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The
  first person to notice something was wrong was not a scientist, a
  detective, or a doctor. It was an old lighthouse keeper named
  Oliver
  Hayes, who had spent nearly fifty years watching the sea and
  sleeping
  beneath the sound of crashing waves. Every morning he woke with
  stories still echoing inside his mind—strange adventures,
  impossible creatures, forgotten faces, and places that could
  never
  exist. Dreams had always been faithful companions, arriving every
  night like gentle visitors and leaving behind fragments of
  mystery to
  brighten ordinary mornings.




  
Then,
  one autumn dawn, they simply stopped.




  
Oliver
  opened his eyes expecting the familiar feeling of a fading dream
  slipping through his fingers. Instead, there was only silence.
  His
  mind felt unnaturally clean, as if someone had swept away every
  trace
  of imagination during the night. He blamed his age at first.
  Perhaps
  memories faded differently when people grew old. He made coffee,
  watched gulls circle above the gray ocean, and dismissed the
  uneasy
  feeling growing inside him.




  
By
  evening he had almost forgotten about it.




  
The
  next morning was the same.




  
No
  dream.




  
The
  morning after that brought nothing again.




  
Soon
  he realized he could no longer remember what dreaming actually
  felt
  like.




  
Far
  away, in the bustling city of Ashbourne, twenty-eight-year-old
  Elias
  Rowan experienced the same emptiness. Elias worked as an
  archivist in
  the city's historical library, where he spent quiet days
  restoring
  fragile manuscripts that most people no longer cared to read. He
  loved forgotten stories because he believed every old page held a
  tiny piece of someone's soul. His own dreams often inspired him
  to
  imagine the lives behind faded handwriting.




  
Until
  they vanished.




  
The
  first dreamless night seemed insignificant. The second felt
  unusual.
  By the fifth, Elias could sense something impossible
  unfolding.




  
His
  mornings became strangely efficient. He no longer woke with
  lingering
  emotions or strange questions. His imagination seemed quieter,
  less
  colorful. Even his sketches, once filled with impossible cities
  and
  mythical forests, became ordinary drawings of buildings he had
  already seen.




  
The
  change wasn't limited to him.




  
Conversations
  at cafés became shorter.




  
Children
  stopped telling fantastic bedtime stories.




  
Artists
  abandoned unfinished paintings without knowing why.




  
Writers
  stared at blank pages for hours, unable to imagine worlds beyond
  their own.




  
Something
  invisible had disappeared from humanity.




  
News
  channels discussed the phenomenon cautiously.




  
Medical
  experts blamed stress.




  
Psychologists
  suggested changes in sleep cycles.




  
Scientists
  searched for neurological explanations.




  
No
  one considered the impossible.




  
Except
  one woman.




  
Professor
  Mira Calloway had dedicated thirty years to studying myths
  surrounding dreams across forgotten civilizations. Universities
  considered her theories entertaining but unrealistic. She
  believed
  dreams were not random electrical signals but living echoes from
  another layer of existence.




  
When
  reports of dreamless sleep appeared worldwide, she recognized an
  ancient pattern described in manuscripts nearly a thousand years
  old.




  
"The
  Hollow Nights," the forgotten text called them.




  
According
  to the legend, dreams could not die naturally.




  
They
  could only be stolen.




  
No
  one listened.




  
Meanwhile,
  somewhere beyond maps and stars, hidden behind the boundary
  separating sleep from waking life, another figure quietly walked
  endless halls lined with millions of glass lanterns.




  
Each
  lantern glowed with shifting colors.




  
Inside
  every light floated a dream.




  
A
  child flying beside dragons.




  
A
  musician performing before endless galaxies.




  
A
  lonely widow dancing once more with her lost husband.




  
Dreams
  of courage.




  
Dreams
  of love.




  
Dreams
  never fulfilled.




  
The
  mysterious guardian moved silently between the shelves wearing a
  long
  charcoal-colored coat that seemed woven from shadows themselves.
  His
  face remained hidden beneath a hood, yet every movement carried
  quiet
  purpose. In one hand he held an ancient lantern burning with
  silver
  fire.




  
This
  was the Warden.




  
The
  keeper of a place known only in forgotten myths as the Hollow
  Archive.




  
For
  centuries his duty had remained simple.




  
Protect
  abandoned dreams.




  
Nothing
  more.




  
Yet
  tonight his hands did something they had never done
  before.




  
He
  opened one lantern.




  
Reached
  inside.




  
Removed
  the dream.




  
The
  glowing vision transformed into a small silver feather before
  dissolving into invisible light.




  
Far
  away, inside an ordinary apartment, a struggling musician
  suddenly
  awoke with a complete melody playing inside his mind.




  
Within
  hours he composed the greatest symphony of his career.




  
The
  world celebrated his miraculous inspiration.




  
No
  one knew it had belonged to someone else's forgotten
  dream.




  
The
  Warden watched another lantern.




  
And
  another.




  
Each
  dream released into reality made the Hollow Archive slightly
  darker.




  
He
  paused before an empty shelf.




  
Its
  silence disturbed even him.




  
Something
  ancient had awakened beneath the Archive.




  
Something
  hungry.




  
It
  whispered without words.




  
Bring
  me more.




  
Across
  Ashbourne, Elias spent another sleepless evening reading
  forgotten
  folklore instead of watching television. He searched for any
  historical mention of dreamless nights. Most books described
  dreams
  as messages from the subconscious, divine visions, or meaningless
  illusions.




  
One
  fragile leather journal stood apart from the rest.




  
Its
  pages had no author's name.




  
Only
  a sentence written in faded black ink.




  
"When
  the people cease to dream, someone else has begun dreaming for
  them."




  
Elias
  frowned.




  
The
  sentence felt strangely familiar.




  
Almost
  remembered.




  
As
  though he had once dreamed it himself.




  
Before
  he could continue reading, every light inside the library
  flickered.




  
The
  temperature dropped sharply.




  
A
  gentle breeze turned pages without touching them.




  
Hundreds
  of books opened simultaneously.




  
Paper
  whispered throughout the enormous hall.




  
One
  sentence echoed again and again from different pages.




  
"The
  Warden has opened the gates."




  
The
  lights returned.




  
Silence
  followed.




  
Every
  book lay closed exactly where it had been.




  
Elias
  looked around.




  
No
  one else had noticed.




  
His
  hands trembled as he carefully copied the mysterious sentence
  into
  his notebook.




  
Outside,
  rain began falling beneath a moon hidden behind thick
  clouds.




  
That
  same night, people across the world slept peacefully once
  again.




  
But
  they still did not dream.




  
Instead,
  impossible things quietly began appearing by morning.




  
An
  abandoned garden bloomed overnight with flowers unknown to
  science.




  
A
  child found the imaginary friend she had invented years earlier
  waiting patiently beside her bed.




  
A
  bridge described only in an architect's forgotten notebook
  suddenly
  stood complete across a river where construction had never
  begun.




  
Miracles
  spread silently from city to city.




  
Governments
  celebrated unexplained breakthroughs.




  
Families
  called them blessings.




  
Religious
  leaders called them signs.




  
No
  one noticed the invisible pattern connecting every impossible
  event.




  
Every
  miracle had once belonged to someone's dream.




  
High
  above reality, where endless shelves stretched beyond eternity,
  the
  Warden stood before another glowing lantern. He hesitated longer
  this
  time. The silver flame inside flickered gently, revealing the
  dream
  of a young boy imagining a future where no one would ever feel
  lonely
  again.




  
The
  Warden lowered his hand.




  
For
  a brief moment, compassion softened the silence surrounding
  him.




  
Then
  the whisper returned from the darkness beneath the
  Archive.




  
Stronger.




  
Hungrier.




  
He
  closed his eyes.




  
"I
  am sorry," he whispered to no one.




  
The
  lantern opened.




  
The
  dream disappeared.




  
And
  somewhere in the waking world, destiny quietly changed
  forever.



                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    






