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- The Princess
and the singing Wood

his Tairy tale tells the story of the princess of Inski Pinski,
who is suficring from the most beautiful illness, Fernweh™

which could be franslated as horizon pain. Together with her b i ; E H ‘I’ale OT Darhne 55 and nghl'
little golden wollf she scts sails to discover what lies behind the ivory Lyl T A s =
shores of her little island.. : “Oha ¥ N g ,_
Ay -
fin ode to the wonders of nature and the beauty of surrendering h:l-r n

1
the darkest of nights and the wildest adventure. inspired by Emnd[—‘.
navian Tolklore and the ]:I-]'EIII‘]I]‘I]ILI‘I.Q la.ndsnnpﬁﬁqut ‘Enrwn?
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For horizon-longers. sun-seckers and EII]'I‘]IW-D]'[II:I_-:E#EE:I'E of all
The author

Pernilla Kannapinn is a musician and a trn.gnhu-nd_ 3he m ar nnmpu—
5Er. A singer and a violinist. An artist at home IJEI"IE'EEI.'I l:uunh-mﬁ ﬂfﬂd
culturcs, a dreamer who sails in her painked violin | L‘-IIEE between l'hﬂ
roaring waves of I!"Eﬂl.ll'? and imagination. Pernilla is a ]:mmj'sr ::m:l"
storyicller. This willful artist is the best proof Hm'l '[:IITT hales rm:]hjr
do exist. 8o she travels the world with her little E,I.'I-I!Iﬂ house on| four a';n
wheels and a road that unfolds in all direction, always nmmpnmsdg) i_}
by her little dog "y". The blond wild head Tull of dreams, nlwn'irﬁ x, k.
thirsty Tor the hurizi.;un and nothing in her luggage but her 'I',nil'h'h[l'_ _=. _
violin, mysterious storics and melodies .. and the stars. ! sy
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. nce upon a Hme there was a small is—
land, so Tar away seo Iar nurfhwardﬁ.
where the Great Dear wheels around
the Pole Star. that the only direction
you could possibly travel w:é; southwards. It
had the strange_name InsRi Pinski and be-
cause it was the smallest island in the world,
it had only three-and-a-hall inhabitants: the
king. who ruled the island: his wiie." who had
the shape of a lioness: their beautiful daugh-
ter. the princess. and the littlest golden woll. 1
course. on such a small island there were not
very many freasures and valuables. But what
was there, was all the more beautiiul: over the
white ivory bays, the snail ouse-shaped castle
was rellected in the rranquil waves of the sea:
but ar the heart of the island grew the ever-
blossoming apple-willow and even in the deep-
est night you could sail to dnski PinsRi by the
scent of the sweet-smelling tree. But during the
day. the snailhouse-castle gleamed from aflar
like a small silver lighthouse, for it was made
entirely of mother-oi-pearl.

tle princess was nel very exciting: the

waves sang their monotonous song. the
sun and meoon rose and set again, and every
evening the Pole atar shimmered in the middle
oI the night sky.

B espite all this beauty, the liie of the lit-
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oreover, since the day ol her birth,
| i 1 i the princess suffered from the most

‘beautiful sickness in the world, from
farsickness. And driven to the far horizon by
the insatiable longing, the wish to one day leave
and discover what awaited her behind the ivery
bays. grewin h r.

e

er father and her lioness mother loved
l the princess with all their hearts. They

loved their daughter so¢ much thar they

— like parents do — wanted to protect their
child from all the evil in this world. They knew
that although Inski Pinski was small and good.
the world was big and evil. Aind although they did
Rnow rthat a lirtle bird in its nest could only learn
to fly in the open sky under the sun, they raught
her Trom childhood. without realising it, a little
of their own iear [forecover this awiul Tarsick-
ness seemed to mean that one day. their beloved
daughter would leave, and the bigger and more
beautiful she became, the meore her poor parents
still hoped that the litfle patient would be cured.
but no medicin would help. Aind so the Ia sick-
ness blossomed in the heart of the princess like
a wild and wonderiul flower and grew from day
o day ®ever before had rhe princess leit her
Iamiliar island. but although the fear of evil grew
and thrived with her her curiosity and longing
for adventure was always a little bit bigg r

B A




B i o T

: - . _-_.-.=_ﬂ' - .' ] - g '-h-l-
e m

4 .
s one morning she ::m[df'ﬁa“ - - wwwajr_j_i’__gml'hz in the growing d]ﬁl'am:vz l‘h:&mltrarnifﬁf&snaﬂ—
ol »  “haen —=in, lungm- take it, the world was - journey. _ d comiort her. e Eﬂﬂd? shere and out the sea. ﬁuﬁa—cﬂﬁﬂa gllmmm'ed, and looked over
. L '; i 1 pulling at her so strongly. Then  and bring her Eaizl? And so they - g - a—— _the prow of the little boat towards her un-
- e R the princess asked her father ~said goodbye te enc another, the princess S £ uﬂ? her parents watred with hands  known goal. Eventually the scent of her
' for the only boat on the island, and com-  Rissed her father and mother one last ' and paws. until the boat was nothing  beloved apple-willow blew around her
forted her unhappy parents as well as time and EEE-ﬂll.ll'El? set herseli behind more than a tiny dot under the wide nose one last time, then that, too,
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she could. she also promised to take the  the littlest golden woll in the boat, thar sky Dut the pnnﬂaaﬁﬁﬂrwnhhzrbachrnwhem wa gone...



her, the daylight warmed her and the ther and Turther. and when twilight Tell and the to night.. to day.. to night.. un- since she started her journey when the
clear sea covered her single rudder sun went to sleep, a large yellow moon lighted til daylight no longer seemed fo little boat suddenly with a crunch, ran
with silver. The beoat carried the little her way. come. Eventually, the little princess no onto sand.

o she sailed there - the wind caressed princess and the littlest golden wolf ever Tur- qz ight turned to day.. day turned longer knew how many days had passed




