
Always remember what it takes to be a kid.

© Maxim Dedikov, 2021
Written by Max Dedikov, 2021
Artwork by Artem Gorchakov, 20121
ISBN
www.isle29.com

http://www.isle29.com


2

List of Adventures

Egon makes himself the best Christmas gift ever

Lukas knocks on the window

Two best friends build an ice-mobile

Gretchen very nearly moves in with a squirrel

Lukas owns property

Gretchen proclaims herself a queen

Lukas pulls a trick on Uncle Ulrich

Karin is visited by a winged angel

Friends chase a serious-minded bank robber

Lukas needs help

Friends go on a mission

Egon gets mail

3

14

22

33

44

56

73

85

97

112

119

136



The fateful moment slowly crept closer and closer, the wait getting intoler-
able. Will the high expectations that were building up in the last five months be 
finally met, or will the Christmas midnight ring in yet another bitter disappoint-
ment?

Now, hold on! Why disappointment, you ask? It’s Christmas time! Who 
wouldn’t be happy on Christmas? There was one that actually wasn’t. A boy in 
his eighth year of life. Egon was his name. And what was so wrong with him that 
made his attitude towards Christmas so unusual, if not outright strange? Well, 
nothing really; he was just an ordinary boy. The truth was that it was virtually 
impossible to make Egon happy on the day of Christmas – all because of his 
wish. What Egon passionately wished for in the last three years had never come 

Egon makes himself the best Christmas gift ever
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true. He wished for neither gold, nor silver, neither world domination, nor space 
conquest. Yet his wish was almost as rare as elephants in Austria or snow in Sri 
Lanka. All he wanted was a friend. That’s right – a real, not imaginary, friend. On 
Christmas and throughout the rest of the year.

He looked out his bedroom window at the moon hanging sulkily up in the 
silent, dark sky. She looked lonely, too, with hardly anyone to talk to. Everybody 
was already in bed. To be awake when everyone else is asleep and to hide some-
where in the dark during the day is a life of little fun. Besides, the moon was too 
big and too cold to be able to make friends with any of the tiny stars scattered 
across the infinite, dark velvet of the universe. It would be the same as Egon try-
ing to befriend a mouse. Perhaps she would have more luck finding a friend on 
this Christmas night, when both adults and children stay up late to revel in joy 
and love.

The clock downstairs now struck midnight! The moment had finally arrived! 
Mom unlocked the sitting room, which, on this special night, had become a trea-
sure trove of all kinds of pretty boxes that sat under the three-hundred-year-old 
crystal Christmas tree, calling, “Unwrap me, unwrap me. I hold your wish. I am 
magic.” But their calls fell on deaf ears with Egon because he was looking for 
something bigger – a lot bigger. He suspected that a good friend would not fit 
inside a regular gift box. 

Egon now checked behind the glittering Christmas tree but found nothing. 
Under the sofa and behind the TV, there were no signs of anything even remote-
ly looking like a friend as well.

Mom and Dad exchanged puzzled glances. “What are you looking for, sweet-
heart?” wondered Mom. “You remember Christkind leaves presents under the 
Christmas tree, right?”
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With a heavy sigh, Egon kneeled before the boxes Mom had so lovingly 
wrapped herself. There was still that tiny shred of hope his friend might be 
packed in parts in several boxes, which Egon would then have to assemble like 
Lego. He started unwrapping the boxes. There were a great many wonderful 
things, including a fantastic sculpting kit that he had once seen at a store and 
asked for (being a very respectful boy, Egon only ever asked and never de-
manded). The set turned out to be just as cool as it had looked in the shop win-
dow. And yet…

Egon quickly looked through the rest of the gifts. They were all very gen-
erous. He sighed again: for all of the fabulous presents he got, none of them 
looked like a friend or a part of him for that matter. There was no doubt in his 
mind now that this was going to be just another lonely Christmas. But he mustn’t 
show his disappointment to his parents who had gone out of their way to give 
him the best of things. That’s right; Egon was already old enough to know the 
presents actually came from his parents, not Christkind.

His hands strayed back to the sculpting kit as a clever thought flashed 
across his mind. Wouldn’t it be fun to make a sculpture? Yes, it would be awe-
some to make a sculpture the size of a real, live boy. Yeah! What if he made a 
friend? Yes! Wasn’t that just a brilliant idea? It was! Yes, he was going to make 
himself the best Christmas gift ever!

Seeing their son smile a happily, Egon’s parents quietly sat down on the 
sofa, relieved. They loved him very much and would do anything to make him 
happy. 

The sculpting kit had all sorts of curious and cool tools, with which he would 
surely be able to fashion a proper friend. The only thing he couldn’t be so cer-
tain about was the quantity of clay the kit came with. “I don’t think there’s quite 
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enough to make a life-sized one with it,” Egon murmured out loud.
“What life-sized one, darling?” wondered Mom. 
“Oh, just a friend, Mom.”
She frowned. How many times had they talked about this before? Too many 

to start over! Their son seemed to have a serious issue. But what was there to do 
now? She sighed, “Aren’t you happy, sweetheart? It’s Christmas time.”

“I’ve got everything to make me happy, Mom, except a friend.”
“Don’t you have friends at school?”
“You don’t understand, Mom. A real friend is a friend for life, not just for 

school. And we live so far up the road that nobody wants to come visit me. What 
on earth made you choose this house? It’s too far to walk over, and you know 
perfectly well that children are not allowed to drive.”

Mom pursed her lips. “It’s been a home to several generations of the family, 
Egon. It belonged to your grandparents, and now it belongs to us. I am a von 
Blauwolke. If you remember the past, you know the future. It’s very important 
to us.”

“Obviously not so important to them since they have chosen to live else-
where. Why is that? It would surely be a good place for them. They are old and 
don’t need friends or any company for that matter.”

She smiled, “You know, sweetheart, they live in Greece because it’s warm 
and sunny.”

“I’d also like to live somewhere that’s warm and sunny. How come only the 
old get to have the best things? I bet they have no shortage of company in 
Greece.”

“Egon, they spend only the winters in Greece. They come to Austria for the 
summer. Remember we stayed at Hohenburg, their castle in Carinthia, last sum-
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mer?”
“Of course, I do. It’s a great place to live. Why don’t we live there? I bet I 

would have a million friends if my home was a castle.”
“It’s complicated, darling,” she said. “We are not yet barons von Blauwolke.”
Dad added, “Egon, it would be a much longer walk up to that castle. There 

are fourteen gates to pass before you reach the top. Don’t worry, you’ll find a 
friend, just you wait. Waiting is all it takes, really.”

Egon shook his head. “I don’t want to wait, Dad. Are you saying that only 
barons are entitled to have friends? I’m sorry, but I don’t accept that. I’ve al-
ready waited long enough. Too long in fact. And with what result? None what-
soever. What if I become a baron when I’m old? Should I wait all this time? No, 
I’m telling you, if I don’t find a friend today, I’m going to make one. It can’t be all 
that difficult.”

Mother smiled again. “It’s more difficult than you think, darling.”
“Well, you did well with me, Mom. Being your own blood and flesh, I should 

be as good as you two. Since you didn’t think it necessary to make me a brother, 
I’ll have to take care of it myself.”

“Okay, Egon,” said Dad, getting up with an impatient look on his face. Hav-
ing grown up with four older brothers, he failed to see the problem his son had 
with being the only child in the family. Getting all the attention, all the things and 
presents, new ones for that matter, was something that he, as a kid, could only 
dream of. 

“Thank you for all the gifts, though,” said Egon, sensing that he ought to 
show more gratitude. “I’m very grateful for all of them. And please send my 
thanks to Grandma for that lovely Alpine hat.”

As he went to bed that night, Egon’s mind was occupied with plans of what 
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to do the first thing tomorrow – that is, after breakfast (you cannot start a day 
without breakfast). Oh, and the church. Tomorrow, they’d go to the church. So, 
once all that was done, he would set about making himself a friend. Although 
there clearly wasn’t enough clay to work with, that surely wasn’t the only mate-
rial he could use. 

It snowed overnight, and on the next morning, the Christmas day, the fresh 
layers looked whiter and softer than ever, ankle deep. Egon did love snow. It was 
such a mysterious thing! Made up of billions of tiny snowflakes, it was, in fact, 
just frozen water. Once, Dad showed him a snowflake through a magnifying 
glass and, boy, was it an amazing thing to look at! So full of beauty and “sym-
metry” – the latter a word Egon particularly fancied. In a symmetrical world, 
every single thing is supposed to have a friend, an identical friend. Also, if held 
in one’s bare palm, the snowflake will melt into a bead of water. There’s a kind 
of magic about it.

“Nature’s full of such wonders,” explained Dad.
The grandparents were surely missing a lot of those wonders in that warm 

Greece of theirs. How could they possibly enjoy winter without snow? Actually, 
that wasn’t the only weird thing about them. Every time he offered to share 
sweets with them, they would decline, preferring to nimble on vegetables and 
fish. Fish! What sort of a life that was Egon could never understand. 

As soon as they returned from the church, Egon looked for a suitable ma-
terial to build a Friend from. But the entire house was one big disappointment 
with nothing he could find to work with. Upset, Egon went outside to go into the 
snow. It was very white and soft; it always cheered him up. Today, it clumped 
wonderfully. He quickly made a white watermelon, his favourite food. Observing 
with much delight the fruit of his work, he felt inspiration lift his spirits higher and 
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higher. It was a very well-made watermelon, and at a certain angle, it resembled 
a human head. There was even a hint of a nose. Egon chuckled. 

He could easily build a friend from snow! There was plenty of it around. But 
Egon didn’t want a huge lump with charcoals for the eyes and a carrot for the 
nose. No, there had to be something else to build with. He just knew there was 
something; it just needed to be discovered.

On the right side of the porch sat a broken barrel used for collecting rain-
water during the warm seasons. Dad would have normally emptied it out in the 
autumn and moved it to the garage for the winter, but an unexpectedly early 
cold nightly snap had turned the water into ice this year, which expanded and 
burst the sturdy wooden staves as though they were delicate straws. 

“See, Egon, what water can do to things when it freezes?” Dad showed Egon 
the bottom steel hooves that were torn like ribbons of silk. 

Egon had a brilliant idea! Why couldn’t he carve a friend out of the ice from 
the broken barrel? Ice is as hard as stone in the winter; he could carve a real 
sculpture from it. 

Having gotten Dad’s permission, Egon removed the broken staves and 
hooves and began working on a most promising block of ice, using the chisel 
and the small hammer from the Christmas sculpting kit. Deep inside this chubby 
block, he knew, was trapped his best friend. Egon worked tirelessly to set him 
free. 

“That’s nice. This is what Enki must have felt when he worked on his cre-
ation. I will call you A… No... Lukas will be your name,” whispered Egon, patting 
the sculpture on the head. “Right, Lukas. I will use all my talent to make you the 
handsomest ice boy on earth! But what you will also need is some clothes.” He 
brought Lukas the green felt Alpine hat, Grandma’s Christmas present. It suited 
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his new friend splendidly. “Only the best for my best friend.”
True art pays no heed to the crawling sands of time. It’s only laziness that 

fears time. And lazy Egon was certainly not. So absorbed he was in the carving 
of his ice friend that Egon was quite surprised to hear Mom call him to dinner 
from the kitchen window. It had got already dark, and the streetlamps were lit. 

“I’ll see you tomorrow, Lukas,” said Egon before returning home. The ice 
friend did not answer but looked happy, if you could actually make anything out 
on a face that still looked very much like a rough boulder. After all, it was Egon’s 
first attempt at sculpting. 

At the dinner table, Dad winked at Mom and said to Egon, “Why don’t we all 
go down to the Christmas market tomorrow?”

“That would be cool, Dad. Can we take Lukas?” asked Egon.
 “Who’s Lukas?” asked Dad.
“My new best friend, Dad. My new best and only friend.” 
“We knew you’d make friends with someone. When did you meet him, hon-

ey?” asked Mom.
Egon replied simply, “Just today. I gave him my new green hat.”
Mom frowned. She knew well that giving away headgear to someone you 

had just met was not a good start to a friendship. “You shouldn’t have done that, 
Egon. Not before you got to properly know your friend.”

“Besides, it’s not good to regift Christmas presents,” added Dad. “What 
would Grandma say?”

“She would say ‘yes’ the moment she set her eyes on Lukas. I know him very 
well. As well as I know myself. So it wasn’t regifting technically. It’s like when you, 
Dad, had to wear the clothes after your elder brothers had outgrown them. It 
was okay, wasn’t it? Lukas is like that to me. Even more than that. He’s my own 
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creation.”
Dad gave Mom another wink, “I think I know what Egon’s talking about. It’s 

his imaginary friend. I had one too as a kid.”
“No, Dad. He’s as real as it gets. In fact, he’s out there right now. By the 

porch.”
Mom looked outside through the window; night was playing out there with 

the street lights. “How come? What’s he doing outside so late? Children ought to 
be home at this hour, Egon.”

“He is home, Mom. Lukas is an ice boy. I made him earlier today. Remember 
you said only barons were entitled to have friends and I disagreed? So, I went 
out and made one by myself. He’s the best Christmas present ever. That’s not to 
say I didn’t appreciate your gifts; they were marvellous. Especially the sculpting 
kit. I used it a lot.”

Mom and Dad laughed out with relief. Egon was such a sweet child, and they 
loved him to pieces.


