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            The day it all started

          

          CHAPTER 1

        

      

    

    
           This story is about how the idyllic life of three children, Gladys, Peter and Maya, changed one day beyond all recognition.

      On that day, the 30th of November, they woke up, as usual, in their beautiful huge house on Rose Street. All of its three floors were made of white bricks. When it snowed in winter, the place seemed to be invisible. But not for everyone.

      "Look," Gladys pointed towards the garden, "someone is hiding there!"

      She and Peter often sat in the attic and counted the passers-by if there was nothing better to do.

      "There’s no one there," the boy replied, looking closer.
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      A child screamed from below.

      "She's crying again," Peter muttered.

      He was eight years old. Gladys had just turned seven, and their little sister Maya was only a year old. Peter was the oldest child in the family. Dad kept saying that he had to take care of his sisters. And he didn't like the idea of that at all.

      "No one's there," Peter repeated.

      "I'm telling you, there is!" Gladys insisted.

      It may have seemed to her, but a little man was hiding there, among the bushes.

      She remembered how her mother had always told her about gnomes hiding in the gardens.

      "It's a gnome," she said firmly, immediately adding it to the count.

      "You can't count gnomes," Peter was indignant, "they don't exist!"

      "No, they do exist!"

      "Do not! Liar, liar pants on fire!"

      And the children began to swear and fight, as was so often the case. They were screaming so loudly that their mother came up to them.

      "What's happening?" she asked, rocking little Maya.

      "He called me a liar," Gladys complained.

      "Yes, and a sneak," Peter added and stuck out his tongue at his sister.

      "Why are you arguing this time?" Mother sighed.

      "He said gnomes don’t exist," Gladys said, beginning to sob.

      "Of course they do! In addition to gnomes, there are many different creatures in the world. You can't see them, but if they overhear you swearing, they can use their magical powers to punish you."

      "And how will they do it?" Peter asked.

      "They will be able to make all your dreams come true. Both good and bad. Therefore, you need to be careful."

      She kissed the children and left.

      Peter and Gladys looked at each other in disgust. They didn't speak to each other until evening. But right after dinner, they had a new quarrel. Peter found a spider and scared Gladys with it and then Maya. Both girls screamed until dad threw it out.

      "Didn't you hear what mother said?" Asked Gladys. "Magical creatures will punish you!"

      "They will grant my wishes," said Peter, "which is exactly what I need!"

      He made a face and ran to his room.
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      When the children fell asleep, everything was still on Rose Street.

      But during the deepest part of the night, a little man emerged from the bushes exactly where Gladys had pointed during the day. He was shortly followed by another one. They were no taller than the knees of any of the children. They were not gnomes but erlins from the magical world of dreams.

      "Are you sure this is the right house?" one of them asked.

      "Oh, yes," answered the second, "The astrologer pointed to it."

      Both men rose into the air and flew to the window of the children's bedroom. And then they flew inside and hung in the air.

      "Yes, yes, they are," said his friend.

      Then the first erlin took out a bag and sprinkled the children with sparkling dust. Peter sneezed, Gladys tossed and turned in her sleep, and Maya woke up and laughed merrily, reaching out to the little men. But they had already disappeared.

      The following day, the children, as per habit, woke up, washed, and went down to breakfast. However, instead of the pleasant smell of toast and fried eggs, their mother's smile, and their father's greeting, they were met by their parents' white-as-a-sheet chauffeur. He demanded that they get into the car as soon as possible.

      The children had no choice but to follow him. As they were leaving, they saw through the window how their beautiful town was being destroyed right in front of them. The houses' walls were crumbling, the roofs were falling, and the streets were changing their direction.

      Of course, Maya was only a year old, and she hardly understood anything, but Peter and Gladys were terribly upset.

      They have been away from home before. To their grandmother for the summer or Aunt Elsa for the weekend for instance. But on those occasions, there wasn't the chaos they were seeing now.

      "What's happening?" Peter asked in annoyance, who had realized that he would now not be able to play his favorite video games.

      "Hard times have come," the driver answered in a trembling voice. "Inexplicable destruction is taking place in the world! Your parents will return as soon as they can. And I have to take you to a safe place."

      Gladys shuddered as she saw the wall of the house they were passing fall down. Destruction was everywhere. The ugly ruins of once beautiful buildings were now visible everywhere you looked, with pillars of swirling dust rising to the sky.

      Gladys closed the window and turned to Peter.

      "Come on, stop thinking only about yourself," she said. "Don't you care what happened to our parents?"

      "My only concern is that now I will not be able to play and do what I want anymore!" the boy answered so loudly that Gladys flinched, and little Maya began to cry.

      "You see what you've done," Gladys said, calming her. "Don't cry. Soon the parents will come back for us."

      The car made a sharp turn, dodging falling trees. And they almost fell, barely holding on to each other.
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      This went on for quite some time until they left the city. And then the world plunged into darkness. The children began to nod off and soon fell asleep.
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      They woke up only when the driver opened the door and loudly called their names in an anxious voice. When they opened their eyes, they felt cold and damp, and huge drops of rain drummed on the roof of their large car.

      "Come on, get out," he demanded, "you'll be safe here."

      Gladys took Maya in her arms and followed Peter, who got out of the car in annoyance.

      In front of them was a huge dark building with warped turrets and stairs. It looked as though it had been added to and rebuilt many times.
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      A hunched old man with an oil lamp in his hand was approaching along the long curved path.

      "Ahhh, new arrivals," he said, breaking into a crooked smile that made the children numb with shock. "Welcome to Sunfield, an orphanage for especially naughty children!"

      And he laughed so loudly that he drowned out the sound of the rain.

      "Shelter?" Peter was indignant, "Why won't they take us to my aunt or... well, at least to someone else! We have many relatives!"

      "Because great destruction has come," answered the chauffeur, "and nowhere will you be better taken care of than here in Sunfield. That's what your parents decided."

      And he drove away, leaving them alone with the old man, who wandered towards the entrance, still laughing. The children had no choice but to follow him.

      They thought it couldn't get any worse. But when they got closer, the door opened, and a formidably large overweight woman appeared on the threshold. She immediately looked at them sternly.
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      "Bargo, who are these untidy, unwashed, and unkempt children?" she asked.

      "The next orphans," the old man answered with a groan and turned off the lamp, "there will be many of them now!"

      "Can anyone explain to us what is going on here?" Peter exclaimed impatiently.

      The woman's eyebrows arched and merged into a " V ".

      "How dare you scream in this place!" she hissed at him, "when everyone else has long been asleep!"

      "Hush, Marpel," the old man soothed her. "The children just want to know what happened to their world," he turned to them, "and I will tell them!"

      Bargo extended his hooked finger, which spiraled, and poked the boy's shoulder.

      "And it happened that terrible things began in the world! Our whole world is now being destroyed every day, and nothing can be done about it. Only here in Sunfield you are safe, so you have no choice but to accept your fate and follow Aunt Marpel's orders!"

      Little Maya, who understood something terrible was taking place, began to cry again, and Gladys began to calm her down.

      "Come on," said the woman, "march to wash and sleep! Otherwise, you will be washing dishes in the kitchen all night!"

      They had to wash in a cold bath in ice water with a bar of soap that smelled awful. But it was not as scary as a huge sleeping room, with sagging beds, under which rats ran and rustled. As soon as their heads touched the pillows, they heard a continuous rustling and became more scared than ever. But soon, sleep overcame them as it had been a long day.
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      However, in the middle of the night, Gladys awoke to a strange noise. She sat up in bed and looked around her. Everyone was asleep. Maya was no longer in the next bed.

      "Maya," Gladys called.

      She saw the girl walking towards her, and a transparent spirit with huge sad eyes was flying behind her.

      "Who are you?" Gladys asked the apparition, taking  Maya in her arms.

      My name is Tobo. I am the keeper of Sunfield.

      Gladys looked around to see if anyone else could see him, but the rest of the children were either quietly asleep or tossing and turning. But the strangest thing was that a chain was attached to the ghost's leg, which stretched to the ceiling and disappeared into it. Gladys reached out her hand, trying to reach Tobo, but he immediately vanished into thin air and reappeared to the side.

      "You can't touch me," he said, "because I don't exist.

      I am from another world, the world of dreams."

      "So you're dreaming of me?"

      "Maybe, maybe not." Tobo swirled in the air and smiled.

      "Can you help me break this chain," he said, pointing to her, "so I can return to my world?"
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