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    Foreword

    Healing stories for everyone. Fantasy stories written primarily for children. Each tale relieves anxiety in children, teaching simple techniques of self-soothing and self-healing. All this is woven into magical adventures that develop imagination and make the reader more open to everyday wonders.

    Summary, mood-setting

    I look out of the window on a snowy winter's day.

    A big surprise awaits,

    The sight is bizarre, yet wonderful.

    15 owls perched in a tree, a very accurate count.

    They stayed with us for a long time, more and more of them.

    As winter passes, the owl family moves on

    Who knows where they'll fly...

    Maybe they'll return one day.

  

The orphan toothbrush


That night I was playing school with my little sister. We laid out toy storage boxes on the carpet of our shared room and lined up all the dolls and stuffed animals we had behind them, so they sat two by two on the school desks.


I was the teacher and set up the board. We had a big standing board with red legs. I wrote on it with different coloured chalk and taught the little pupils that way.
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My sister Leila always played the role of the kitchen aunt and prepared the delicious lunch for the children in her baby kitchen. Every time the time came, she would shout, "Lunch is ready!"


We were just about there when Mom appeared in the room doorway:


- "Go to bed, it's nearly 8:30," she said firmly.


We started to pack quickly when I suddenly stopped:


- Mum, I haven't brushed my teeth yet!


We were so engrossed in the game that I completely forgot.


- I felt the urge in her voice to hurry up.
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I was already in front of the sink, just taking my toothbrush out of my cup, when suddenly a voice rang out. I looked left and right, as I could hear it coming from nearby.


At that moment the toothbrush jumps out of my hand. I froze and stared at him with my mouth agape when he said, "You don't brush your teeth with me!" - he snarled at me.


I stood still in surprise and not a sound came out of my mouth. I couldn't take my eyes off him.
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I can't believe my toothbrush is talking to me. It could be my imagination, I thought to myself. It was some time before I was able to speak:


- "So what," I started, afraid, "why shouldn't I brush my teeth with you?


He looked at me desperately and said:


- I'm already sick!


- Can a toothbrush be sick? - I immediately regretted it, because I remembered that he was not just a toothbrush, but a really special piece of work.


He shouted back at me angrily:


- How could a toothbrush not be sick!?


At that moment he pointed his tangled bristles at me and continued:


- It's been a long time since you've rinsed thoroughly after brushing your teeth with me! My head is full of toothpaste, and I have a terrible splitting headache. I had to warn you.
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Then he bowed his head and sighed heavily. I could see that he was really not feeling well.


Maybe he was right, and I really hadn't taken care of him the way I should have every morning and evening. In fact, I was hurting him, which was honestly not intentional.


From one moment to the next I was very disappointed. Will he heal after this? I want to keep him, my wonderful talking toothbrush. No one else has one, that's for sure. No talking toothbrush, no rinsing cup, nothing like the one I have. Only me. I was proud to be the owner of this toothbrush . Then I saw his disheveled head again.


- I... I... - I just mumbled, then suddenly I took a deep breath, pulled myself out and said:


- I am truly sorry for being so careless, and I promise to rinse you thoroughly twice every day from now on, morning and night, after I brush my teeth with you.
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I seriously thought about every single word that left my mouth.


Then he slowly raised his head, looked at me and asked in a very serious voice:


- Do you promise?


- "I promise!", I said, with complete confidence, hoping that he would forgive me.


Then he shook himself with all his body, and suddenly he was more beautiful than when he was new. His bristles were once more straight upwards, proud and full of self-confidence.


- 'I trust you,' he said in a calm voice, and I felt my chest lighten and stopped worrying about my toothbrush.


- So you're cured now, right?


Just in case, I wanted to know.


- Yes, I am cured.


I could feel the smile in his voice.


I treated him with great care that night, for which he thanked me very much, and we quickly became friends. We've had a good talk every night since. I told my Sister all about it. Fortunately, hers didn't speak.
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My meeting with a fairy


That night, I had a toothache.


Mum said:


- "Rest and call on the healing angels.


So I did. I lay in my bed, closed my eyes and breathed in deeply, all the way into my belly, then exhaled deeply and felt myself relaxed. Then I imagined the healing angels were all around me, radiating a bright light that enveloped my entire body, from the top of my head to the toes of my feet. Then one of the angels puts his hand on my aching tooth, I feel a tingling warmth that takes my pain far away. I then exhaled again, blowing the pain far away.
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