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Growing up is a shared journey

To All Parents: Raising a child requires an extraordinary amount of time, mental strength, and emotional intelligence. Nevertheless, the most difficult task we face is gaining our children’s trust and finding the master key to open the door to their inner worlds.

To All the Children: Growing up can sometimes feel like carrying a heavy backpack filled with everyone else’s expectations. You might feel the constant pressure of your parents demanding that you have the right answer for everything, leaving you feeling like they never understand you. Yet, they are also the ones who give you everything unconditionally.

We hope DreamWalk can help parents and kids transform problems and puzzles into possibilities and pleasures together.

Enjoy the ride!
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Preface
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This story is based on a real-life experience I had involving dreams within a dream. It took me longer than usual to recover, as those secondary dreams lingered heavily in my mind. I clearly remembered the people I had met, the events that had transpired, and the emotions I had felt while inside them. Not all of these dreams were pleasant; sometimes, they devolved into nightmares. 

This book explores a series of such dreams that simulated a parallel universe, granting me the illusion of rewriting history and changing the past. While the experience felt incredibly magical, it was ultimately unsustainable, as the power to rewrite history does not actually exist. However, a dream within a dream is powerful enough to forge long-lasting memories, and it is influential enough to blur the lines of reality. The more secondary dreams I experienced, the further I drifted from the waking world. As this detachment worsened, it created an illusion that fractured my focus, convincing me there was a "Second Chance" in life where I could endlessly go back and fix my mistakes.

It is human nature to abuse these second chances as a means to escape reality. Much like the modern escapism of endlessly scrolling through short videos on smartphones or tablets, it left me addicted to a virtual world, making it increasingly difficult to pull myself back to the present. If you have ever experienced this kind of pull, you already understand the temptation of the bridge—in this story.

I hope this book makes you feel as though you are walking step-by-step beside a friend, learning how to cultivate a better partnership between parents and children. Because in the end, the truest kind of magic is not changing the past, but choosing to stay present in the middle of an imperfect day and taking the right next steps.
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Chapter 1: The Heavy Eyelids
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The fluorescent lights on the ceiling of Room 402 didn't just glow; they hummed. It was a low, vibrating sound that seemed to synchronize perfectly with the sharp, rhythmic throbbing behind Mia’s eyes. It was the sound of a headache taking root — a physical manifestation of a day that had already gone off the rails. 

"Five minutes, everyone," Mr. Henderson announced from the back of the room. The sound of his leather shoes clicking against the floor tiles felt like a countdown clock ticking away the last of Mia’s dignity. "Check your work. Ensure your long division is actually... well, long". 

Mia Smith—the girl who could always be counted on for a steady B+ or A-minus—looked down at her math paper, but the numbers refused to stay still. They swam across the page like ink dropped in water. She was supposed to be the "reliable" one. But today, the white paper was a battlefield of jagged X’s and gray smudges where she had erased her mistakes so hard she had nearly torn the page. Problem 14—the ferry question—looked back at her like an unsolvable riddle. When the bell finally rang, Mia handed in the paper with trembling fingers, knowing the back page was a graveyard of unfinished thoughts. 

The walk home felt like a march through thick mud. Usually, the neighborhood was just a backdrop, but today every detail felt aggressive. She passed the local clinic, noticing Dr. Aris locking up for the night. He gave a friendly wave, but Mia looked away. She didn't want a doctor; she wanted a time machine. Her backpack—stuffed with a failed test, a tennis racket that had missed every crucial shot, and music scores that felt like heavy stones—pulled at her shoulders. 

As she stepped through her front door, the smell of dinner—something with garlic and onions—hit her. Normally it was a comforting scent, but today it felt like another demand on her energy. 

"Mia? Is that you?" her mom called from the kitchen. The sound of a metal spoon hitting the side of a pot echoed down the hallway. 

"Yeah, Mom," Mia replied, her voice sounding flat even to her own ears. 

Her mom appeared in the kitchen doorway, still wearing her work blazer with a phone tucked between her shoulder and ear. She gave Mia a quick, bright smile that didn't reach her tired eyes. "How was the math assessment? Did the long division stay 'long' for you?". 

Mia felt a surge of heat in her chest—a mix of guilt and anger. "It was fine, Mom". 

"And tennis? Did Coach Mike see that new backhand form we practiced?". Her mom stepped closer, reaching out to adjust Mia’s backpack strap. "You look a bit pale, honey. Did you drink enough water? Oh, and don't forget, Mrs. Gable called. She said you seemed 'distracted' during piano. Is everything okay? You have the recital coming up, and we really want that 'Moonlight Sonata' to be perfect". 

The questions felt like a shower of sparks. Math. Tennis. Piano. Water. Perfection. 

"I'm just tired, Mom," Mia said, pulling away. "I have a lot of homework". 

"Well, don't stay up too late. You need your focus for tomorrow," her mom said, already turning back to her phone call. 

Mia retreated to her bedroom and shut the door—not loud enough to cause a fight, but hard enough to feel the click of the lock. She didn't turn on the lights, and she didn't even take off her shoes. She dropped her bag and let herself fall onto the quilt. 

The room was dim, filled with the orange, bruised light of a setting sun that cast long, cage-like shadows across her floor. Mia lay there staring at the ceiling, feeling a deep "level of detachment" in her own heart—the sense that she was moving farther and farther away from the girl everyone expected her to be. The pressure to carry the world was too much; she hadn't built the muscles for it yet. 

"I just want a do-over," she whispered into the fabric of her pillow. "Just one chance to do it right". 

She reached into her pocket and pulled out her yellow No. 2 pencil. In the twilight of the room, the yellow paint seemed to hum with a faint, internal light. She gripped [image: ]it tight, her knuckles turning white. It was more than a tool; it was a bridge. 

As her eyes grew heavy—weighted down by the failures of the day—the room began to change. She didn't just fall asleep; she fell in. The shadows on the floor didn't just stay shadows; they began to stretch and swirl like deep pools of dark water. 

Her heavy eyelids finally won, but as the darkness took her, it wasn't empty. A spark of emerald green appeared in the distance—a vivid, impossible color that didn't belong in a dusty bedroom. The smell of kitchen garlic vanished, replaced by the scent of fresh-cut grass and wax crayons. Mia took a breath—a real, deep breath—and felt the phantom weight of her backpack, the disappointment of her mother, and the sour notes of the piano evaporate. 

She wasn't lying on her bed anymore; she was standing at the edge of a world she could rewrite. 
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Chapter 2: The Dreamscape
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When Mia stepped through the boundary of her sleep, she didn’t just find a dream; she found a workshop for her own life. The Dreamscape was more than a beautiful landscape of emerald grass and watercolor skies—it was a space where time felt like slime, waiting for her fingers to shape it. As she stood in the center of that vibrant field, holding her yellow No. 2 pencil, the realization hit her with the force of a tidal wave. She wasn't just a visitor here; she was the architect. 

She looked back at the door she had just stepped through and saw her own bedroom, but it looked like a frozen photograph. Inside that photograph, she was a girl who had failed a math test. Here, however, she was a girl who could simply erase the mistake. 

In those first few hours within the dream, Mia’s internal compass began to spin and reset. She sat on the velvet grass and laid out her math test. As she used the pencil to rewrite the answers, a strange new philosophy began to take root in her mind. Why should struggle be a requirement for success? she wondered. If I can reach the finish line without the sweat, does the win count any less?. 

She began to build a hypothetical value system where "perfection" was the only currency that mattered. In her mind, the process—the long hours of studying, the blistered feet from tennis practice, the aching wrists from piano scales—was suddenly obsolete. Effort was for people who didn't have a Master Key. To Mia, the "Second Chance" wasn't just a lucky break; it was a correction of a universe she felt had been unfair to her. She viewed her new power as a form of ultimate justice. If she could be the perfect daughter, the perfect student, and the perfect athlete, wouldn't that make everyone happier?. She convinced herself that her "edits" were a gift to the world, a way to smooth out the jagged edges of reality. 

When Mia woke up and returned to the real world, the change in her behavior was subtle at first, then unmistakable. The anxiety that used to make her shoulders hunch was gone, replaced by a cool, almost chilling confidence. She moved through the school hallways with the grace of someone who already knew the movie's ending. She stopped taking notes in class. Why bother, when she could just learn the material in the dream later?. She stopped practicing her serves at the park. Why waste physical energy when she could perfect the muscle memory in the gravity-less courts of her imagination?. 

Her classmates noticed a new distance in her eyes. She looked at them with a mixture of pity and detachment, like a queen watching her subjects struggle with problems she had already solved. She became quieter and more secretive, guarding her yellow pencil like a holy relic. 

The shift in her performance was like a thunderclap in the quiet
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