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Imagine that it’s night-time and you fall out of bed. But you don’t land on the carpet in your own 
bedroom, but in a completely different world. On an arrival platform, surrounded by creatures 
who don’t seem entirely welcoming. This is exactly what happens to Leonard Feathergame - and 
he suddenly finds himself not only running for his life, but attempting to save Sansaria and the 
dreams of humankind. The fantastic first volume of the new Sansaria series. 

• First volume of a new fantasy series. 

• Tania Messner’s writing is completely enchanting. 

• Action-packed adventure which transports the reader into a magical world. 
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Prologue 

Everything was fine, but nothing made sense. Cosimo the Cunning, as he was generally known in 

his homeland, rubbed his hand over the feet of the angel which was watching over the stone 

grave. It crackled and rustled, and the stale church air - a not unpleasant mixture of incense, 

candle wax and wilted flowers - suddenly felt highly charged, as if something were about to 

happen. But nothing happened. He did the same again; again, nothing happened. He looked 

around, perplexed. The frescoes on the wall seemed distorted, which could very well have been 

due to the pale light coming through the windows. Cosimo brushed his long hair away from his 

face and tried rubbing the angel’s feet again. Suddenly a clanking sound started to come from 

the grave. Warily he took a step backwards as the sound of stone on stone echoed around the 

nave. Clunk! 

Recognisable sounds gradually emerged from the noise. A soft “eeeeh” and “ooooh”, which left 

an unpleasant metallic taste on his tongue. He tapped his ear with his index finger. “Aha. Elbix.” 

His lined face cleared. “Oh great. You couldn’t make it up.” 

A choir of treble voices proclaimed: “… it’s just a very minor problem which will be no effort at 

all for our super-intelligent brains to solve. Until then, we request that all visitors take the 

nearest exit. Don’t worry - worrying would be a waste of your little brains, which are average at 

best. Many thanks, and have a safe journey.” There was a short pause, then the announcement 

began again: “We apologise for the disturbance. It’s just a very minor …” 

Cosmo the Cunning - who, incidentally, looked identical to the Italian freedom fighter Giuseppe 

Garibaldi - tugged at his hair and waved a hand in the air briefly, causing the choir to stop 

abruptly. “Not only has my unpetrification been essentially overlooked!” he declared. “And not 

only do I sound like an entire drumkit with my stone leg. No! To cap it all, Elbix has to make an 

appearance.” The word “Elbix” echoed around the church. Typical, he thought. Even its echo is 

annoying. He shook himself. “Well. The day’s by no means over yet!” he muttered, as he 

clattered down the central aisle, heading for the exit. 

Outside, the sweet scent of jasmine and orange filled his nostrils. He could smell fresh baking, 

the sea, and pungent fish oil from the weekly market close by. How wonderful it was to be alive 

again. The elephant fountain provided the focal point in the middle of the empty town square. 

Cosimo limped across the square and down the small flight of steps to the market. He stopped 

on the bottom step and looked around. After making sure that nobody had followed him or was 

watching him, he drew a shape in the air. He was just about to step through the flaming gap 
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which opened up before him, when he felt a dull blow to the back of his head. 

His good leg gave way, then he lost consciousness and fell backwards towards the ground. 

Before his head hit the cobbles, two strong arms caught him. 

“Incredible!” a stocky man exclaimed, watching open mouthed as the flaming gap shrank and 

then disappeared. Then he grabbed Cosimo’s feet and lifted them up so that the motionless body 

swung between him and his companion like a hammock.  

“Higher,” a third man growled, hastily wrapping a cloth around the old man’s body. 

“Did you see that? What do you reckon’s inside that burning hole?” the first one said as he 

started to move backwards. 

“Shut up,” his companion retorted. He groaned. “That wretched stone leg. It’s like trying to carry 

a washing machine.” 

“Are you sure we’ve got the right one?” the stocky man said as they entered a side street, making 

for an old lorry.  

“No - there are presumably tons of statues who climb down from their plinths and try to escape 

a burning hole in the air…” his companion said sarcastically. “You idiot.” 

 

That same night, figures all across the world were vanishing into glowing portals which 

appeared in the strangest places. In a rocky promontory in the Dolomites and beneath Croatian 

waterfalls. In the middle of the Gobi Desert or the rainforest in Borneo. Some of the figures had, 

like Cosimo, once been statues; others clambered out of pictures in museums, leaving empty 

spaces behind them. Others took on human forms dependent on their surroundings - such as the 

two girls in the South of France who emerged from the ground fog and skipped hand in hand 

through the nearest portal. In England, five figures unpeeled themselves from the mossy bark of 

trees on Dartmoor, scaring the deer who were grazing nearby. Figures smashed their way out of 

icebergs, formed themselves out of grains of sand, or flowed from lakes, seas and ponds to make 

their human way to Sansaria. The cause of this spectacle? The annual Spring Festival in the Fifth 

Quarter which was about to begin and would end at half past four in the morning. 
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Apart from a couple of particularly astute scientists, nobody was aware of the 

crazy goings on that night. And even those scientists had no proof, for all the figures were back 

in their usual places the next morning. They were staring out of their pictures in the galleries, or 

were once again being brave figureheads on the high seas, or had returned to their trees, 

icebergs and deserts. All bar one. In southern Italy, the statue of Giuseppe Garibaldi in the 

Botanical Gardens of Catania had disappeared without trace. 

 

Chapter One 

At the same time, a pale eleven-year-old boy named Leonard Feathergame was lying in his bed 

in a sleepy suburb of a small German town, little realising that he was already part of this story. 

Had he known, he wouldn’t have been very happy. For, apart from school, there was one thing 

that mattered to Leonard - and that was not to stand out. Something which he didn’t manage 

when he knew better about something. There he was, lying on his back in bed; his eyelids 

flickered; and prexisely one and a half seconds later, he landed heavily on all fours in the middle 

of a large group of people. That’s odd, he thought, groping his way cautiously across the marble 

floor on which he had landed. Feels like real marble. Leonard couldn’t remember ever having 

had such a realistic dream before. His knees were hurting from the crash landing; all around 

him was a forest of legs, so closely packed together that they barely let in any light. Coarsely 

made boots and elegant stilettos criss-crossed their way right in front of his nose, and it took 

Leonard a moment to grasp that the people to whom they belonged were all hastening in the 

same direction. 


