
Lester the dreamer
A story written by Lenia Major and illustrated by Pierre Pratt.

Once upon a time, in a tiny cottage in the middle of a huge forest, 
there lived a little boy named Lester, who loved to daydream. 
His parents, brothers and sisters would often scold him, saying, 
“Stop your dreaming and go collect some wood!” 
Lester would do as he was told, but on the way, 
he would daydream about slaying ogres and sometimes forget 
what he was supposed to be doing!
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One day, his father went to town and brought back a little clay house that 
a potter had given him in exchange for a few wooden logs.
“Oh, my poor husband,” his mother sighed, “you’ve been cheated! 
What good is this little house when we need to eat this winter? 
What we need is flour, not toys!”
The father grumbled. He had wanted to give his wife a gift, 
and the potter would not take the house back. So, he left it lying on a stump.
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On his way to collect some wood, Lester found the little house 
and was fascinated by it!
He set it down by his bed, and when it was dark, he placed a tiny candle 
inside it. Oh, how beautiful it looked! Lit up like this, you’d think that 
someone lived inside the house.
Lester placed a few crumbs of bread on the windowsill. 
His brothers made fun of him. 
“Do you really think that there’s someone inside your tiny house? 
You silly dreamer!”
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But in the morning, the crumbs had disappeared!
“Someone has eaten the bread!” cried Lester. 
“It must have been a fairy or an elf!”
His mother sighed. “Nonsense! It was likely 
a mouse that took the crumbs for a snack!”
Everyone laughed at Lester and his imagination, 
but Lester didn’t care. 
He liked the idea of marvellous creatures coming 
to visit him at night. 
“I have to stay awake to see for myself who’s visiting. 
That way, no one will make fun of me anymore!” 
he said to himself.

And so, every night, Lester lit up his little house 
and left food for its visitors. 
And every night, the flickering of the candle made his eyes 
close so that he would never see the slightest hint 
of a fairy wing or an elf bonnet!
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When winter came, it was bitterly cold. 
The snow came up to their windows. 
Lester’s father came home from hunting trips 
empty-handed, and the food stores were empty. 
The children’s stomachs rumbled with hunger. 
His mother was right: 
a bag of flour would have been much better than 
Lester’s little house.
“I have to go into town,” decided Lester’s father. 
“There, I’ll sell our wood and bring back food.”
But wolves in the woods were hungry too, 
and they surrounded the cottage. They could 
be heard howling day and night. It wasn’t safe to 
leave the house. So, Lester’s father had to stay home.

When suppertime came, 
Lester’s mother declared, 
“My poor family, this is our last loaf of bread.”
As usual, Lester kept a little crust to give to 
his invisible friends. Lester’s little sister 
whined, “Mother, Lester’s wasting the bread!”
“A few crumbs won’t change anything,” 
muttered his father. “Let him daydream 
while he still can.”
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When suppertime came, 
Lester’s mother declared, 
“My poor family, this is our last loaf of bread.”
As usual, Lester kept a little crust to give to 
his invisible friends. Lester’s little sister 
whined, “Mother, Lester’s wasting the bread!”
“A few crumbs won’t change anything,” 
muttered his father. “Let him daydream 
while he still can.”

The family went to bed early that night, but Lester was woken 
by a small noise. He opened his eyes. Imagine his surprise 
when he discovered a pair of elves!
“Who are you?” asked Lester.
“We are elves, didn’t you know? We wanted to thank you 
for giving us such a pretty house and sharing your meals with us. 
Today, it’s our turn to share with you.” 
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In a flash, the elf made a feast appear: cakes, bread, sausages, nuts, 
oranges and apples. Enough to feed the family for weeks!
“I must be dreaming!” Lester said to himself.
“Of course, you’re a dreamer,” the elf replied, “and thank goodness for that! 
Otherwise, we wouldn’t exist. Now, close your eyes and count to three.”
Lester obeyed. By the time he finished counting, the elves had disappeared—
but not the food!
“We’re saved! Where did this magnificent feast come from?” 
exclaimed Lester’s parents when they saw the gift left by the elves.
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THE END

Lester tried to explain, “It’s the elves who live in my house…”
“The elves? But elves don’t exist!” his parents replied with their mouths full.
From that day on, no one made fun of Lester’s dreams anymore.
And every evening after that, all the children would leave little presents 
in front of the little clay house. 
Do the elves still live there? Nobody knows, but one thing is for sure: 
they will live on forever in the heart of Lester the dreamer.
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