Chapter 1
A Young Girls’ World
It was a quiet and peaceful night like any other in a small, suburban corner of Vancouver, British Columbia. You could hear the wind blowing through the trees, water running down a stream, and dogs howling in the distance. That’s what two young ladies named Danielle and Nina liked to do best: sit outside at night and listen for sounds that could be heard best at that time. They loved each other as deeply as any twin sisters could and were always within arm’s reach. They weren’t identical twins; Nina had their mothers’ brown eyes and Danielle had their fathers’ black ones, Nina had freckles while Danielle was an inch taller, but they both had their mothers’ dark hair, chocolate brown skin, and, as their father often put it, her charming smile. 
This nighttime listening was about the only fun the girls’ step-mother would let them have, because she was always bossing them and their father around. Every day from their return from school to supper time, she made Danielle and Nina work in her garden all spring and summer long. But now, listening to night sounds was starting to lose its fun, too. What they were mostly doing these nights, especially on quiet ones, was missing their real mother, Sara, who had been fatally injured almost four years ago after driving off the road on a night just like this one. Miraculously, the girls and their father, who were also in the car, had come out of it unscathed – only to face the worst moment in all their lives just fifteen hours later. 
Nina could still hear her mother’s last words as if it were yesterday: “Take care, my dears,” she had whispered. “I will see you in the Kingdom.” 
All she remembered after that was hysterically screaming. But listening to those words again and again also gave Nina a little hope that maybe one day her mother would hold her in her arms again. 
Sara had been a great mother. She had always looked after them, always told them what was right and what was wrong and had always been there when they needed her. Their step-mother, Clarisse, was nothing like that, and the fact that their father, David, had married her within six months of Sara’s death was even more depressing. Why did she force them to work in her garden all afternoon? Because she believed that that was what all women did: grow either vegetables or flowers in their back yards and sell them to the public for money. Neither the girls nor their father knew what Clarisse did with that money. All they knew was that it was donated to “a good cause,” as Clarisse said, whatever it was.  
But what Danielle and Nina missed most about their mother was the stories she told them at bedtime, stories about the Rainbow Dream Trains. She would always begin by asking them “Do you ever wonder where the dreams we have at night come from?” 
And the girls would respond, “Yes, Mommy. You said magic trains bring them to us while we sleep.” 
“That’s right” Sara would say, and she would tell them a story like this. 
“Every night, as little ones shut off their lights, the Rainbow Dream Trains come down from the Castle of Imagination, which stands at the edge of Heaven on a rainbow, and travel the globe bringing sweet dreams to the children of the world and chasing away nightmares with large catapults that threw balls of lights at bad dreams. Each of the six steam trains is painted a bright rainbow colour and they are named Ruby, Ginger, Emma, Olive, Julia, and Violet. These trains, which can go anywhere, puff softly past houses, their whistles sounding a calming note. As they pass a house, a dream floats out of one of the cars and into a sleeping child’s mind. It is a long and hard journey each night and they must complete their runs by the stroke of midnight or it will be too late to return to the castle.” 
The two girls missed their mother and her stories very much; whenever they asked Clarisse to tell them about the Rainbow Dream Trains, or other any kids’ story, she would always huff and say, “I do not have time for such childish nonsense.” But that wasn’t the worst thing she had done to them. 
When the girls had been very young, the circus had come to town. Ever since she had watched the acrobats flying through the air with the greatest of ease, Nina had wanted to be an acrobat when she grew up. After the show, Sara had picked up a magazine with pictures of acrobats for Nina. And almost every night since, Nina would look at the acrobats in the pictures and dream of being like them. 
Having that magazine out when her step-mother came in to her room one night was the biggest mistake of Nina’s life, because when she told Clarisse that she wanted to be like those people, her pathetic excuse for a guardian had quite suddenly flown into a rage, snatched the magazine from her and torn it all apart yelling: “ALL WOMEN ARE GARDENERS. THAT’S ALL THEY SHOULD DO — NOT FOLLOW STUPID, UNPRODUCTIVE PATHS!”
Nina’s screams would have been enough to wake the whole street if the window had been open. David had instantly come running in, with Danielle right behind him. They had taken one look at the scene in front of them and simultaneously cried: “How could you?” 
But Clarisse had just waved her hand and said, “There is nothing wrong here. Go back to bed.” She spoke in a stern, adult-like way, and her husband had backed off. But Danielle had immediately rushed to her sister’s side and held her close, and that night they cried themselves to sleep in each other’s arms.
That incident was really dragging them down; it was the reason they missed their mother so much at their favourite time. They could almost hear their mother’s voice in the night wind talking to them. Wait a minute, someone was talking to them — it was their father.
“Danielle, Nina,” he called down from the upstairs window. “It’s time to come in to bed.”
“Aw, Dad, five more minutes?” moaned Danielle. 
“No, girls,” David Mathews replied. “You have to get some sleep. Tomorrow we head out to the woods, and you don’t want to miss that do you?” 
“No, I guess we don’t,” sighed Nina and she and her twin sister got up and went inside to bed. It was true — they were looking forward to their camping trip the next day. They were heading to a place that had been one of their parents’ favourites during summer, which they had not seen since their mother’s passing. Their father had begged Clarisse to let him take them out there for weeks and she had finally agreed. But little did anyone know that while they were there, Nina would discover something that would change her life. 

