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Pavarotti’s gonel

Curly and Cupcake both lived at number 7, at the end
of Maple Alley, next to number 5, just at the foot of the
Witches” Mountain. Nothing odd about that, RIGHT?
Right. Well then, what if I told you they didn't know each
other? Not until Pavarotti went missing, that is.

Who's Pavarotti, you ask? Why, a donkey, of course.
The most talented, most musically-inclined, soon-to-
be-famous donkey that ever lived (at least that’s what
Curly and Cupcake believed, but mind you, he was
eleven and she was a ghost girl, so what did they know
about show biz?). ,

Wait! Did I just say “ghost girl”? (Is this another
one of those ghosts’ stories? What is it, Halloween
already?) Yes, I did. And no, it’s not — not even close.
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A disparut Pavarottil

Ciufulin si Piscotina locuiau amandoi la numérul 7, pe
Aleea Artarului, chiar in capit, langa numarul 5, la poa-
lele Muntelui Vrgjitoarelor. PAna aici nimic neobignuit,
CORECT? Corect. Bine-bine, dar daca ti-as spune ca nici
nu se cunosteau? Ma rog, nu inainte sa dispard Pavarotti.

Cum adici cine-i Pavarotti? Un magarus, desigur. Cel
mai inzestrat migérus din toate timpurile, cu un talent
muzical nemaivizut si viitor artist de renume (bine, aga
credeau Ciufulin si Pigcotina, dar sa ne intelegem: el
avea ungpe ani, iar ea era o fetitd-fantoma, asa ca prea
multe despre lumea muzicii n-aveau cum sd stie).

[a stai! Am zis cumva ,,fetita-fantomd“? (Nu-mi spune cd
e o poveste cu fantome! Ce, a si venit Halloween-ul?). Da, chiar
asa am zis. Dar nu e genul dla de poveste, nici pe departe.

7



But hey, here’s a funny idea - why don’t we start with
the beginning?

Mornings were a bore in their house, Cupcake
knew it all too well. So of course, she spent her
time doing what she did best - trying to avoid her
grandmother Hortense.

Now stop looking so shocked: ghosts too have
grandmas ~ who doesn’t? See, I blame modern ghost
stories for this... all those spooky spirits hidden under
saggy sheets, yanking rusty old chains, grinding their
teeth, scaring the living half to death... WRONG!!
I can assure you that all decent ghosts lead a very
peaceful (some may even call it dull) life, minding
their own business, taking good care of their house
and only scaring people on occasion, just for fun.

Of course, no one was more respectable than
grandmother Hortense. She was very, very, veeeeery
respectable. She always kept her 200-year old house
all dreary and nice, up to ghostly standards, and
dreamt of the day when her granddaughter, Cupcake,
would be ready to take on the family’s haunting
business.



Asa cd hai-sa facem altceva: nu mai bine incepem cu

inceputul?

Diminetile erau foarte plictisitoare la ea acasd,
Piscotina stia deja treaba asta. Asa cd isi pierdea vremea
cum se pricepea ea mai bine: incercand s-o evite pe
bunicé-sa Hortensia.

Ei, hai, nu te mai mira atata: pana si fantomele au
bunici! Pii n-are toatd lumea? Vezi, numai povestile
astea moderne cu fantome sunt de vind... nu dai decat
de aritiri infricositoare, ascunse sub cearsafuri lalai,
zdringanind din lanfuri vechi i ruginite, scragnind din
dinti si bagand lumea in sperieti... GRESIT! Tin sa te
asigur ca toate fantomele cumsecade duc o viatd linistitd
(gurile rele ar zice chiar plicticoasa), isi vdd de treaba
lor, au grija de casa si nu sperie decat rareori oamenii,
doar asa, ca sd se distreze.

Bineinteles, mai respectabil ca bunica Hortensia nu era
nimeni. Era foarte, foarte, foaaarte respectabila. Avea
mereu grija sd-si tind casa, veche de 200 de ani, sinistra si
confortabild, cum ii std bine unei case de fantome, si visa
la ziua in care nepoata ei, Piscotina, avea sd fie pregatitd
si preia fraiele afacerii cu locuinte bantuite a familiei.
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of the animal kind, no less. Yet at that moment,
listening to his curious donkey trills, Cupcake knew
something was wrong. So, so wrong. Was Pavarotti
rehearsing a new song? Was it that juicy grass he liked
that always gave him cramps when he ate too much?
Or maybe his foot, was his foot bothering him again?
Whatever it was, it made Pavarotti sound like a
hundred cats with a bad cold having their tails caught
in the door at the same time. And there was more. A
muffled, growling voice, which seemed to grow
stronger as Pavarotti’s brays became weaker, and the
sharp sound of breaking twigs.

Cupcake felt like dying with worry... which of
course was impossible, with her already being a ghost
and all, but that’s just how worried she was. So against
her grandmother’s orders, she hurried downstairs and
started calling quietly:

“Pa... Pav... Pavarotti?”

And then, a bit louder (with three people in the
house, she had to be careful):

“Pavarotti? What’s wrong?”

And then it stopped.

Cupcake felt suddenly relieved. “No more screams, so
he’s okay,” she figured. A quick peek outside, just to be
sure... and her little ghost heart sank: Pavarotti was gone!
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si-nca unul patruped. Numai ¢, in momentul acela,
ascultandu-i trilurile-i neobignuite, Pigcotina stiu de in-
dati ci ceva nu era in ordine. Dar deloc. Poate Pavarotti
repeta vreun cantec nou? Ori era din cauza ierbii aleia
zemoase care-i plicea lui si de la care il lua durerea de
burti cind manca prea mult? Sau poate il supdra din
nou piciorul? In orice caz, Pavarotti ricnea de ziceai ca
cineva luase o sutd de pisici cu rosu-n gat si se apucase
si le stranga tuturor cozile cu usa in acelasi timp. §i se
mai auzea ceva. O voce indbusitd, ménioasd, care parca
se amplifica pe misura ce ragetele lui Pavarotti deveneau
mai slabe, si un zgomot ascutit de crengi rupte.

Piscotina mai sd moard de grijé... ceea ce era, desigur,
imposibil, ea fiind deja fantoma, dar asta doar ca sd-{i
faci o idee despre cat de ingrijoratd era. Asa c, in ciuda
celor poruncite de bunica-sa, se duse repede jos si in-
cepu sa strige incetigor:

_ Pa... Pav... Pavarotti? zise ea, si incd o datd, pufin
mai tare (cu trei oameni in casd, trebuia sd aibd grija):
Pavarotti? Ce-ai patit?

Chiar atunci, rigetele incetara.

Dintr-odat3, Piscotina se simti si ea mai linigtita. ,,Dacad
nu mai ricneste inseamn ci i-a trecut®, se gandi ea. Se
uitd repede pe geam, cat sa fie sigurd... si simf{i cum i se

rupe inima ei micd de fantoma: Pavarotti disparuse!
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But then, everyone else seemed to be gone. Cupcake
looked around. What was going on? The downstairs was
really off limits for her, now, with a family living there.
Grandmother, especially, didn’t want her haunting the
“bumpkins”. But Cupcake still watched them sometimes
and secretly thought they were nice. The mother, the
father and a boy about her age, Curly - that’s what his

parents called him.




,‘ Pe de alti parte, nici in casd nu se vedea
\'\ tipenie. Pigcotina isi aruncd un ochi primprejur.
N Oare ce se petrecea? De cand se mutase acolo o

{5 familie, Piscotina nu mai avea voie sa coboare

L la parter. Bunica ei ii interzisese anume sa-i
T bantuie pe ,tardnoi®. Piscotina insa tot ii mai

R T\ privea citeodata si era convinsg, in sinea ei, ca
&\ sunt oameni de treabd. Mama, tata si un baiat
cam de varsta ei — ai lui il strigau Ciufulin.
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