and a small vase. A clock ticked on the wall.
 
   She called again. “Yoo-hoo.”
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   Then she peeped into the next room, clearly Badger’s bedroom. Yes, there was the bed and in it lay a large figure, snoring.
 
   She knocked on the door frame and said quietly, “Badger, in relation to your report of noises in the night...”
 
   He snored even louder. Buffy knocked again.
 
   “My name is Detective Buffy.”
 
   No. Finally she went over to the bed and poked him gently. His coat was prickly and coarse. She shook him. “Yoo-hoo.”
 
   Suddenly he shot up to stand beside the bed. He stamped angrily on the floor.
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   “Where are your manners!” he cried. “Have you come to disturb me again? I’ll call the police.”
 
   “Yoo-hoo,” said Buffy quietly, waving one paw. “The police are here.”
 
   “Who are you, breaking into my house?”
 
   “Detective Buffy,” said Buffy.
 
   “I can’t hear what you’re saying!” shouted Badger. “Speak up, mouse!”
 
   Buffy put on her police hat and saluted. Now he seemed to understand.
 
   “I am here on account of sir’s report of noises in the night,” she said.
 
   At last, he calmed down and they sat at the kitchen table.
 
   Buffy was good at dealing with all sorts of animals, approaching them in just the right way. If they were angry, she could calm them down by smiling politely. If they were afraid, she could comfort them with a little sympathy. You have to be able to do that as a police officer.
 
   Badger began by complaining that he slept badly at night. The tiniest noise woke him. He slept so badly that he was exhausted in the daytime. He was never, ever able to sleep, he said.
 
   Buffy said nothing about how hard it had been to wake him but took out her notebook.
 
   “Last night I heard brumbling and scrorching outside!”
 
   Buffy wrote brumbling and scrorching. What did they mean?
 
   “And when I came out, they had destroyed my very fine trash can. Inherited from my forebears. Freshly painted a beautiful shade of green.”
 
   “Aha,” said Buffy. “Sir went to go to bed. He heard brumbling.”
 
   “And scrorching,” Badger clarified.
 
   “What does brumbling mean again?”
 
   Badger uttered a coarse, rumbling growl, so much so that he started to cough.
 
   “That’s how it sounded, but even worse!” he said. “And without the cough.”
 
   “And scrorching?” Buffy wondered. “No, sir does not need to imitate the sound!”
 
   “The tearing rasp of rough surfaces over huge mountains…”
 
   Buffy nodded and took notes.
 
   “And then?”
 
   “Then I opened the door and asked them to be a little quieter.”
 
   “Them?”
 
   “Yes, there were certainly several of them doing it. Up the mountain.”
 
   “I see, and what exactly did sir say to them?”
 
   Badger demonstrated. He flew up from his chair and over to the door. He threw the door open and shouted to the world outside: “MIND YOUR MANNERS, YOU SCOUNDRELS, NOW BE QUIET!”
 
   Buffy had dropped her notebook in fright.
 
   “Gosh, do you think you might be overreacting a little?” she asked carefully.
 
   “What?” said Badger. “I can never sleep. I never do sleep.”
 
   “Do your friends sometimes tell you that you’re getting over bothered?”
 
   “Mind your manners! No one has told me that.”
 
   “I see.”
 
   A long pause.
 
   “Well, I have no friends to speak of,” said Badger quietly.
 
   Buffy thought. Lonely and angry and unable to sleep. It was clearly not easy being an old badger.
 
   “I’d like you to come to the police station tomorrow,” said Buffy.
 
   “What! Am I a suspect? Will the scoundrels go free while I sit in prison?”
 
   Buffy smiled at him. The polite and friendly police smile.
 
   “What! WHAT!” cried Badger, increasingly angry.
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   This badger misunderstood almost everything.
 
   “I thought you might come and have a cup of tea. And a cake.”
 
   “Well,” he said in surprise. “Tea? Alright, yes. I thought you were going to put me in prison…”
 
   Buffy explained that they didn’t have a prison anymore. It had been converted into a bedroom for the police. The police station was much nicer these days.
 
   “Shall I bring the trash can with me?” Badger wondered.
 
   “No,” decided Buffy. It was better that they looked at it together now. After all, she had her magnifying glass with her.
 
   As they walked outside, Buffy thought that this case was practically solved. Badger was angry. And he had no friends. With someone to talk to, he would probably be happier. Then he might stop bellowing if anyone disturbed him from up on the mountain. And if he didn’t complain, others wouldn’t get angry with him and tip over his trash can.
 
   Buffy whistled a happy tune.
 
   They went around the house and there was the can. Oh! She was so surprised, she dropped the magnifying glass and it cracked through.
 
   It had been a solid trash can made of thick metal, beautifully painted green, with a heavy lid.
 
   Now the lid was wrecked, completely buckled, with big holes in it. And the can itself had been ripped up. As if it was a paper cup torn into pieces.
 
   “Look.” Badger pointed out the holes in the lid. “This is where the scoundrels have hacked in with their sharp claws. Or gigantic teeth.”
 
   “Th-th-this will have to be thoroughly investigated,” said Buffy.
 
   And she certainly didn’t need the magnifying glass for that.
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   Gordon and Helmer make plans

 
   While this was going on, Gordon wandered down to the kindergarten.
 
   He wanted to talk with the young squirrel called Helmer. He hummed a song about a mother troll and her many children. He was glad to be meeting this young squirrel at the kindergarten who was interested in police work. Gordon loved having young police assistants to train up.
 
  “A young helper is the best police officer!”he always said.
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	  First, he greeted the young ones throwing a ball to each other in the yard. Then he said a cheerful good morning to the teacher.
 
   “Helmer is so happy to be sleeping at the police station tonight. He has a backpack of his things with him,” she said.
 
   And then Helmer came running with his tail in the air, calling hello to Gordon.
 
   “We can go right now!” he said. “Please!!!”
 
   “I think your teacher wants you in kindergarten first,” replied Gordon. “But this evening…”
 
   “No, please. Now!” cried Helmer.
 
   “You could have today off, Helmer,” the teacher agreed. “To work with the police.”
 
   Helmer’s eyes shone.
 
   “Teacher, after that we can have a police school for all the young ones. And I’ll be the teacher!”
 
   Gordon laughed heartily. What lovely ideas the little squirrel had. And how quick he was, running to fetch his backpack.
 
   “Helmer can be with me today then. I’ve just finished reading all my important books, so I can also take a day off!”
 
   They left for the police station, Gordon plodding and humming, Helmer scampering happily around him.
 
   Unfortunately there were no cakes left in the tin, otherwise they would have begun with a snack. And when Gordon looked in the big boxes sent from the bakery, they were also empty. All of them. Hmm, strange.
 
   “We can use these boxes for school benches later,” said Helmer. “Everyone at kindergarten will be able to sit on their own box at my police school.”
 
   Helmer sat on one now. And Gordon put the others away for Helmer to use later.
 
   “We’ll need some big pictures to show the others from the kindergarten,” said Gordon. “About what is most important when you’re a police officer. We called them posters when I was small…”
 
   “I can draw and paint!” said Helmer.
 
   He rummaged in his backpack and found his crayons.
 
   Gordon pulled out some large pieces of paper.
 
   “Now tell me what is important for a police officer,” Helmer said. “And I’ll draw it!”
 
   “I think they should be well dressed.”
 
   “Well dressed?
 
   “Yes, that’s what my mother always said. No holes in the jacket or dirty trousers. And well combed, if they have fur.”
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   “Then I’ll draw that. A police officer who is well dressed and combed.”
 
   Helmer started to draw Gordon.
 
   “No, no, draw Buffy instead! Or yourself!”
 
   Helmer drew all three of them. Gordon’s eyes were slightly too big and his mouth too small. But the hat sat nicely on his head. Buffy was a bit crooked but nicely combed. And Helmer was wearing a tie.
 
   “Very artistic!” Gordon said to encourage Helmer.
 
   “What else should a police officer be?”
 
   “Police should always be friendly,” said Gordon. “And polite.”
 
   Helmer made Gordon’s mouth wider, too wide, but you could see that he was very friendly. He stood a little askew, as if about to topple over. Buffy was grinning beside him. And Helmer was smiling widely with large white teeth.
 
   “Finally, a police officer must always be brave. Even if a task is unpleasant, and they’re afraid, it must still be done,” said Gordon seriously.
 
   Gordon wandered back and forth, thinking.
 
   Helmer drew.
 
   “Is brave what I mean?” said Gordon. “Really, the most important thing is to be wise.”
 
   “No-oo,” said Helmer, disappointed. “We can’t change it now! The picture is finished.”
 
   In Helmer’s drawing, a bent-over Gordon crept through bushes, his mouth pursed. Buffy looked determined. And Helmer had hidden behind his own tail, ready to jump out.
 
   “Well, well, I look like a banana!” Gordon laughed. “But you don’t need to do a new picture. They’ll understand perfectly.”
 
   There was one piece of paper left and Gordon suggested they make a poster that could always hang at the police station.
 
   “Tell the police everything.” Gordon wrote it in big letters.
 
   In the picture, Helmer drew Gordon and Buffy next to each other. And in front of them a very, very small squirrel was explaining something.
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   Gordon was far too fat in the picture. And Buffy was rather flat in the face. But there were some lovely greens and pinks.
 
   “Phew, we’ve done good work,” said Helmer. “Now let’s stand to attention and do some marching.”
 
   Gordon protested. “We police don’t do much in the way of marching. Nor do we often stand to attention…”
 
   This saddened Helmer. He enjoyed standing as straight as a nail. And stomping.
 
   “Okay,” said Gordon with a chuckle. “Atten-tion!”
 
   Helmer stood straight-backed and so tense that the tip of his nose quivered.
 
   “At ease!” commanded Gordon.
 
   That meant Helmer could sag a little and rest.
 
   “Attention again!”
 
   Helmer stood like a lovely nail. Even his tail was straight.
 
   “Attention, sit down! Attention, stand up!”
 
   
 
   Helmer loved it when he said “Attention.”
 
   “Attention, march!”
 
   Helmer stomped around the police station and Gordon lumbered after him. 
 
   After three circuits, Gordon’s legs ached. “We’ll sing the parade march,” he said. “Last time around!”

	  
 
	  
   All creatures everywhere
 
   Shall be safe in nature.
 
   Big, strong police,
 
   Tra-la-la-la.
 
 

	  
   Just then the crow came flying over their heads. She croaked softly: “Watch out for the banging monster, watch out!”
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   “What?” said Gordon.
 
   “Beware the terrible monster,” squawked the crow.
 
   What did the crow mean?
 
   Ah well, the first lesson was finished. Gordon was too.
 
   “Attention, march to bed!” he commanded.
 
   They both went immediately and lay down.
 
   But Gordon couldn’t help wondering: What had the crow actually meant?
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   With or without the pistol?

 
   “We’ve been having so much fun!” said Gordon when Buffy came home after her careful investigation of the trash can. “But now it’s rest-time and we’re lying here talking about trolls.”
 
   Buffy said nothing. She was very pale.
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   “Soon we’ll have lesson two,” said Gordon. “The flashlight, the magnifying glass and perhaps the stamp.”
 
   Buffy said nothing. Even her whiskers were drooping.
 
   “Look here at Helmer’s beautiful posters,” Gordon continued. “Do you see who that is with a flat sort of face? And the fat one there with the gigantic mouth?”
 
   Buffy sighed and slumped.
 
   “But what’s the matter with you?” Gordon asked.
 
   “They must be unbelievably big, strong and angry,” said Buffy glumly. “This will be a problem for us. The crow knows we are investigating the can, so now everyone in the forest has heard about it.”
 
   She explained everything to Gordon. It wasn’t just a matter of an overturned trash can. There was one, or several, irate scoundrels who’d ripped a solid trash can into small pieces. Scoundrels who were that angry could certainly be dangerous.
 
   “The crow is flying around croaking about monsters,” said Gordon.
 
   Buffy nodded anxiously.
 
   “Is it time for a snack?” Helmer wondered. “Or a piece of fruit?”
 
   “Yes, we need a cake now to comfort us.” Gordon began to search in all the cake tins.
 
   “The cakes are finished,” said Buffy. “I forgot to say. The baker family wants to stop working because they’re old and tired. We’ll have to find new bakers.”
 
   “Dear oh dear!” sighed Gordon.
 
   He was always miserable when the cakes ran out.
 
   “Don’t we have any of those secret night cakes, with some sort of fruit and frilly, sugary bits? Mmm, wait, I might have hidden some in the wastepaper basket…”
 
   Gordon rummaged down to the bottom, hunting for his secret cake supply.
 
   “What should I do?” said Buffy. “Give me some advice, Gordon!”
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   Gordon answered that Buffy knew better than anyone what to do.
 
   He found four cakes. Ha! “Oh,” he said happily. “Two for me, one for Buffy and one for Helmer.”
 
   “You can have mine,” said Buffy in despair. “I know I’ll have to go out as soon as it’s dark. Walk to the mountain, listening for brumbling and scrorching. As you say: Be well dressed, friendly…”
 
   “And brave!” called Helmer, munching on his cake.
 
   Buffy sighed.
 
   “But I can help you,” said Gordon comfortingly, as he hid three other cakes in a bag in the drawer marked Important notes.
 
   “No, this is an unpleasant job which the Chief Detective must manage,” said Buffy.
 
   During the afternoon the little police school continued according to plan. First Helmer did work-with-dark-spaces. He went into the wardrobe, closed the door and shone the flashlight.
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   Gordon stood outside calling: “Do you see anything?”
 
   Unfortunately they couldn’t have the lesson on magnifying glasses because theirs had cracked when Buffy dropped it.
 
   Gordon had to explain instead how exciting it could be to look at a dead fly’s hairy legs under magnification.
 
   Helmer shivered and asked Gordon to tell him more about the scary legs.
 
   They also managed to fit in a short lesson about the stamp.
 
   But Gordon said that with such a serious case under way, with these scoundrels, any stamping must wait until everything was solved.
 
   Outside the window it was growing dark. The wind had come up.
 
   “Hmm,” said Gordon. “It’s a little spooky out there…”
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   “Trolls,” said Helmer. “Tell me more about trolls. What should you do if you have to creep up on a troll?”
 
   Gordon’s face lit up. He hunted out one of his books which was all about this.
 
   “Hmm, hmm. It says here: ‘You have to move very slowly. You should stand as still as a tree, ideally. You mustn’t try to talk to them, because that scares them. If you shout, it can go very badly! And you must never look them straight in the eye.’”
 
   Helmer’s eyes shone. So exciting.
 
   “We can try this out,” he said. “Sneaking up like trees!”
 
   “I don’t think I can look like a tree,” said Gordon. “I’m a little too fat for that.”
 
   “You can be a rock!” said Helmer. “That would be just as good.”
 
   They crept around inside the police station. Both the tree and the rock sneaked up on each other. Behind the bed, over to the rocking chair, under the desk and around Buffy, who just sat and thought.
 
   “Don’t look them in the eyes!” Gordon told Helmer.
 
   “Don’t talk!” Helmer replied.
 
   Buffy sat, preparing for the difficult job ahead.
 
   “I’ll have to take the pistol,” she said quietly.
 
   “The pistol!” Gordon was surprised.
 
   There was a pistol in the police station, of course. It was always locked in a cupboard behind glass and was never used. Pistols are too dangerous.
 
   “But now it is needed, I believe,” said Buffy.
 
   “Well, you know best,” said Gordon.
 
   Suddenly some animals appeared, knocking quietly on the door.
 
   “We don’t dare stay at home,” said a mouse.
 
   “What if those terrible monsters the crow is talking about turn up?”
 
   “Come in,” said Buffy. “You can stay here until we know more.”
 
   An old rabbit couple had also turned up.
 
   “We had a break-in, too, by the way,” one explained. “Someone took saucepans from our kitchen. And then they stood outside in the dark, banging on them.”
 
   “Very mysterious,” said Buffy. “Welcome, in the meantime.”
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   “Unfortunately we don’t have anything to offer,” said Gordon. “Hrmm.”
 
   Buffy’s mother and some of her sisters and brothers also appeared, seeking protection in the police station. And some from the kindergarten. But there was plenty of room and the young ones could rest in the beds.
 
   Finally, the crow flew in.
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   “Watch out, watch out,” she croaked. “I’ve warned everyone now. And just as well.”
 
   Buffy shook her head.
 
   “But now everyone is scared.” She waved at all those who had come in seeking protection.
 
   “Yes, but it must be a monster, or maybe a hundred,” said the crow, ashamed. “Isn’t that so?”
 
   “Well,” said Gordon to Buffy, “that’s how crows think, they like to sound the alarm. You and I are different, we solve problems. No one thinks exactly the way you and I do.”
 
   Buffy took out her best police hat. She gave it a brush.
 
   
   “Will you take the pistol?” asked Gordon.
 
   Buffy stood a moment and looked at the glass cupboard.
 
   “No,” she said finally. “The pistol is forbidden, we decided that once and for all. I’m going to be well dressed and friendly, as you say.”
 
   Then she saluted all the animals and walked briskly out into the dark with the flashlight in her paw. Even though it was so dangerous.
 
   “The most courageous mouse I know,” said Gordon to the others. “And the best Chief Detective.”
 
   Then he called out anxiously: “If you’re not home in half an hour, Buffy, we’ll come and help you.”
 
   Hmm, we’d better get ourselves ready, he thought.
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   Buffy becomes flat

 
   First Buffy went to Badger’s cottage. Out on the path, she turned around and saw the snug police station glowing in the dark. In the window all the animals sat and waved. Buffy saluted and carried on.
 
   “Farewell,” she mumbled to herself.
 
   Then she went up the hill. She peered carefully around Badger’s house. But it looked exactly the same as before. No scoundrel had been here.
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   “Mind yourself! Who dares to come here?” someone called out.
 
   “It’s Detective Buffy,” she answered at once.
 
   “Of course, yes,” muttered Badger, who had suddenly opened the door. “I thought it was those scoundrels back again.”
 
   “No one’s here,” said Buffy.
 
   “I heard them a few minutes ago,” he said. “Just as the sun was going down.”
 
   “Brumbling?”
 
   “No,” said Badger. “Just scrorching.”
 
   Buffy suggested that the badger go to the police station, where he could be with the other forest animals. Safest that way.
 
   “Never! Do you really think I’m afraid of scoundrels!” he protested crossly.
 
   “No, I thought it would be safer for the small ones if you were there.”
 
   “Ah, I see what you mean. You think so?”
 
   Buffy pondered. Yes, everyone thought differently, just as Gordon said.
 
   Badger went to the police station and Buffy carried on alone over the bridge and into the dark. She stood still, listening for noises. The wind moaned and the last leaves on the trees rattled. She shivered and wished she could go home to the police station herself.
 
   Then she heard scraping. It sounded like something hard and strong was rasping at the mountain. As if someone was clawing at a rock face. A very clear sort of scrabbling. Straight ahead and up the cliffs. So Buffy went up the mountain, the light swinging back and forth over the path.
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   The sound grew louder. Buffy walked quick-march towards it. Marching is a good thing to do when you’re frightened. And it must be done! All the animals were frightened, and a Chief Detective had to tell the scoundrels that it was forbidden to scrape loudly at night.
 
   “Yes!” she said aloud, to give herself courage. “Big, strong police!”
 
   Almost at the top, she could see a small cavity in the mountain. And there was a sudden hailstorm. Hail clattered on the police hat and bounced off her nose. Buffy could hardly see.
 
   She shone the light and saw three large figures standing by the cliff. Or were they big rocks?
 
   No, they moved a little.
 
   “This is the police speaking!” she said in a loud voice, with a big smile. “Please come over and explain what you’re doing!”
 
   She was friendly. Although, it might be hard to see her big smile in the dark. She fixed her eyes on them.
 
   They came closer.
 
   They came a lot closer, at great speed. They were like three boulders rolling towards her.
 
   They had stopped scrabbling and begun to growl.
 
   They crashed towards her. She heard a deep rumbling and snarling, like a brown bear that had fallen down a well.
 
   Buffy shrieked and then she was mown down.
 
   The light went out as it was squashed.
 
   Her beautiful police hat went as flat as a plate.
 
   And Buffy was rolled as thin as gingerbread.
 
   She was completely flattened.
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   “It’s been half an hour,” said Gordon, standing with the other animals at the police station. “I won’t wait a moment longer!”
 
   “We must hurry, or she’ll die,” croaked the crow. “She might already be dead...”
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   Gordon gave the crow a sharp look that shut her up.
 
   “First, we need someone who can track her. Don’t we have a rabbit who’s very good at sniffing?”
 
   “I can smell everything,” said the rabbit in the rocking chair.
 
   Gordon found one of Buffy’s socks. The rabbit sniffed it.
 
   “It smells of sun, grass and nut cakes.”
 
   They all set out to look for Buffy. First the rabbit, who picked up her scent at once and bounced away in Buffy’s tracks.
 
   Then came Gordon and Helmer. Then Badger, who muttered angrily about scoundrels who should be sorted out. Then came the others, in random order.
 
   The smallest ones, however, stayed behind in Buffy and Gordon’s beds, looked after by an old rabbit uncle.
 
   Over the bridge went the rescue party: through the forest, up the mountain!
 
   It was absolutely quiet now; even the wind was holding its breath. Heavy drops fell from the trees.
 
   The rabbit scampered ahead and suddenly called: “The smell of sun, grass and nut cakes. She’s here!”
 
   Gordon hurried over with Buffy’s mother.
 
   “Buffy! Are you alright? Are you alive? You’re so flat, little Buffy.”
 
   Buffy blinked. Then she tried to nod, but it looked more like twitching her nose.
 
   “How shall we take her home?”
 
   “Just roll her up like an old blanket,” said the crow.
 
   Another sharp look from Gordon.
 
   Badger said that everyone should stand around her, take a corner each, and all lift at the same time. Buffy’s mother gently unfolded one of Buffy’s ears, swallowing her tears.
 
   “One and two and heave!” They heaved. Everything went very well and they made their way down the mountain with their precious load.
 
   “Hang on tight,” squawked the crow. “Can’t you carry her properly? If she blows away we’ll never get her back.”
 
   Gordon didn’t have time to stare at the crow. He was hurrying so hard he didn’t even notice that Helmer had stayed behind.
 
   Little Helmer wanted to be a police officer and carry out an investigation of the crime scene all by himself…
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   Buffy becomes round again

 
   Buffy was carried home to the police station. But she was too wide for the doorway. They had to bend her carefully and then lay her on the floor. All the other animals had to stand against the walls to make room for her.
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   “Are you comfortable enough?”
 
   Buffy’s nose twitched.
 
   “Mind no one stands on her!” said Gordon. “What shall we do? Shall we let her lie and see if she comes back to her normal shape?”
 
   At that moment two new guests appeared at the police station.
 
   Two elderly bakers came in, puffing after their walk.
 
   “We’ve had a break-in at the bakery,” said one, flapping her apron. “Someone has come in and stomped around. They haven’t stolen anything but they’ve put their fingers all over the saucepans and bowls and rolling pins and spatulas…”
 
   “Spatulas?”
 
   “Yes, you use them to scrape out the last of the cake mix from the bowl,” she said.
 
   “Yum,” said Gordon. “Are there any cakes left, by the way?”
 
   The bakers shook their heads.Gordon looked sorrowful.
 
   In the meantime, Badger had been thinking about what to do with Buffy.And now he had an idea.
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   “I know!” he cried. “I’ll inflate her!”
 
   He knelt on the floor.
 
   With one paw he squeezed Buffy’s nose, then he took a deep breath and blew into her mouth.
 
   Slowly she became rounder, and soon she looked normal again. Badger blew and blew.
 
   “Stop now,” cried Gordon. “Don’t blow any more or she’ll explode.”
 
   Buffy blinked a few times and then she got up and gave a deep sigh.
 
   “Finest dear Buffy!” said Gordon. “I’m so pleased to see you back to normal! Can you move alright?”
 
   Buffy waved one paw slightly.
 
   And then the other.
 
   She stood up and stamped lightly.Then she took hold of her tail and inspected it with care.
 
   “Everything’s fine,” she said.
 
   “Hurrah!”
 
   Buffy’s mother and Gordon supported her over to the bed so she could rest. The young ones made room for her in the middle, where they gathered around her, patting her nose.
 
   “Tell us!” said Gordon.
 
   
 
     [image: ] 
   

 
   Buffy closed her eyes and thought carefully.
 
   “After I’d spoken with Badger, I went on alone over the bridge into the dark. I stopped and heard a scraping noise. And then I went quick-march up to the top of the mountain. It started to hail and…”
 
   All the animals held their breath and leaned in towards her. What would come next?
 
   “Come on!” said Badger, irritated. “What happened?”
 
   Buffy lay quiet on the bed.
 
   “I don’t know. I’ve forgotten. The next thing I remember is Gordon asking me if I was alive.”
 
   “She’s had a shock and lost her memory,” said Gordon. “But she’ll begin to remember if she’s able to rest. I suggest we all go and lie down.”
 
   The young and the very old all lay in the beds.
 
   There was room for twelve youngsters in Gordon’s bed. He himself stretched out on a rug. If they could just sleep for a while, Buffy’s memory would come back and then they’d work out the best thing to do.
 
 
	  
 
	  
   Helmer badly wanted to be a real police officer. And here he was, investigating the scene of the crime. First, he picked up Buffy’s flat hat and knuckled it into shape. He tried it on. It fitted pretty well. Yes, now he was a real police officer!
 
   He listened as the whole gathering trooped over the bridge. He heard the door to the police station open, and all their voices saying loudly what they were going to do next.
 
   He was all alone and determined to solve the case. Then he could do the stamping afterwards.
 
   What if it had been a few boulders rolling down the mountain that had flattened Buffy? But then the boulders would still be lying at the bottom. And there were none.
 
   And where would they have come from if that was the case?
 
   Helmer climbed the mountain and caught sight of a cave. It wasn’t so dark now because the clouds had parted and a bright moon had risen.
 
   A cave? It looked as if someone had hacked and chopped out pieces of the mountain, quite recently. Strange. Why would anyone dig a big hole up here? There were no picks or spades to be seen. Nothing they could work with.
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   He discovered a lump of clay lying at the entrance to the cave. When he picked it up, he saw that it was a figure. A fat lump of clay with a face and a broad smile, a big nose and two short arms. Hmm. The clay was still soft, as if someone had been sitting and kneading it quite recently. And it wasn’t finished. It had only the beginning of a tail. And no legs. Helmer was good at making sculptures in kindergarten. He pinched out the clay and made a short leg, then he began rolling the tail to make it longer…
 
   He hummed to himself and became absorbed in his work while he wondered who could have made the clay figure.
 
   Then he felt someone breathing behind him. Breathing and quietly rumbling. He slowly turned his head and saw a creature at his back.
 
   Much bigger than he was:a strong body, big nose, wide mouth, long hair.
 
   Help! Was this a scoundrel?
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   What would a good police officer do now?
 
   There were three important words, but he’d forgotten them.
 
   Then he caught sight of a big pinecone in front of him. A pinecone! He grabbed it and threw it straight at the scoundrel, to protect himself. It hit the big nose right in the middle.
 
   The scoundrel rumbled again.
 
   Then it suddenly put its thumb into its mouth and began to suck.
 
   Was that a tear in the scoundrel’s eye?
 
   Helmer was sorry.
 
   It’d been stupid to start throwing pinecones!
 
   But he’d been so scared.He picked up the pinecone. “Sorry,” he said. Maybe he could show the big thing how to pick out the little seeds.
 
   “Small, lovely seeds, like nuts! Really good.”
 
   
 
     [image: ] 
   

 
   The big thing took the cone and tried to pick out a seed, but its fingers were too thick for such delicate work.
 
   Helmer showed it how and he popped some seeds into the big thing’s mouth. Its face lit up. They were sweet and good.
 
   Then Helmer pointed at the lump of clay and how he’d been working on the tail. He looked at his new friend’s tail, which had a tassel on its end. So Helmer built a little tassel on the clay figure’s tail.
 
   They both laughed as they sat together.
 
   Helmer figured out that the scoundrels must have been frightened and run away at top speed. His friend hadn’t managed to take his clay figure and had come back to look for it.
 
   “You’re kind,” said Helmer, and he smiled.
 
   His friend laughed and pointed at Helmer with a large, crooked finger.
 
   “Yes,” said Helmer. “I’m kind, too.”
 
   Then he thought he should get back to the police station. The others would be getting worried.
 
   “I have to go!” he said. “But see you again soon.”
 
   They waved goodbye and Helmer hurried down the hill.
 
   When he stepped into the police station and hung the police hat on Buffy’s hook, Gordon had just told everyone to go to sleep. Gordon was stretched out on a rug and Buffy lay in the bed among all the young ones from the kindergarten. Helmer lay down beside them. He saw the poster that said: Tell the police everything.
 
   “Uh-oh,” Helmer began. “There’s something I have to tell—”
 
   “What a noise,” said Buffy sleepily. “Those dreadful, dangerous scoundrels. Tomorrow morning when I remember better, we must do something about them! Sorry, what was it you wanted to say?”
 
   “No, it’s nothing, we can talk tomorrow instead,” said Helmer.
 
   Buffy began at once to snore lightly.
 
   Helmer agreed that you should tell the police everything. But everyone seemed so angry with the scoundrels. And Helmer’s kind friend might end up in trouble.
 
   What an impossible fix! What should he do?
 
  
   
  
   
   
 
   
 
     [image: Chapter 7] 
   

 
   Important notes

 
   It was dark in the police station. The lights were out and twenty-seven animals had found places to sleep. No, twenty-eight, because now an otter appeared, wanting a place. He came straight from the river, shaking off water so that everyone got a shower. Then he went and lay down beside Badger.
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   “Why can’t everything behave like normal?” the otter said morosely.
 
   “Nothing is ever actually normal,” Badger replied sourly.
 
   Soon everyone was asleep.
 
   Peace settled over the police station. Not really though, because now there was an awful lot of snoring, puffing, hissing and squeaking. A moan came from Badger, who complained that he couldn’t sleep if there wasn’t quiet.
 
   Detective Buffy slept well. She had her mother beside her and the young ones in a ring all around her.
 
   Detective Gordon snored loudest of all.
 
   Yes, now everyone was asleep except for Badger. And little Helmer.
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   Should he tell everything to the police? Or should he keep quiet, because he didn’t want his friend to get into trouble? He lay thinking and sighing, and he couldn’t decide what he should do.
 
   He wanted to be a good police officer, and he wanted to be a good friend. What was the right thing?
 
   Helmer was very wise. He usually did just the right thing.
 
   In the last day he had only done one thing wrong. That was when he had thrown the pinecone at his friend’s nose. He shouldn’t have done that! Not when he was a police officer who should always be friendly. He felt bad about it.
 
   Tell the police. Don’t tell the police.
 
   Helmer tried to come up with something wise, something in the middle.
 
   Suddenly he had it!
 
   He leaned over the fast-asleep Buffy.
 
   He whispered in her ear: “I can’t wait until the morning, Buffy. I have to tell you now. I met a big thing with long hair and a little tassel on its tail. It’s probably the thing you’re looking for. I just wanted to say that my friend is very, very kind. Sleep well, Buffy.”
 
   Buffy just slept and slept. But now Helmer had told her everything. And not told everything.
 
   He felt relieved. Now he could sleep. How nice that would be!
 
   Only Badger lay muttering crossly. Never mind, Helmer could go off to sleep.
 
   No, what was it Badger was grumbling about?
 
   “Just you wait till tomorrow, you scoundrels! You’ll all be rolled flat! I’ll flatten you so you can never brumble again…”
 
   Help! thought Helmer. The badger is going to flatten my friend. I’ll have to warn him so he can hide properly.
 
   Yes, he would have to go out again into the night, and up the mountain. And tell him everything.
 
   So he got up and crept out. Not even Badger noticed anything, because he was so busy snarling.
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   Helmer walked alone towards the cave on the mountain.
 
   A few hours of snore-filled peace passed in the police station.
 
   Then the door suddenly flew open and two rabbits burst in.
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   “Mind your manners!” said Badger, who had finally fallen asleep.
 
   “We heard rumbling.” The rabbits were distressed.
 
   “We live in a hole by the big oak tree. Puff. “Woken by rumbling.” Pant. “At the new cottage.”
 
   “I looked out,” said the smaller rabbit. “There were things going into the cottage.” Puff. “Big things!”
 
   “We rushed straight here!” said both rabbits.
 
   “Scoundrels!” cried Badger.
 
   All this woke Buffy. She sat up and rubbed her eyes.
 
   Something had to be done now. The police must take care of this at once! Gordon went on sleeping like a log.
 
   Buffy felt surprisingly alert and awake, even though she had been flattened and then puffed up.
 
   But now Buffy also discovered that little Helmer was gone.
 
   He had come and lain down beside her and said he would tell her something in the morning. Where had he gone?
 
   What should Buffy do?
 
   She sat at her desk, on the very edge of the office chair, because behind her, three mouse babies lay sleeping.
 
   She might get an idea if she read through the important old notebook. This was where the police wrote down the most important findings once a case was solved. And stamped it.
 
   She pulled out the drawer.
 
   There was a bag in there. And beneath it a pile of papers. She looked through the sentences written on them.
 
	
 

   No crime. No punishment.
 
   Everyone should always be able to play with everybody.
 
   Always be prepared for the unbelievable.
 
 
  
	  
   Hm, there wasn’t much help in this advice.
 
   She peeked further into the pile.
 

 

   If it doesn’t work one way, it will work another.
 
 

	  
   What could that mean?
 
   Might Buffy have approached the scoundrels the wrong way last time? Something unpleasant had certainly happened, but she couldn’t remember what.
 
   Well, now she must try something completely different.
 
   Yes, that was it! She wouldn’t stand and call out in a loud voice like a police officer, but… Yes, she would think along these lines. At the bottom of the pile was a very old piece of paper. Detective Gordon had written it, maybe when he was a new detective.
 
	  
 
	  
   Always take a small cake when there’s a mystery to be solved.
 
 

	  
   Typical Gordon! What was in the bag, by the way?
 
   Buffy opened it.
 
   Three cakes! As if on demand!
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   She took the bag and went to put on her police hat, which hung on its usual hook.
 
   She thought a moment.
 
   No, she’d do this a completely different way!
 
   She wouldn’t take the hat.
 
   Then she said: “Badger, would you be so kind as to make tea for everyone. I have to go on a reconnaissance.”
 
   Then she took her jacket, opened the door and went out into the night.
 
   It was so very still in the forest.
 
   The hail had stopped and the full moon spread its light everywhere.
 
   The air was fresh with the special smell that meant snow was on the way.
 
   She paused to remember her dream. Hadn’t she dreamed about little Helmer? Strange. Helmer had told her something in the dream. What was it?
 
   “Very, very kind” and “Sleep well, Buffy!”
 
   Who had been very kind? Buffy or Helmer?
 
   Was that actually what he’d said? He had said something else in the dream, too.
 
   And why had Helmer gone off into the night?
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   Be a quiet tree 
that’s not watching

 
   Buffy went to the big oak tree. Behind it was the newly built cottage the rabbits had mentioned. It was a tidy house, lived in by a family of hares. It was here, then, that someone had broken in and stomped around. Buffy noticed that the front door was open. Had the hares forgotten to close it?
 
   She went over and listened.
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   “Hello,” she said. “This is the police!”
 
   There was no sound to be heard. Buffy lit the lamp and peered into the kitchen. Everything looked normal. Except that three saucepans sat on the floor. People didn’t usually put saucepans on the floor!
 
   And when Buffy looked closely, she saw footprints. Some creatures had walked on the wet ground and then stomped around in here without wiping their feet. The hare family would never do that. No, it must have been the scoundrels!
 
   And these were large footprints. Really large!
 
   Buffy shivered.
 
   “I think I’m starting to suspect,” she mumbled to herself. “Could it be…? Could it be what Gordon has been reading all those books about?”
 
   This was terrifying!
 
   “Is it possible that these things exist?” she muttered. “Hmm, I don’t believe in them!”
 
   She had to think carefully. She didn’t want to say their actual name. Not yet. She’d go on calling them scoundrels for now. That didn’t sound so bad.
 
   She sat down in the hares’ comfortable armchair to think everything through. Starting with the footprints on the floor. A set of really big prints. And a middle-sized set. And alongside, lots of small prints. Absolutely not hares! There had been three scoundrels. Maybe parents and a baby. A baby scoundrel. Buffy giggled. And a mama scoundrel. That doesn’t sound so dangerous.
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   If the scoundrels were what she suspected them to be, what conclusions could she draw?
 
   This sort of scoundrel couldn’t go outside in the sunshine. Or else they’d crack. They could only move at night.
 
   These were facts.
 
   During the day, they had to hide in caves and tunnels or rooms deep in the mountain. There were no deep caves in this mountain. Unless they built them, by hacking and digging? That might explain the scrorching everyone was talking about. Yes, that must be it.
 
   They were very old, over a thousand years old. Well, not the baby scoundrel, of course. But it meant they had been through a lot and must be wise.
 
   They were incredibly rich and had masses of gold. But what good did it do them? Could anyone speak their language? Gordon hadn’t said anything about that. Apparently they had a rough and frightening growl.
 
   They must be able to speak to one another if they were a family. Or not?
 
   But why had they gone about disturbing saucepans in people’s homes?
 
   Incomprehensible!
 
   “Saucepans, bowls, hmm,” she muttered. “Eating! What do scoundrels eat?”
 
   Well, that was something else no one knew.
 
   She thought some more. She had done some good thinking work already, but there was more to be done.
 
   “Very, very kind” and “Sleep well, Buffy”: she remembered those words. What had little Helmer been talking about in the dream? No, she couldn’t work it out. Had it even been a dream?
 
   Another question, then: How to approach scoundrels? That was something Gordon and Helmer had talked about—and had been trying out!
 
   You had to move very, very slowly, trying to keep as still as a tree. You shouldn’t speak, because that frightened them. If you shouted, things could go very badly! And you mustn’t look them in the eye.
 
   Hmm, not so hard for a police officer!
 
   Then there was Helmer. The silly young one who wanted to be so good, Buffy thought. She got up and left the cottage. She set off for the mountain, for the place where she’d been completely flattened on her last visit. Because that must be where the scoundrels were, where they were digging a deep cave. As long as they didn’t eat Helmer! she thought, hurrying along the path.
 
   
 
     [image: ] 
   

 
  
   
  
   
   
   
 
     [image: Chapter 9] 
   

 
   Meeting in the dark night

 
   Buffy hurried over the bridge and into the darkness.
 
   Helmer! Helmer! she thought.
 
   She could hear the strange scrabbling noise from up the hill. She slowed right down. It was time to be as still as a tree. As silent as a stone. She sat down and moved just a tiny bit every now and then.
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   Then she caught sight of two scoundrels. Two? Shouldn’t there be three?
 
   Buffy had a clever idea. She pretended to be engrossed by the leaves on the ground. She picked up a fallen leaf. Held it up as if it were an important note she was reading. Then she put it down, shuffled a bit closer and picked up a new leaf. She was just a small stone-like figure, busy reading all the leaves. She wasn’t the slightest bit interested in scoundrels.
 
   Now she could smell them. Like clay. She heard them muttering quietly to each other.
 
   From the corner of her eye she saw they were digging into the mountain. The biggest one hacked at the cliff and dislodged a huge boulder with a crack. They tore into the mountain as easily as Buffy dug the soft middle out of a bun!
 
   She noticed that the leaf in her paw was trembling.
 
   But she pretended to be completely uninterested. She cared only about the leaves on the ground. Closer and closer she crept, humming to herself.
 
   The middle-sized scoundrel hacked at another bit of cliff and was about to pull out a boulder, when it suddenly stopped, sniffed and put its nose in the air. They had discovered that Buffy was there.
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   They began mumbling amongst themselves. It became a muttering that grew to a brumbling. But Buffy sat still, now lifting two leaves and comparing them in the moonlight. She hummed to herself.
 
   The bigger creature came towards her with a strong smell of earth and mud. In the blink of an eye,Buffy saw that it was exactly the thing she had been thinking about!
 
   A thought flashed through her head: “I don’t believe in trolls.”
 
   But now she was looking at some.
 
   She had to believe in them. You have to change your thinking when you’re presented with new evidence.
 
   What had happened last time she met trolls?
 
   The memory flooded back. They had rolled right over her with a great roar, and they’d flattened her. That’s what had happened!
 
   Another thought flashed in her head. The dream! Now she remembered. Helmer had said something about how it was “actually a very kind friend”.
 
   It hadn’t been a dream. Helmer had said something to her as she slept.
 
   Now the troll put out its enormous hairy fist and took one of her leaves. He didn’t seem angry but, rather, peered curiously at the leaf, turning it over and around. He was of course wondering what could be so interesting about it.
 
   Buffy felt very small and unprotected. Should she sing the troll a soft and loving lullaby? Should she try tickling its shaggy belly?
 
   “Always take a little cake when there’s a mystery to be solved.” Wait, she had cakes in a bag.
 
   She took one out and showed it to the big troll while staring at the ground and saying not a word.
 
   The troll took the cake, turned it over, sniffed it and put it in his mouth. The troll began to brumble, a loud brumble that grew to a bellow and made Buffy’s ears flutter.
 
   The other, smaller troll came forward and was also given a cake. Sniff, taste, brumble.
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   Buffy looked up cautiously and hummed a little.
 
   Both trolls were brumbling so loudly that everything shook. But inside that thunderous noise, Buffy suddenly heard a faint pinging. Inside the brumbling could be heard a quiet, friendly voice. Now she could understand what they were saying.
 
   “Our gracious thanks!” said the larger troll.
 
   “We’re so happy that you’ve welcomed us!” said the smaller troll.
 
   Buffy was surprised. Goodness, they were so polite and friendly. She didn’t know how to respond.
 
   “You must be Chief Detective Buffy,” said the big troll. “Kind Helmer told us about you when he was here a moment ago.”
 
   They were still speaking in the same way. A loud brumbling with a small, friendly voice inside. If you didn’t listen carefully, you didn’t hear the gentle words.
 
   Buffy stood up and put out her hand.
 
   “It’s a privilege to meet you,” she said. “You’re quite right, I’m Buffy.”
 
   “My name is Bong,” said the smaller troll.
 
   “And I’m Bang,” said the bigger one.
 
   A very real troll called Bang was standing right in front of Buffy.
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   At the police station, most of them were awake by now, even though it was still night.
 
   Badger had made an enormous quantity of tea in the biggest teapot. A good cup of tea makes you hungry. The animals began to murmur. It would be lovely to have a little something with the tea. A cookie? A cake?
 
   Gordon had also woken and he felt very hungry.
 
   Sadly, there wasn’t a crumb to eat in the station.
 
   Wait! Had he not hidden a bag of cakes in the drawer for important notes? He crept over and pulled out the drawer. What? The bag was gone. There was only a stack of papers and you couldn’t eat those!
 
   What do you do when you’re missing cakes? Hmm.
 
   On the topmost paper was written some old advice.
 
   Always ask someone who knows.
 
   The paper was correctly stamped. Who knew how to get cakes? He went to Buffy’s bed and found that she’d gone. The investigation had summoned her, of course. And had Helmer gone with her?
 
   The kindergarten youngsters were lying in bed, dozing.
 
   “Help me,” said Gordon. “What do you do when you want cakes?”
 
   “You bake them!” said a baby hedgehog.
 
   “I can show you,” said a baby mole.
 
   “We’re really good at baking!” said two young hares. “Sponge cake!”
 
   “But where?” asked Gordon.
 
   “At the bakery, of course!” they all said in chorus, and laughed.
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   “We could all go together to the bakery,” said a shy owlet.
 
   So simple and obvious when you asked someone who knew!
 
   Gordon noticed the baker family.
 
   “Is there anything left in the bakery for us to bake with?” he asked.
 
   The bakers both nodded and said oink. Everything they needed was still there.
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   Right then, there was nothing to stop them.
 
   Gordon and Badger took the lead. A procession wended towards the bakery in the forest.
 
   “There’s no scrorching or brumbling to be heard,” said Badger. “All is well! Trust me.”
 
   Inside the bakery, the bakers pointed out all the ingredients. The young ones from kindergarten 
 
   knew exactly what to do. They mixed the batter for a sponge cake and kneaded dough for biscuits. But of course the oven was cold and would take time to heat up.
 
   Gordon felt hunger pinching his stomach.
 
   “We can eat the mixture,” said the mole child. “Cake mix is good.”
 
   “I think the mixture’s tastier than the cake!” added the hedgehog baby. “Why does it have to go in the oven?”
 
   Gordon was the first to agree. Soon they were all eating cake batter and dough. The big ones got to use the spatula, but the small ones simply dipped their paws into the bowl and licked them. Or rolled small balls of cardamom dough. It wasn’t a bad breakfast. In the middle of the night.
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   Gold deep in the mountain

 
   Bang bowed to Buffy, and Bong waved for her to follow them. They walked off up the mountain, to where the trolls had just begun digging out a cave. A short distance from the cave was the opening to a tunnel. Light shone from inside.
 
   Bang went first. Then Buffy, followed by Bong.
 
   The tunnel wound into the mountain, its walls lit by burning torches. They went down long flights of stairs, further and further, deeper and deeper. Their footsteps echoed. Buffy was glad the trolls weren’t brumbling. The reverberation in here would burst her eardrums.
 
 
 
     [image: ] 
   
 
 
   They came at last to a large chamber carved into the middle of the mountain. Two figures sat playing on a glittering, shiny heap of something golden.
 
   One was Helmer! Thank goodness. Buffy let out a sigh of relief.
 
   He was playing with a troll child, and together they were building a castle out of gold bars. Gold! Yes, everything down here was gold.
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   “Hi, Buffy!” said Helmer. “It was naughty of me to run away.”
 
   “Yes,” said Buffy.
 
   “Sorry,” said Helmer.
 
   “Although it was good that you told me that the trolls are kind. I finally remembered hearing that.”
 
   “I didn’t know what to do,” said Helmer. “I wanted to tell you, but I didn’t want my friend to be pounded by Badger.”
 
   They hugged each other. Buffy understood perfectly.
 
   “This is my friend, by the way,” said Helmer. “His name is Bing.”
 
   Buffy shook the troll’s hand. She took out the last cake and gave it to Bing.
 
   He loved the night cake topped with a miniature sugary lemon moon.
 
   His parents smiled happily.
 
   They all sat down on the gold heap and the young ones went on building their castle.
 
   The trolls explained that they came from the far north, from the great forests, but they had been forced to flee with their gold and everything. And so they had ended up in this pleasant forest. They would be very happy to stay and live here in the mountain.
 
   “Why did you save so much gold?” asked Buffy.
 
   “To have something in store for the family that can be exchanged for necessary items,” explained Bang. “Time is so long. Do you know how old I am?”
 
   “One thousand, three hundred years,” Buffy answered straight away. “I heard that at the police station…”
 
   “I knew the police knew a lot, but that surprises me,” said Bang. “It costs a lot to look after a child. Bing is only one hundred years old, and it will be another four hundred before he’s grown up!”
 
   “Gosh,” said Buffy. “How do you make the gold bars, by the way?” she asked, curious.
 
   “Oh, gold is as soft as clay in our hands,” said Bong. “We’re strong.”
 
   She picked up some gold nuggets and pressed them together, shaping them into a shiny gold bar.
 
   “We can make any figure you like from gold,” said Bong.
 
   “Gold bars are fun to play with,” said Helmer. “We should have them at kindergarten…”
 
   Bang cleared his throat, which echoed in the chamber. He had something important to say.
 
   “We are trolls,” he said. “We frighten animals because we are so terribly ugly…”
 
   “No, no,” Buffy protested, lying a little. “And it’s not forbidden to be ugly.”
 
   “We trolls have always had to keep to ourselves,” said Bong, “and that’s how it came about that we’ve saved gold to exchange for food, so we can survive.”
 
   “That’s terrible if that’s the case,” said Buffy. “No one can help what they look like! If someone is ugly and brumbles to a certain extent, that’s their right. It’s not a crime.”
 
   “Everyone says we are ugly,” said Bong. “And we are sensitive. We get very sad!”
 
   “It’s not surprising you get angry if people shout at you,” said Buffy.
 
   “I get very angry indeed,” said Bang. “Why do they shout, when we’re just getting on with our lives and talking quietly amongst ourselves? That’s when I sometimes destroy their things. Only things!”
 
   “Trash cans!” said Buffy. ”Hmm. I get it now. But then there was me, as well...”
 
   “What?” said both the trolls.
 
   “I was here! The police had to investigate what was happening up on the mountain…”
 
   “No! That was you?” said Bong.
 
   The trolls began to wriggle.
 
   “Was that you? We were just trying to get away from a bright light and an angry voice,” Bang said regretfully. “We ran away in terror!”
 
   “It was by accident that we trampled on little you,” said Bong. “Yes, we did feel something soft underfoot, but we hoped it was just a small...well, a sock.”
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   Both trolls started to sniffle and their tears splashed onto the floor. Bong reached out and stroked Buffy’s cheek.
 
   “Everything turned out all right,” said Buffy.
 
   “We offer a thousand apologies for what we did!” Bang said in a soft brumble. “But we were so scared of you.”
 
   Buffy felt a little proud.
 
   Then the troll lifted Buffy up and hugged her.
 
   “Careful, careful!” Buffy puffed, thinking how strong they were with the gold bars.
 
   It felt strange to be hugged by two enormous hairy beings who smelled of clay.
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   “But I still don’t understand why you’ve been looking for saucepans,” Buffy said after a while.
 
   The trolls began to explain that they wanted to eat the same sort of food as other animals. But how was it prepared? It had something to do with saucepans and bowls, they knew that much. But how was it done? They couldn’t work it out.
 
   “The food you gave us was absolutely wonderful. We haven’t eaten for twelve years so we are a little peckish.”
 
   “Cakes,” said Buffy. “Would you like to know how to make cakes?”
 
   And then she had a brilliant idea.
 
   Hmm, she thought. Sometimes you can figure out how it’s all going to end. Just as Gordon said. I’ve figured out how to solve everything now. So everyone will be happy!
 
   And so Buffy explained it all to them in a whisper. But then she said sternly: “If we meet anyone, you must promise to be like stones. Or trees. You must be absolutely quiet, and you mustn’t look anyone straight in the eye.”
 
   All three trolls nodded silently.
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   A big crash bang

 
   Inside the bakery, Badger lit the wood fire to heat up the oven. The young ones helped to mix up more batter and knead more dough. Everyone would be able to eat their fill.
 
   Inside, everyone felt safe. Outside, it was still dark and you never knew what scoundrels might be creeping around. But the door was firmly closed.
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   Suddenly there was a knock at the door. Everyone went quiet.
 
   There was another knock.
 
   “Can we come in?” It was Buffy’s voice.
 
   “It’s the police!” called Helmer from outside.
 
   Then Buffy poked her head in.
 
   “Is everyone here? Now, everyone, stay calm, stand still and don’t say a word,” she said.
 
   She entered the room, and three trolls squeezed in after her, through the little door.
 
   Everyone was astounded. The trolls lumbered in with heavy footfalls. Bang and Bong had to bend so as not to hit their heads on the ceiling. There they stood, arms hanging, looking at the floor. Little Bing came last. He was sucking his thumb.
 
   The crow was about to cry out what she thought of their appearance, but then she realized how close they were. She kept quiet.
 
   “These are our friends, Bang, Bong and Bing,” said Buffy. “They are very friendly and polite. Sometimes they brumble, but then you should listen to the small squeaky things they say inside the brumble. They want very much to learn how to bake. They love eating cakes. So in that way, we’re all alike.”
 
   Gordon lifted a bowl of blueberry muffin batter. He carried it over and offered it to the trolls.
 
   A baby hare showed how to stick a finger in the mixture and lick it. Then she burped. Maybe she had eaten too much already. Bang raised his big hand and carefully stuck a crooked, hairy finger into the batter. When he tasted it, his face broke into a smile. He growled in satisfaction and all the others took a fearful step back.
 
   Then the other trolls could share what was in the bowl. They were pretty hungry now.
 
   Badger couldn’t wait any longer. He stepped forward and said shortly: “I am the owner of the trash can. It was an excellent can and very good-looking!”
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   “It’s never good to shout at trolls,” said Buffy. “They’re very sensitive and it makes them angry and sad.”
 
   Bang began to brumble softly. And everyone could understand the small friendly voice inside the brumble.
 
   “We trolls wish to say sorry. First thing tomorrow, may we deliver a new trash can made of the purest gold?”
 
   “Well,” said Badger, happily. “Gold! The most beautiful trash can in the area, heh-heh, fancy that! It will in fact be better than the old junk I had.” They shook hands and were friends.
 
   “Gold!” said the crow. “I like gold, too...”
 
   “Except clearly,” continued Badger with a sour look at the crow, “if you have such a treasure in the garden, it has to be carefully guarded!”
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   The otter came over to him.
 
   “I’ll help you guard it. We can sit in your window. That would be lovely!”
 
   The otter was no longer gloomy and Badger was extremely happy. That showed how fast you could solve a problem like loneliness!
 
   “But now the most important thing is that the trolls learn to bake,” said Buffy. “Everyone else can go home for the moment. The baker family can show them how to melt chocolate, whip cream and other important jobs. Just remember that the trolls know nothing about our common, everyday items.”
 
   It was a strange night for the police. Gordon,Buffy and Helmer went home to the police station. Suddenly it began to snow.The air was filled with large white flakes. In moments the ground became white, as if someone had spread out a newly washed sheet.
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   Helmer began to scamper around.
 
   “The first snow of the year!” he cried. “I love snow!”
 
   Buffy opened her mouth and caught snowflakes on her tongue. Gordon looked straight up at the falling flakes. They stood for a long time, until they got dizzy. Snow settled on their heads and shoulders. Gordon was almost covered in it.
 
   “This reminds me,” said Buffy. “Do you remember the first time we met? It was in a snowfall just like this.”
 
   
 
     [image: ] 
   

 
   “Yes, that’s when we met,” said Gordon. “And it’s really the best thing that’s happened to me. It was no fun being alone. With you, the police station became a much happier place.”
 
   “Do you remember the mystery of the nuts?” Buffy asked with a grin. “We were so clever!”
 
   Gordon smiled broadly. He squeezed together a snowball and threw it high, high into the air.
 
   With his little footprints, Helmer had trampled a large heart in the snow. The snowball landed right in the middle of it.
 
   “It’s snowing, it’s snowing, it’s snoooowing,” he sang at the top of his voice.
 
   But there was a lot to do when they reached the police station. The case had to be stamped and summarized. That must always be done before they could go to bed.
 
   Buffy took out the stamp.
 
   “We must write down what we’ve learned on a piece of paper, stamp it, then put it in the drawer for important notes.”
 
   Helmer wanted to practice stamping. He said it was good to know how to stamp so it wouldn’t come out crooked when the stamp went on an important paper.
 
   He also thought he should have some turns swinging on the office chair, so he wouldn’t fall off later when it really mattered.
 
   “Even trying things out is important work,” said little Helmer.
 
   “That sounds reasonable,” Buffy agreed, laughing.
 
   “Helmer is an energetic and enterprising assistant,” said Gordon. “And also, brave and wise.”
 
   First, he was allowed to spin the chair. Three times around.
 
   When that work was finished, he set to with the stamp on a piece of white paper.
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   “A little to the right, a little to the left. And a little more to the right,” said Buffy. “Kla-dunk.”
 
   Just as it should be.
 
   Gordon leaned back in his chair and began a very long speech.
 
   “I think that Buffy is the world’s best chief detective, and that Helmer has been a very clever police assistant…”
 
   Perhaps everyone dozed off a little during the speech. But they woke up when someone suddenly jerked the door handle. And moments later, the whole door fell in. With a big crash bang.
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   Twelve sorts of cakes, 
three kinds of wisdom

 
   The door lay flat on the floor. Three trolls had shaken off clouds of snow before bursting into the police station. In their hands were baskets of cakes. Gordon went over and welcomed them. He looked at the door. It looked very broken. Little Helmer understood at once why they had just broken in.
 
   “They don’t understand our things.A door handle is very complicated, after all.”
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   Bing bent down and looked at the door handle.
 
   “The handle should be pushed down when you come in,” said Helmer. “Not up. And then you can go straight through the door.” The trolls were slightly ashamed and Bing scratched his head.
 
   “I know,” said Helmer. “It’s hard to remember. We’ll have to make up a rhyme to help you.”
 
   “Down is great, up will break,” said Buffy.
 
   Bing scratched his head again. He didn’t really understand.
 
   “It might be better if you just knock,” said Gordon. “And then we can open it for you.”
 
   “Tap gently,” added Buffy.
 
   Helmer thought of a new rhyme.
 
   “Tap tap. Avoid mishap. You can turn it into a little song. A song you can sing, so you always remember.”
 
   And he sang the little song.
 
   Tap tap. Avoid mishap.
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   But that was enough about the old door! In the baskets were twelve sorts of cakes. Muffins, chocolate drops, sunshine dreams, raspberry cones, sugar puffs, lucky trolls with chocolate hats, and small dry cardamom crackers.
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   “We baked them ourselves,” said Bing happily. “What do you think?”
 
   “We’re the world’s fastest bakers!” said Bong.
 
   Gordon took a small bite from each of the cakes.
 
   “They are terrifically good!”
 
   “In fact they’re all terrific,” said Buffy.
 
   But the sun was rising and it was getting dangerous for trolls. They bowed deeply to the police, put the door back more-or-less in place, and off they went, singing the lovely door song.
 
   It was time to write down all the important things.
 
   “And stamp them,” said Helmer.
 
   Buffy suggested an important note:
 

 
	  
   Everyone thinks differently: listen carefully to all.
 
 
	
	  
   Kla-dunk.
 
   “Should we listen to the crow as well?” Helmer wondered.
 
   “Somewhat,” said Buffy.
 
   “The crow is very fearful,” said Gordon. “She panics easily and that’s why she says what she does.”
 
   Helmer thought and came up with a clever note:
 

 
		  
   Strangers can bring good news. Good!
 
 
	
	  
   Kla-dunk!
 
   They had another taste of the excellent cakes. It was Gordon’s turn:

	  
 

   There is always a good ending. 

   In every story. And in real life. 

   If one is open to everything.
 
 

	  
   Kla-dunk.
 
   Three stamped pieces of paper were placed in the drawer for important notes.
 
   “All police!” commanded Gordon. “Attention, brush your teeth. Attention, march to bed!”
 
   And that’s what they all did. Buffy and Gordon smiling. Helmer very serious.
 
   “Attention, snore!” said Gordon once they were all under the covers.
 
   Helmer curled up and hugged his bushy tail.
 
   “I’m going to dream about my police school,” he mumbled and fell asleep.
 
   The sun rose slowly over the police district. It would be a glorious winter’s day with snow. But first the police were going to have a long—a really long—sleep.
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