
 

                               

 

 



 

JACK AND THE HALLOWEEN NIGHT'S DREAM 

(from the book "Healings") 

 

Jack was a brave boy. He was never afraid of spiders, bees, lizards, dogs, water, lightning 

or thunder. As the day wore on, Jack liked to help. If he saw a bee falling into the water he would 

pick it up and put it on a flower, if any child wanted to kill a spider, he would stop it immediately 

and if an older man was carrying a bag, he immediately offered to take it. Jack loved animals, birds 

and humans. And he loved something more: the books. 

Jack read with pleasure any book that fell into his hand. His mind was like a sponge thirsty 

for as many stories. And because he had read so much, he had an extraordinary imagination. Maybe 

that's why Jack's mind sometimes gave too much power to some characters not exactly happy in 

some stories. And these characters disturbed his dreams. Jack the bravest day, it was very scary at 

night. Yes, sometimes after reading a story about vampires, witches, ghosts or skeletons, he was 

simply afraid to go to bed. He dreamed of all these frightening creatures and did not rest well at 

all. In the morning he woke up tired and tried, angry and anxious. 

One day after such a terrible night, he was returning from school. He had an apple in his 

hand. He was preparing to bite from it when he heard: 

- At work, do not stand with your hand outstretched! 

The one who spoke was a young man who had just got out of a new car and parked on the 

sidewalk. He was dressed elegantly in a glittering suit that had been made of sheet. His hair was 

carefully combed, in one hand he held a telephone "the last cold" and on the other, from which 

hung a heavy and probably very expensive watch, he waved it in front of an old man. An old man 

who was standing on the sidewalk and had almost hit him when he had parked the car where only 

pedestrians are allowed. The old man, who did not even hold his hand out, looked at the young 

man who was shaking noisily in front of him. Then he looked at a fat, orange pumpkin he was 

holding in his arms. After a few moments, the man began to smile. Yes, the old man looked at the 

pumpkin and smiled. The young man looked at him puzzled, and without paying any attention to 

the old man, said: 

- You lose your minds, old man! 

Then he left hurriedly and importantly, buttoning something on his modern phone. 

Jack stopped in front of the old man. 



 

- Why are you smiling? He asked. That man spoke ugly to you ... 

- I smile because the pumpkin told me something, the old man replied. 

- Your pumpkin is talking ?! 

- It speaks if you have ears for him. Not everyone can hear a pumpkin. And not every day. 

Only today, for Halloween. 

- And what did he tell you? 

- He told me not to pay attention to that young man. It's not worth it. If I get angry, I give 

it too much importance. And in fact, he's just a turkey. You just have to see that. 

- A turkey ?! 

- Yes, a turkey. A bird not very clever but very proud and brave. All it takes is to walk 

around and grow big. He inherited from his parents bright feathers but not much brain. In fact, my 

boy, I read that this bird, the turkey, is the worst creature in our world. 

- You read?! Do you read ?! 

The old man smiled kindly at her. 

- There is a word: "Don't judge a book by the covers". And it's a very true word. A book 

with very beautiful covers may not contain anything valuable in its pages. And one that has simple, 

modest covers can hide many important things. So is it with people, in fact with everything. Never 

take yourself for granted. A man who may seem rich can be very poor and, even if the wallet is 

full, the gourd may be empty. 

- The gourd? 

- Head that is. It's a word too. A featherless gourd is a head without much thought in it. The 

gourds are kind of pumpkins, relatives with my orange friend. Look, I offer it to you. Take it. And 

listen to it! 

- How to listen to a pumpkin? I can't understand it. 

- I'm sure you can. You look like a boy with a big soul and open mind. Today you can talk 

to him because it has magical powers. Listen to it and it will light up your mind and ... at night. 

- I'll take it. But please receive this apple instead! 

- I welcome it dearly. Goodbye, good boy and, don't forget, listen to the pumpkin. 

Jack offered him the apple, took the orange pumpkin, and with it in his arms, left for the 

house. He looked at it and wondered why he had taken it. How about listening to a pumpkin? 



 

- Jack, please, I have demands from you ..., then he heard in his mind a voice that spoke to 

him lisping. 

- Did you talk, pumpkin? Jack asked in amazement. 

- I didn't speak, I thought. I can't talk because I don't have a mouth. So, I would ask you 

when you get home to tell your father to make me a mouth and some eyes. I do not see anything. 

It's dark in me like a nut. I would ask you to brush me but I do not advise you to use sharp objects 

at your age. 

Jack smiled amused. He was a funny pumpkin. 

- Well, to make your mouth and eyes, have to cut you ... 

- Jack, it depends on how you look at things. That's what you need to learn. See beyond 

what you see at first sight. No, don't cut me, make me a hat that I can respectfully pull out if a cute 

pumpkin lady passes by me. No, he doesn't find me, he gives me a mouth and eyes. And I have 

one more request. Tell your father to put a candle on me instead of the core, I'm pretty tired of the 

darkness in my head. 

When he got home, Jack asked his father to carve the pumpkin. The father looked at the 

startled child at first. He hadn't heard of carved pumpkins. The pumpkins were good baked in the 

oven, put in the pie or given to pigs. Not for hollow and carved. But he knew that his son was very 

good with his imagination and fulfilled his request. Soon, the pumpkin had two merry eyes and a 

smiling mouth. Besides a whole candle, which casts a pleasant light on it. 

- Well, I feel so much better! Said the pumpkin. At night put me next to your bed and I 

promise you that from now on your dreams will not scare you anymore. 

Jack looked down in shame. 

- Did you know that my dreams scare me? 

- Jack, I told you I have claims for you. No wonder you're talking to a pumpkin but you're 

surprised I know what you're dreaming about? Of course, I know. The dreams scare you because 

they wanted certain story writers. To scare you and other children. They turned some very nice 

characters into creepy creatures. Trust me, lie down quietly and I'll help you see your nights with 

other eyes. 

Jack listened to the pumpkin. He laid him next to his bed and fell fast asleep. 



 

The first to disturb his sleep was a witch. With a terrible noise, it slammed the door of 

Jack's room and slammed into his dream. The pumpkin, that cheerful light beside the bed, told the 

witch: 

- Hi, Aunt, you see that you knocked on the door. 

Make the broom clean, it's not good to fly! 

The witch stopped in amazement and said to the pumpkin: 

- Watermelon what you illuminate, you see that you can make me nervous! 

Do you think I can fly when I have to sweep? 

No, I'm not a witch and I don't have a big nose. 

It seems to you! 

I am what you see because an unsuspecting writer wanted! 

You know, I don't want to fly, I have pies in the oven! 

I am not aunt, I am a grandmother, I offer love, not fear. 

Jack, please believe me 

And as I'm really trying to see myself, 

I'm tired of dreaming of flying! 

Tomorrow I will bring you hot pies from the oven! 

And the dreaded witch who hated Jack so much and so many nights suddenly turned into 

a very nice old woman. The woman lightly caressed Jack's forehead and then hurried to remove 

the pumpkin pie she was baking when the wicked writer turned her into a witch. 

It was not long before that the bed where Jack slept was wrapped in a ghostly white mist. 

In fact, it was just a creepy ghost, with two black holes instead of eyes. The pumpkin immediately 

received it: 

- Wandering steamer, you'd better calm down ... 

If in a second it won't stop, I'll put a fan in front of you! 

The ghost stopped in disarray, and where a ghost's mouth would normally have appeared, 

a smile-shaped hole appeared to him. 

- Oh, sweet pumpkin, thank you very much, 

You really see me as I really am! 

No, I'm not a scary ghost, but just a whitish steam. 

I am not a spirit that brings fear, 



 

It's just steam from a pot boiling beans. 

Jack, forgive me if I disturb you 

I swear I'll stay in the pot! 

And it left. 

But the steam with the smell of boiled beans did not evaporate well, as a vampire came in 

through the window. He hardly crawled to Jack's bed. He looked tired and bored. Before the 

pumpkin reacted, it said so: 

- Well, well, I understand, I'm not wanted! But you really think I want to 

Like every night blood to drink ?! 

I'm just a man, like you and Jack ... Sorry, you're a pumpkin, so not like you. 

So ... one day I wasn't good, 

It wasn't actually a day it was a morning and my front teeth ached. 

And I looked at them in a window, like in a mirror 

And I was thinking that one is about to break off. 

When, what to see, fixed on there passed that very feared writer 

And he saw me with his mouth wide open and wrote that I am a vampire. 

And since then, I'm still standing and I'm surprised that everyone got scared 

By a simple toothed man. 

Please do not dream of me anymore and in your bedroom you will never call me! 

I'm just a sad man who has no time to go to the dentist! 

Then the fake vampire left determinedly from Jack's dream, pulling the window after him 

with power. Decided to go straight to the dentist and never reach the children's dreams. 

It was already morning. For the first time in a long time Jack woke up smiling. He 

remembered the witch who was not a witch but only a good grandmother who made pumpkin pies, 

the ghost who was actually steaming and the poor man with toothache condemned by a wicked 

writer to haunt the dreams of children in the form of vampire. He turned to the pumpkin to thank 

him but ... he remembered what the old man had told it. The pumpkin had magical powers only on 

Halloween day and night. Now he was a pumpkin like any other, except he had a smiling mouth 

and eyes. Jack lovingly comforted his hat and thanked him for thinking. 



 

Since then, Jack has never looked after himself. He never judged a man for clothes, a book 

for blankets or a bird for feathers. And every year, on Halloween night, he carved a pumpkin to 

meet his costumed friends in creepy but friendly characters. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

THE FAIRIES OF OUR WORLD 

(from the book "A Giraffe in Space and Seven Other Hidden Worlds") 

 

The world of Fairies and Kind-Hearted began to be forgotten. By the way, do you know 

who the Kind-Hearted were? They were good, powerful wizards, smiling all the time, helping 

people. But stories about them and fairies were fewer. Those who wrote long ago had forgotten 

the world. And those who had not yet been forgotten did not have much to say. 

And when children forget about Fairies and Kind-Hearted, they lose their power. 

Yes, it is true. These fantastic beings can only do wonders when little ones think of them. 

That is why they appeared on Earth to help the children, when needed. When they are sad, when 

they have a problem that they do not know the solution to, when they are sick, when they feel 

lonely, when they are afraid of the dark or when they dream bad. 

Weakening their powers, the Fairies and the Kind-Hearted no longer knew what to do. 

However, a golden dove brought to each of them a message by which the Fairy called them to her 

castle. They walked, like any man, because they couldn't even fly. The castle was made of flowers 

of all colors caught between them by daylight and daylight at night. There was a sweet smell ... 

incredible! The order and cleanliness of the castle were kept by birds with feathers painted in the 

colors of the rainbow. The little flies changed the flowers that wilted with the fresh ones and 

replaced the rays of the Sun with those of the Moon when the day turned into night. 

The Fairy was waiting for they in the great hall, which had stars on the ceiling. As you can 

hear, the stars, though in the castle, were never dark. The Fairy does not sleep because she must 

always look after the good to overcome the evil. Tired and dusty, they entered the room Tooth 

Fairy, Fates, Fairy and Kind-Hearted. The Fairy was smiling with love, though she was worried 

about what was going on. 

- Welcome, dear Fairies and good Kind-Hearted. I called you because we have to do 

something to be around the children again. We need their kindness, they need our power. Fates, I 

see you very upset. Say what you have on your soul ... 

- Fairy, so how not to be upset ?! Our place in the world has been taken by some women 

who go to the parties of very young children. They dress in all sorts of strange dresses, they lipstick 

and they come face to face with many shades. Then, with some plastic wands pointing at babies, 

they dance, eat cake, take pictures with their parents and then leave. The children are so young that 



 

they will not even remember them and they do not visit them anymore to take care of them. How 

not to be upset ?! 

- Fairy Teeth, you are not very happy either ... 

- I'm not, Good Fairy, I'm not. The toddlers of today are getting damaged teeth faster. Some 

colorful things called sweets have appeared on earth. To know that they are not very healthy even 

if they are delicious. If the little ones eat too much, the teeth and the young ones are caressed and 

the children cry. And when the children suffer, my powers decrease more and more. I can hardly 

reach them at night to give them a small gift for every drop or tooth. Some of them I couldn't even 

reach because I didn't have power anymore. I'm really upset, I feel like I can do a lot more for the 

kids. I don't want to suffer anymore! 

- Good Fairy, Kind-Hearted, what are you upset about? I see you so sad. 

Then Fairy and Kind-Hearted sighed and said: 

- Fairy, the World of People has changed. It is ... destroyed. Soon the children will not even 

have a world. People want to go to other planets but they don't care about their planet anymore. 

They cut down their forests, poison their waters with all the garbage they throw into the seas and 

oceans, poison their soil with chemical solutions and air with dangerous gases. It kills its animals, 

birds and catches its fish. We can no longer stay here, away from them, in our enchanted world. 

We need to be there, with the children, to help them save their world. 

The Fairy thought a little and told them. 

- I'll give you all the power I have left. Fly into the world of people and see what you can 

do for them and their children. Today's children are the ones who can save the world tomorrow. 

Stay with them. 

- And you, Fairy, what are you going to do? Without power you will die ... 

- We have no choice. The world of Fairies cannot exist without that of the people. Either 

they will both survive or they will be destroyed forever. 

The fairies and the Kind-Hearted are gone. For a long time the Fairy knew nothing about 

them. She was afraid that they could not help the children because she had lost the last dash of 

power. The flowers from which the castle was made were almost extinguished, the sunbeams, 

moonbeams and stars in the ceiling of the room shone less and less and the birds did not sing 

anymore. 



 

But one morning, it felt that the power was his. The castle was once again full of the scent 

of fresh flowers and the roaring birds changed the rays of the moon that went to bed with some 

new, sparkling, Sun. The stars in the ceiling shone bright as if they were all evening star. The door 

of the hall opened and the Fairies and Kind-Hearted entered. They were cheerful and powerful. 

- You have succeeded, said the Fairy. What did you do? 

- Well, I kept thinking how I can help the children to be healthier, not to suffer anymore, 

not to have pain anymore, said Teeth Fairy. So, I gave part of my power to doctors and doctors in 

hospitals or dental offices. Now in each of them is a Fairy. They can teach children what to eat to 

be healthy, not forget to drink water, play as much as possible outside with their friends and if their 

teeth get sick or damaged they can heal them. And now I have the power to reach all the little 

children after their teeth fall and leave them near the bed a gift or a greeting card. 

- Fairy Teeth, you had a wonderful time! You, the Fates, what did you do? Asked the Fairy. 

- We thought about how we can teach as many useful things as possible to children. And 

to be with them for many years, not just when they are born. We have decided to give our power 

to educators, teachers and teachers. This is how we can teach children to write and read, tell them 

about their world and space, tell them interesting things about countries and cities, about 

inventions, play with them and show them interesting games that develop their minds and 

imagination. 

"And you did a very wise thing!" Said the Fairy. 

Then look at the Fairy and Kind-Hearted. Their faces shone with happiness even louder 

than the stars on the ceiling of the room. 

- Good Fairy, Kind-Hearted, how do you help the children? I see you so happy ... 

- Fairy, we never want to leave our children again. We will be near them when they are 

born, when they laugh or cry for the first time. We want to help them when they take their first 

steps, when they make their first steps. We want to ease their pains and put away their ugly dreams. 

We will help them fight evil and reward good for good. We want to know that when something 

hurt or disappointed them we would wait for them with open arms, wipe away their tears and find 

a way to go on and smile again. We will help them become powerful people. The people their 

world needs to be saved. 

- But how can you do all these things? 



 

Then Fairy Good and Kind-Hearted looked at each other smiling, took hold of their hand 

and said: 

- We became their parents. 

Yes, dear children. It's true. To know that in your father, the one who raises your arms, 

does the bidding with you, or fights with all the dragons of the world to ward off evil, is a good 

Kind-Hearted. 

And in your mother, the one who tells stories every night at bedtime, kisses your eyes every 

morning and loves you like no one else in the world can do, she's a Good Fairy! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  


