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Mia rolled over in bed. She pointed her toes, stretched her arms out, yawned and opened her eyes. It seemed like a lovely day, but something wasn’t quite right.   “What could it be?” Mia wondered, as she rubbed her tummy. Come to think of it – her tummy was feeling quite funny. 

“Perhaps I’m getting sick,” she thought. “I’m just going to pretend it isn’t happening”.  But it was happening, and Mia knew it. It was the kind of funny feeling that you could try to ignore, but it keeps reminding you that it’s there, and manages to spoil your day anyway. 

“No, I’m going to think of something else instead!” Mia exclaimed out loud. Her mind wandered to her twelfth birthday party a week before. 

“It really was the BEST birthday ever”, she whispered to herself. Her wonderful grandmother had arrived with the best present Mia had ever received – a pet rat! 

Mia already loves Steve a lot. He’s a good friend to her – he listens to all her stories and shares all her secrets, without telling anyone. He’s even better than her friends at school. 

“School!” Mia gasped. 

“Mia, hurry up! Don’t you want breakfast before you go to school?” Mom yelled from the kitchen.

“Coming, mom!” Mia started changing into her school things, still wondering why she wasn’t feeling quite right. Perhaps I had too much birthday cake last week, she thought, as she pulled her sweater over her head and hurried down the corridor. There was no way she was missing out on mom’s Thursday morning French toast. Nothing, not even a funny feeling in the tummy can ruin mom’s breakfast. Mia skipped into the kitchen. 

“Good morning mom, thanks for breakfast. It smells delicious!” 

Mia mouth was watering at the sight of the jar of sweet syrup on the table. Mom smiled. 

“Good morning, sweetie. Enjoy! Eat up, you don’t want your friends to wait for you.”

But downstairs, her best friends were already waiting for her. Mia never seemed to quite get it right when it came to French toast. Every time there’s French toast, it feels to Mia like time stands still, and if time isn’t moving, you can’t be late, right? 

“Hi guys, sorry I’m late!”. Her voice went quiet when she looked at Pelle. He looked like he didn’t get much sleep. “His parents are probably stressed out again”, Mia thought. Pelle’s dad works at the town bank, and he never seems to relax. It feels as though he is always working. He has always said that kids waste too much time playing and being silly. Mia remembered one time, when they were small, when she went over to Pelle’s apartment for a visit, and they didn’t even get to play together! Her dad gave the kids extra school work, got them to sit in the dining room, and sat back down across from them behind his laptop screen. Mia remembered it like it was yesterday and thought to herself, that was the worst playdate ever.

Petra was smiling bright as ever. She is one of those people who makes everyone they meet feel welcome. Behind Petra, a little head was poking out. Little Thomas was hiding behind her! Mia smiled. It was hard to believe that her best friend’s brother was too shy to say hello to her!

“Good morning Mia!” Petra sang. “What took you so long? Not even French toast Thursdays keep you THIS busy, normally.” Pelle, smiling at Petra’s comment, gently lifted his hand to greet Mia. 

“Good morning, sorry I kept you waiting”, Mia said. “I don’t want us to be late for school, so we better start going!”

As they started walking to school, the town looked as peaceful and beautiful as always. The kids loved their town – it had always felt like a safe place, and they all liked living there. Mia loved the natural fountain on the corner closest to the school. It calmed her down, it was so beautiful and seemed so elegant. Mia often thought that would like to be like the fountain when she grew up.

“Are you alright, Mia? You seem quiet this morning.” Pelle was always so thoughtful, and honestly wanted everyone to be fine. Mia sometimes found it hard to believe that he really was a year younger than her, because he seemed so much older sometimes. 

“I’m just a little tired, and I miss Steve already. I wish we could bring our pets with to school!” Of course, Mia knew that this would never work. Alex, Pelle’s cat, and Steve have hated each other ever since they met for the first time. Mia and Pelle tried everything, but no luck. 

“I think Alex likes being alone sometimes. He really loves exploring”, Pelle suggested.

As they approached Mia’s favourite spot, something about the fountain seemed strange. Was it the way the light was shining on it? Was there something new about the fountain? Mia couldn’t quite put her finger on it, but something was definitely different. If they weren’t late already, she would have investigated! She promised herself to check it out after school. In the distance, the bell rang, and the kids ran like mad to get to the school gate in time. 

The day went by fairly quickly.  Mia met Pelle and Petra on the playground under their friendship tree for lunch. Thomas was there too, running around and playing with his friends. Mia started thinking how childish Thomas was, when she stopped herself. She remembered that she used to do the exact same thing when she was 8. But Thomas was being annoying, and Mia yelled at him to stop. 

“Mia, are you upset because you think he doesn’t like you? I hope not!” Petra exclaimed. “You know my brother, it’s almost like he’s allergic to girls!” 

Mia snapped out of her thoughts, straight back into the conversation, feeling guilty for her irritation with her best friend’s little brother. 

“Not at all Petra, I was just thinking about the times you, Pelle and I had fun like your brother. Too bad we can’t do that anymore. Being an adult is full of responsibilities.” Mia said in a heavy voice. 

“Stop being so dramatic!” Pelle chuckled. “We are not even close to being adults. We can still run around and play games all we want. As a matter of fact, I’m going to go join Thomas.” And with that, Pelle ran off to show Thomas and his friends a new game.

“He is right, Petra”, Mia said. “Let’s go play hopscotch like we always did. We had so much fun and if I remember correctly, its where we became best friends!” Petra smiled her million-dollar smile at Mia, and off they went. 

The bell rang to announce the end of breaktime, and it was time for the kids to go back to class. Mia looked over to see if Pelle was still playing with the younger kids, but there was no sign of him! Then something else caught her eye... Stefan! And – he was hurting Thomas! Mia ran as fast as she could, and pushed the 12-year-old bully to the ground. 

“Leave him alone!” she shouted in the sternest voice she could manage. Stefan looked up in shock. 

“I... I’m... sorry”, he stuttered, in a very shaky voice. Mia felt strong. She never knew she would be able to push a bully twice her size to the ground. It felt really good. Thomas looked embarrassed and thankful at the same time. Although he just wanted to curl up and hide, he managed, with great effort, to mumble, “thank you, Mia.” 

Petra’s jaw nearly hit the floor. She stared at Mia. Then she managed to pull herself together just enough to ask, “How... how did you...” Mia grabbed Petra’s arm. 

“We need to get to class, teacher won’t be happy if were late.” Petra, still unable to speak, just nodded and followed Mia down the corridor. 

When school finished for the day, the kids decided to stop at the playground that they pass on their way home. Pelle’s sister was sitting at the cafeteria with her friends. She often begged Pelle stay far away from there when she is chilling with her friends. Pelle can’t believe how much she has changed over the course of a year. Does being 13 give you superpowers? he wondered. The word “maybe” slipped out of his mouth as he shrugged his shoulders. 

“What was that, Pelle?” Petra asked. 

“Nothing. Just... thinking”, Pelle replied. 

“What do you think your sister is up to over there with her friends?” Petra wanted to know. “She always used to be so nice to me, but now she never even looks my way”. Pelle, looking disappointed, tried to think of an answer. “Um, Mom says that Meg is growing up and I should respect her personal space”, he attempted. “But I think they’re just talking about boys and makeup. To be honest, I don’t think you’re missing much. Besides, what we’re doing is way more fun, Petra!”. 

Pelle really missed his sister, but he understood that her life was very different to his at that stage, and tried his best not to think about it too much. 

The kids finally decided that it was time to start heading home, so they packed up their things, made sure that no-one has left anything behind in the playground, and made their way down the path. As they approached Mia’s favourite spot, she suddenly remembered that she still needed to check out the fountain! 

“Pelle, come with me quickly!” she yelled, as she grabbed Pelle by the sleeve and started running towards the fountain. 

“My pencil!” Pelle shouted as it fell out of his bag onto the sidewalk. 

“Never mind the pencil, you can get it later. This is important – come!” Mia pulled Pelle closer and closer to the fountain. 

“Something isn’t right here”, Pelle said. 

“I know!” Mia shouted. “But what? I couldn’t figure out what was bothering me this morning”.

They came to a standstill next to the fountain and stared at it. The elegant lines. The beautiful carvings. The same, wonderful fountain that Mia had always loved. 

“Do you see it?” she whispered. 

“I think so”, Pelle whispered back. “It’s just that... it seems so strange. It’s almost as though the fountain is...”

They turned their heads towards each other, and locked eyes. Mia worried, Pelle shocked. The same uncomfortable word, came out of both their mouths at exactly the same time. 

“Pale”.

Mia and Pelle had been good friends ever since they were very small. They understood each other and were very similar in how they saw things.  

At first, they tried to find a way to explain what they were seeing. 

“It’s probably the light,” Pelle argued. 

“Or maybe someone put some chemicals into the fountain to clean it,” Mia suggested. 

They looked at the fountain again, and then looked some more. When they looked at each other, the disbelief was clearly present in both their faces.

Mia turned and shouted towards the crossroad.   “Petra!”. 

“You okay?” Petra called back. 

“There’s something wrong here,” Mia replied, when she saw Petra running down the road towards her. 

“What’s the matter?” Petra asked. “You’re alone though – I thought someone was bugging you or bullying you! You gave me a fright!” 

“No, we’re fine!” Mia exclaimed. “But you need to see this! Something is wrong with my fountain!” 

Petra rolled her eyes, but followed her friend, the confused expression on her face growing more and more frustrated the closer they got to the fountain while Mia tugged at her hand. 

“Ok! Ok! I’m coming, slow down already.” 

Mia tries to find the same look in Petra’s eyes. The same look she and Pelle had earlier, but she couldn’t find it.   “Can’t you see it?” Mia almost sounds heartbroken, it’s like she can sense the disappointing words that are about to come out of her best friends’ mouth. 

“No Mia, I don’t really see anything. The fountain looks the same as yesterday”. Petra said in an apologetic tone of voice. 

“Don’t worry Mia, I can see. The water almost looks grey and it wasn’t like this yesterday, we both would’ve noticed.” Pelle says in an encouragingly. “I know this fountain is very important to you Mia but I have a suggestion. Let’s try to forget about this, for now. Maybe it really is just a new chemical someone threw into the water. How about we wait until tomorrow, maybe the water will be back to normal”.

Mia felt a little better and agreed to Pelle’s idea. The thing is, to her it wasn’t just a fountain. It was the town’s most beautiful feature, it was the place she came to as soon as she started to miss her dad, it was comfort and she didn’t want it to fade in any way at all. She always used to come to the fountain with dad, and sometimes, especially when she was alone, it felt like she could imagine him there with her. She would imagine that he was still here and nothing ever changed.

The kids walked all along the little road on their way home from school like every other day. Living in the same apartment block has so many perks. Thomas running, chasing the brightly coloured butterflies, failing at catching them as always.

“Pelle, when is your dad baking that lovely apple pie again? I think about it every day on our way back to school and my mouth starts watering instantly. It was so nice and sweet; I don’t think I’ll ever forget it”. Petra has always had a sweet tooth so no one was surprised to hear her mention it.   Mia adds: “Yes that would be great, do you think you could ask him, Pelle? Tell him that Petra and I really enjoyed it last week. It made my birthday even better than it was, and let me remind you, it was awesome!” 

Thomas quickly joined the conversation without saying a word by nodding and licking his lips. “Yes, of course I’ll ask him. He loves baking and to be honest, he seems a little stressed and it always helps him to relax. What a great idea, thanks girls.” 

Pelle looks at Thomas’s grinning face and starts laughing. “Now I know what to get Thomas for his birthday”. 

All the kids burst out laughing while Mia adds:   “Well, he ate half of my birthday pie so I think you’re right Pelle!”

Pelle’s dad made the best pies in town. Maybe it’s because he used the sweetest, freshest fruit straight out of the natural forest. The green forest overflows with fruit trees and beauty. The underwater stream prevents the trees from ever running out of water and they are green all year round.

The town counsel planned to relieve the poor and remove the possibility of people going hungry by planting many trees so that one day, if someone didn’t have any money to buy food, they would be able to get some fruit free of cost.

When Mia’s dad passed away, her mom was struggling with dept and keeping the family fed. Her mom used to grab fresh fruit from the forest every afternoon to save a little on money. Mia didn’t mind at all because the fruit was so delicious and there was such a big variety. The best apples, mango’s, blueberries, bananas, mulberries, pears and plums. 

As they passed the forest, Mia gazed over the little path she used to see her mom as they approached their apartment block. 

She didn’t see the bird in the closes tree, but he saw her. He looked at all the kids and thought to himself, they might do the trick!

Kevin is a visitor in this foreign land. He is on a mission to help his friend, Mother Nature. He missed the way she used to be – happy. Every day he watches her from the window of her palace. Her clothes used to be vibrant with many colours, she used to smile and sing to all the creatures in fantasy land. Kevin needs to help her, before it’s too late. These days, she is always in grey and never smiling. She needs a big favour but he can’t do anything because she needs someone with hands and fingers! Kevin had the perfect plan. He swiftly flew back to his home, he needed to tell his friend about this group of humans. He glided over the little path, down the old and dried up well, up the Cherrylicious tree and into fantasy land. It takes quite a while to reach the palace but he’s used to this tricky route by now. He’s been searching for a special group of people for what feels like forever. Finally, he might have found the perfect gang. 

“I hope Nora, mother nature, will still be on board.” He quietly said to himself nervously. 

The palace was as beautiful as ever. Its walls are so tall, it reaches the highest of highs. There are ivy roots wrapped around the big stone bricks with flowers of all colours in between. All colours except for blue. The creatures in fantasy land are close to what the humans have, but not quite. The bees are called sweet tooth vampires because that’s what they look like here – vampires! Normal bees look very small compared to sweet tooth vampires. They have little fangs and don’t only suck on pretty flowers; they go for just about anything sweet. They even get nectar from some of the grass in fantasy land. They buzz around the castle walls gathering nectar from sun-up till sun-down every day. Kevin sometimes got scared around them because he considers himself very sweet and delicate. 

After dodging the vampire bees, Kevin spotted Nora in the palace through one of the many big windows. 

“Nora! Noooraaa! I have some good news!” 

Nora looked worse and worse with every day that passed. 

“Kevin, have you finally found someone?”. Nora knew that Kevin has only had this one thing on his mind for quite a while now. 

“Yes, I believe I have. And not just one, a whole group of friends.” Kevin said in his proudest voice. 

“Are you sure? How do you know you’ve found the right people?” Nora seemed sceptical. 

“I watched them all day while they were at school and I followed them on their way home. They love absolutely love animals and nature, that’s all they could talk about. And two of them, a boy and a girl, were the first people to notice one of the colours fading. There’s a special fountain on the way to their school that lost its shine. They were so upset and they cared so much, they really wanted to do something about it. If they still care so much about it tomorrow and it’s important enough to them, they will remember that there’s a problem and we’ll know that they are the right group. If so, I have the best plan to get them here. I’ll grab some fruit from the Chatterbox tree and give it to their pets to help us. I’ll lead the group to fantasy land after school, maybe they’ll pass the challenges with a little help.” 

As Kevin made his plans while talking, Nora gave him a half-smile and turned around. 

“Thank you, Kevin, I hope your plan works.” Nora says with disbelief. 

She just couldn’t help for the way she felt, so hopeless and discouraged. Ever since her colours started to fade, it’s like her good mood started fading too. The fact that it’s spreading to the real world makes the reality of the fading even worse. The colour blue started fading a few days ago but no one noticed or cared except for a group of little children. She loves kids, but this job is just too big for a few primary schoolers. It was such a big problem and she didn’t know how to escape it, fix it or change it. Kevin was helping her and trying to get her to see that there is hope but no matter how hard he tried; all she could see is grey. It started with a little less of a sparkle in the stream of deeds, where all the earths good and bad deeds gathered. The more good deeds, the more beautiful, vibrant and full of life it got. The more bad deeds, the less colour, the less life and the less flow. The stream looked pretty normal at first, but as the bad deeds got more and more, the worse the stream got. Bad deeds are not always done consciously. Bad deeds can be things like throwing a paper on the ground, killing a tree or hurting an animal. Unfortunately, there are many more examples of bad deeds. Good deeds can’t cancel out bad deeds, but they can help to bring a manageable balance to the stream. A few years ago, the bad deeds were starting to get too much. Now, the stream of deeds looks like it never had before. Nora tried to stay positive, but the more the stream suffered, the more she suffered with it. Kevin and Nora soon realized that she was connected to the stream and her appearance and emotions depended on the state of the magical waters. That’s why her hair turned grey, her skin started to look tired and why she was so sad all the time. The bad deeds were starting to take over completely and if someone didn’t do something about it, the whole world might be facing a tragic problem.

“Alex!” Pelle called out to his furry cat in an excited voice. Alex turned around slowly, exposing the white feather partially falling from his mouth. 

“What have you been up to, boy? It looks like you’ve been hunting.” Pelle suddenly had a guilty look on his face. He looked over at the other kids and asked shamefully: “Do you guys think that I’m not giving him enough food? I hope he’s not very hungry or something, I feed him every morning and evening plus I always make sure that he eats everything before I leave.” Thomas shrugs his shoulders, not too concerned about Pelle’s feelings. “No way Pelle! Cats love to hunt, my mom told me once when I had the same question and you know that she’s a vet so she knows everything about animals.” Petra quickly jumps in trying to comfort Pelle subtly.

“That’s true, Petra. Your mom really does know everything about animals, she studied seven years for the knowledge she has. I read an article about why animals, or pets rather, hunt in a magazine when I was younger. The article said that some pets are very adventurous and get bored easily especially when they are alone at home. I think Alex is definitely adventurous. He probably gets bored while you are at school and no one is home, so he decides to go explore and hunt!” says Mia confidently.

Pelle smiles relieved and says: “That sounds like Alex alright. Every day, I sit down in my room to do my homework and he won’t leave me alone for even a second. He’ll sit on my books or scratch my fingers with his sharp little claws until I give him attention he wants. As soon as I want to continue doing my work, he interrupts me again! After a while I usually give him a few hugs and go to the living room only to find him following me, flicking his tail left to right. So yes, he is very adventurous and he does get bored easily. What a relief! I never want to be a bad pet owner. I love Alex so much.”

“We know, Pelle. And I’m pretty sure he knows that too. I know he loves you just as much. I think animals know a lot more than we think they know and they love us unconditionally anyway.” Mia says, clearly thinking of Steve waiting patiently in his house for her to come home. 

“I wish I had a pet. I want a dog, a dog that can talk. But not like the tricks they teach a dog to bark, I mean he will be able to really talk to me. He would be my best friend in the whole entire world. I would call him Spike and no one would be able to ever keep us apart.” Thomas hasn’t said a word all day until now so the rest of the group took a few moments to respond. 
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