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         How long has she been asleep? Has she been unconscious? She has no idea. But she does know that she does not feel like opening her eyes. But no one can stay like that, with their eyes closed forever, and now she hears talking around her. It is not Icelandic, she can tell that much. Slowly, Disa opens her eyes and looks into the face that is bent over her. It is a woman’s face, gentle and full of affection.

         “Welcome,” the woman says in Danish.

         Disa sits up so she can look around. The room she is in seems cozy. The walls and ceiling are lined with wooden boards, and in the corner a fire burns in the hearth. From there, lovely warmth is spreading. Along the walls children and women sit with their needlework, watching her.

         Then Disa remembers the group of people in the colorful clothes, the one she had seen in the snowstorm.

         “Are you nymphs?” Disa whispers.

         “Yes, nymph is your word for us,” the woman says with a nod and a smile. “We call ourselves the Hidden People. But don’t be afraid. No one here wants to hurt you. Now you will be given something to help you regain your strength.”

         The woman notifies someone in the room, and a moment later she is holding a warm beverage to Disa’s lips. It tastes salty and bitter.

         “She’s sleeping again,” is the last thing Disa hears. It sounds like a child’s voice.

          
   

         It takes a while for Disa to feel well again. She does not know how long, but strangely enough, it does not seem important to her. For each day that passes, her past seems to slip further and further away.

         It is not because the Hidden People want her to forget. They are not holding her back either. Quite the opposite! The door is open, and she can go wherever she likes. They even told her that they would take her back to Erik’s Street if she wanted to go home.

         It is definitely her own fault that she has stayed for so long. It is no longer important to find the brimstone-buttercup. It is strange and very hard to explain.

         Even her mother Regitze is of no importance anymore. She is already distant, like her father Herman, whom she did not really get to know.

         What matters is here. Every day she learns something new. She is learning how to weave fabric and find herbs under the snows of Thor’s Field. There are herbs for fevers and wounds. She has also seen the herbs that were used when she was sick herself.

         She knows how to make the porridge they eat every day. Strangely enough, she never gets tired of it. Maybe it is because she is always very hungry around dinnertime.

         The woman who took care of Disa when she was sick is called Gudrun. She is the one Disa knows best, but she is friends with everyone. In the world of the nymphs they are all friends with each other. No one has enemies amongst their own kind.

         Sometimes the children ask her if she is ever going back to her own kind again. Of course she has to go back. She does belong in the human world, after all. Yes, she has to go back soon. Just not now.  Not right now!

         Once in a while, she thinks of her father Herman’s words: “There are people who never returned from the world of the nymphs.”

         She wonders if they had felt like her.

          
   

         One day the Kamir sends for Disa. He is the highest authority within the Hidden People. He is a man whom everyone respects.

         Disa finds him by the entrance of the cave where he lives alone. He is sitting on a bench cut out of the cliff, looking over the plains with all the torrents and rivers. The water is glistening in the sun. Fresh green herbs sprout between gravel and rocks. It has become spring.

         The Kamir is old, and he has long white hair that merges into his beard. When he sees Disa, he pats the empty space next to him on the bench. Disa sits down, and for a while neither of them speak. The eyes of the Kamir are fixed on an eagle circling over the river. Then he looks towards the mountains and straightens his beard.

         “You have been with us for a long time now, Disa,” he finally says. “Do you never long to be with your own kind?”

         “I don’t know them,” Disa hears herself say, much to her own surprise.

         “You are more right than you could possibly know,” the Kamir replies with a gentle smile. “Herman is not your father. You never met your real father. And you have a sister. Alva, your twin sister, is not dead.”

         The Kamir gives her some time to let his words sink in.

         “You will get to see her when the time is right,” he then says. “And the time is not right quite yet. But the brimstone-buttercup – did you forget about that?”

         Disa nods at first. Then she shakes her head. Everything is spinning around. Is Herman not her father? Does she really have a twin sister? Then it is not so strange that the woman in the café thought that she was Alva.

         Alva and Disa. Disa and Alva…! She repeats the names in her mind, and cannot help but smile.

         “Are you listening to what I’m saying?” The Kamir looks at her closely. “The brimstone-buttercup! You can never give it to your mother. Ever! But you have to find it and use its powers to help everyone your mother froze. They have to get their lives back. Yes, I am also talking about the clown.”

         The thought of the clown brings Disa back to her own world. To the room in Erik’s Street with the poor clown. Frozen, turned into a clown and hung by four strings.

         “Yes.” She makes a promise to herself. She will find the brimstone-buttercup and free the clown. She will!

         The joy of no longer being alone in the world is all Disa’s mind and heart can handle right now. That Alva, her twin sister, is alive. And that she has ended up here herself!

         The Kamir leaves her alone with her joy for another moment.

         “The buttercup!” he then says, putting a hand on her shoulder.

         “I don’t know where it grows,” Disa objects.

         “It grows where you have looked for it before,” the Kamir says.

         “In the cave?”

         “Yes.”

         “But there was nothing there,” Disa says, confused. “Only a hallway with a crack at the end, leading back into the open air.”

         “Yes, that was all you saw,” the Kamir replies gravely. “But that does not mean that what you saw was everything there was!”

          
   

         Then it was the right cave after all. Her mother Regitze and Herman had not just… They had not left her there just to get rid of her. But why had they left? Why had they not waited for her?

         “You will be taken to the cave,” the Kamir says, interrupting her thoughts. “And this time I am sure that you will find the meadow with the brimstone-buttercup. Afterwards, you have to return to your own world and carry out your task.”

         “When?” Disa asks, frightened.

         “Tomorrow morning,” the Kamir replies gently. “And don’t look so shocked!”

         “Oh, no!”

         “You seem to have settled down very well with us here,” the Kamir says, and gives her a rare smile. “But the battle against evil is still ongoing. No one can sit back and relax just yet.”

         The Kamir signals to her that the conversation is over.

          
   

         Disa wakes up early the next morning. The room is dark, but that is because there are no windows, and the fire in the hearth is out. She gets up and walks out into the hallway of the cave. The walls are smooth as silk. The sand that has drifted in here feels soft and cool against her feet. She continues straight ahead until the hallway makes a turn. Then she is at the exit of the cave.
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