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Never lock your pain in a dark vault.

Don’t ever think it is your fault.

Never hide your grief in your chest.

Share it with the rest.

Stand up, beat the drums and sing 

With the tunes of gleaming dreams

Sprung to end sufferings.

No one is supreme.
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The Revelation



[image: ]


I was sailing in a cradle to deep dark places I had never been before. The waves of the river were violently rocking me as their sounds echoed in the complete darkness. I had no eyesight to see where I was drifting and no voice to call for help.

Calm down, Noora, you must learn to navigate in lightness world. I tried to control my breathing. As time passed by, the air tightened around me inch by inch. My heartbeat drummed faster and faster, aching my chest as though it would explode.

Suddenly, a chill wind hit and I started shaking with shivers. I was about to freeze in the dark without a fight. Death was nearby. I choose to sail against the wind and fight with crashing waves.

Then I felt the drop from top of the tide with a loud splash that swayed my cradle The wind brought me the smell of the fragrant hibiscuses along with a beautiful song. It was a lullaby that always soothed my soul.

Someone was beside me, touching my face gently. “Come home, Noora. Come to me, my little girl,” a woman whispered to calm me down. “Noora, look for three beings, your true guardians will help you find a way to home.” Was it her? Was my mum tending to my nightmares every night?

Suddenly, I heard loud, blasting sirens instead of my mum’s soothing song.

“Wake up, 816! Wake up, 816! Time for the morning prayers!” Someone was shaking me gently like the rocking tides. My cradle came to a stop.

And so, I woke up, steaming wetness surrounding me. My eyesight restored, and my voice came back. “Where am I now? How was I brought here?” I asked myself why my body was sticky hot. I might have a fever. Who would help me? No one cared about nobody around here. And I was one of the nobodies in this dreadful camp.

When would the recurring nightmares stop haunting me? Was faith hiding from me? I knew I looked a lot different from the guards. I belonged to this land, and the people of my nation have dark brown skin and high foreheads decorating by wavy black hair. Should my reflection give them the right to call me a low life?

I was one of the stolen girls, forbidden to speak my mother’s tongue. Living in the middle of the bushland away from my bush people, yes, I was the prisoner of this awful missionary.

My nightmares were the sign of callings from my people, telling me to work on an escape plan to find my protectors to be with my mum. I had my secret powers. They came from our bloodline and soon would be put to the test. And that’s what I needed to be ready for the day.

That is how my story began and evolved into my Dreamers Quest when I met my three beings.
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Alice
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The barn was cold, and there was no light to see who was near and far in the dark. Alice, the sheep, who spent many of her days in the barn with her flock, was bored. Pouring rain made it treacherous to leave the barn, and Alice felt squeezed, with no room to move. She felt drained and constrained.

Besides, the pile of tasteless hay did not fit her palate. Alice promised herself, one day, she would leave this damp barn behind. She would go on a hunt for the freshest grass around.

When the rain was gone, and the sky was blue and arched with the colors of the sun, it was time for Alice to pasture freely. The scent of fresh air hit her nostrils, and the incense of soil filled her lungs, opening an exciting new chapter in her life. Dum! Dummm! Dum! Her simmering, vivid dreams were becoming singing drums in her head.

Alice always roamed around the meadow for the taste of the greener grass no sheep had ever had. But she could never find any that suited her appetite.

One day, I will leave this hamlet and walk beyond the shepherd’s path.

She stepped into a new field; she felt the sun shining above her head. She was quite confident today would be the day. Fired up with her dreams, Alice fearlessly took a step toward a new destiny no one else dared to take. Though she was barely aware of what future may lie ahead, ignoring the far side of the hidden mysteries never revealed before, Alice walked as fast as she could out of her comfort zone. Nobody, not even the collie, Chance, noticed one of the herd was leaving the flock.  Alice rambled for many hours, enjoying the green scenery. 

Listening to the hushing wind kissing her face, she told herself, What a splendid day!

Happiness rushed through her blood and energized her whole body until out came a proud song:
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The fields are embellished 

With the lush grass.

They jingle in the sun,

They twinkle in the starlight.

Show to me the freshest grass around.

(Singing birds warble their song) 

Good day to you all too!

For a good time, chirp freely,

Roll and whirl, shake your bodies,

Be my company.

I’m so worthy, and you’ll soon see, 

Pave my way for this fantastic journey.

Follow me; I’m in a hurry, 

Heavenly fields wait for me.
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And the fields responded from the faraway side. “Strangers are not welcome here. Roaming is forbidden. But we have three questions to ask you to see if you may pass through, and you should answer all. Number one, how eager are you? Number two, have you been scared to bear your duties? And if it is yes, how do you dare? If no, will you be our safeguard? You have all three questions; now answer each.”

Alice replied, “Yes, I’m very eager. No, I’m not scared to bear my duties. Yes, my promise to you is to respect and protect what you have.” 
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Here I am, seeing the beautiful colors of yours.

My appetite for grazing, it’s healthy, of course.

Please let me in. I’m very eager to pass through.

Never scared to carry on my duties, ladies.

If you let me in, I’ll shield you.

I will be your friend to help you to flourish.

Please show me the way; I can’t wait another day.







She sensed the fresh grass scent in the air and waited for a reply.






Life replenishes around us. 

Hush hush-hush!

Go ahead and walk through the bush

Hush hush-hush!
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Alice sauntered across the greenery without noticing the change in scenery.

Busy with her pride, she’d missed the signs.
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Green-Yellow Forest
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Underneath there were two warnings written in the color of blood:
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Do you dare to enter Green-Yellow Forest?

You are your own; if you take the dangerous step, beware!



––––––––
[image: ]


Seeing her path blocked with dead branches, Alice hesitated. Then, she read the second warning that she couldn’t miss:
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You are entering Green-Yellow Forest.

Do you dare to enter Green-Yellow Forest?

You are your own, if you take the dangerous step, beware!
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Alice decided to take her chance and responded bravely: 
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I’m stepping into the trees anyway; my only chance is to reach the heavenly field’s doorstep.

I am not afraid to face a bunch of dead branches or a poisonous snake of yours, forest.

I’m Alice, and I trust my dreams’ ebb.

If you had a door, I would knock and turn the knob.

“Knock, Knock, Knock!”

I’ll take a big notch and let you know about me.

But, Sir “Green-Yellow Forest,” 

I can only see a blackish woven web hung in your dead-branch path,

No reason to be terrified and hide. 

If you want to know about me,

Let me in behind each tree.
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The Green-Yellow Forest was the deepest, freshest, most mystical forest alive. Surprised at Alice’s bravery, the oldest tree roared like thunder ready to strike a heavy blow, but when it saw her entering, it tried to be as patient and gentle as it could in its warnings.

––––––––
[image: ]



Unwelcome to my forest! Turn back and leave immediately.

Alice, this is the first warning. The second is thunder and the third a deadly strike.

Alice, the moment is coming. Time is getting shorter to save your life.

Weew Weew Weeew!
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Soon, a roar echoed in Alice’s head. She stumbled to the left and tried to keep her balance.
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Please, sir, I’m a transit passenger,

I am not planning to stay longer than I must.

Please let me in; I will not harm you or yours at all.



––––––––
[image: ]


She thought if another alarm sounded, she would turn back and look for a shortcut to pass through the forest.
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A transit passenger? 

I never came across one of those before.

Never heard a request like that, my girl.

What does it mean?

Don’t forget; I have strict rules.
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Alice explained patiently:

––––––––
[image: ]



Sir, I’m just passing through between your trees,

To reach my dream.

I won’t do any harm to you; please allow me to pass through,

It will take less than a half-day.

Let me remind you that you have your dreams to reach too.

What would you do? What would anyone do?

Would you be brave enough to stand against deadly storms?

Treacherous rains, taking away your arms?

I’m polite enough not to mention floods sweeping your branches.
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Alice waited for an answer. It took quite a while; she thought her entrance might be denied. 

Eventually a reply echoed from the deep dark.

––––––––
[image: ]



Hmm, well, a transit passenger doesn’t sound like a trespasser.

We expect a short visit, don’t break us or your promise and be quick,





Otherwise, you will get a big strike,

You could not imagine what it might look like.

I’m happy to reach for the sky,

My leaves will soon turn yellow and ash. 

Timeless sheaves, glittering life.

Hurry, be quick, and don’t touch anything.
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Alice politely thanked the woods for permission and walked faster. After a couple of hours of brisk walking, she came across dark shadows on the path. She shivered. “Can’t hear birds chirping. The creepy shadows must be blurring my sight.” She looked at the trees that were catching the sky.
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Their arms are intense, up high with pride,

They house silver vanity and challenging gravity.
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The wind began chiming musically like a bell, and then their chilling absence filled the air with silence.

It is nonsense but won’t make me scared. Alice tried to think of a plan and said:
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I’m slow, a little behind the allowed time.

Am I close to facing the third warning?

The deadly strike?

I think I’m always a little behind,





I must hurry; I’m just a transit passenger.
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And the forest sounded in reply:
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Weehe Wehee Wehee!

Your time is running out!

You’re so slow for a transit,

You wander from the path,

And it is not as little as it seems.

Twist and turn immediately!

Run to make up the wasted time!
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Alice increased her pace and thought about what would happen if she did not meet her deadline. She tried to calm herself down.

The warning may clear soon; nothing can make me halt. I’m keen and confident with the eyes of a hawk. Someday I’ll reach the heavenly fields carpeted with green, green grass. All this nonsense won’t make me fall. Each obstacle in my way will quickly pass.

But she confessed one mistake she made.
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One thing I am sorry about,

Is not having the shepherd’s clock.

When I can’t see the sky,

How can I keep track of the time?
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Her inner voice replied:
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Shepherd is the one who left you in the damp barn many times.

Before it’s too late, believe in yourself, follow your quest.

The shepherd’s clock has already stopped,

The only ticking clock you need is your heart.



––––––––
[image: ]


How close to her bright destiny could Alice be, and how long did she have to walk to reach it? She could not calculate the time, but she was relieved when she saw a new landscape on the horizon.

Steep Rocky Hills!

Another milestone. How many are still ahead?

Reality invaded Alice’s thoughts. She remembered what it was like to get comfy and cozy in the barn as it got dark. Unfortunately, her hamlet was far away from her sight and her hooves now.

She felt an uninvited night’s breeze strike her neck, and she jolted alert. She was alone, hungry, and cold; forced herself to imagine roaming in the lush fields and grazing on the freshest green, green grass. Nevertheless, she didn’t stop worrying about what would occur if she took a stray step and lost her way indefinitely.
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Her legs began to tremble.

Her shattered heart was about to crumble.

Then quickly pushed away from the worries in her mind, 

She was straightening her dreams to re-assemble. 

She was quite nimble and quite cheerful.

She was the knight in Alice Wonderland!

She was a dreamer for the tasty grass, after all.
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Back to Hamlet
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Let us introduce our hamlet.

We’re in the middle of nowhere,

It is a distant point of the east.

No one knows about it,

Only known by a happy five dozen.

We have a small store and a church that our lives revolve around.

Happy to carry on what we’ve got.

What a happy life! Smell the fragrant air and relax!





Never thought this would happen, 

We’re in a state of shock!

It’s time to face the facts.

Some sad news is about to break in, be ready to hear it.

“One of our members was unhappy and left our beautiful hamlet!”

Hurry, ring the bells of our church, call for a search.

Ding Dong! Ding Dong! Ding Dong!







The barn opened its door to let the fresh air in.






Hush, Hush! Don’t jump to conclusions,

It’s not about tradition: her life, her decision.





Besides, I could use some light too,

I’m exhausted stuck in this damp dark,

About to lose my spark.

No fuse, no fire, kindly accept the facts,

It’s not about tradition: her dream, her decision.
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Before dusk, Chance, the shepherd’s dog, called to his herd, “It’s time to go back to the hamlet!” He counted all his sheep and found that one was missing. Chance re-counted twice, and a third time, and re-counted once more until finally he was convinced.

There’s a missing sheep, who could it be . . . of course, Alice, the dreamer. 

Henry, the shepherd, was sitting under the oak tree and daydreaming about going to the city as usual. This city dream has been playing out in Henry’s head for some time.

Get a waiter’s job at the Rocks, write a story about the beautiful country life. A decent paycheck would support his never-ending dream to become a well-known writer. After all, The Adventures of Henry, The Brave Shepherd, would be an excellent title for a novel.

A brave shepherd solves the mystery of his disappearing herd. He would catch the thieves and declare justice for all by putting criminals behind four thick walls with no windows or open doors.

A magnificent victory will make me a steel-cut hero, an iron-fisted hero. My name will be in every print publication sold on every channel broadcast. I’ll live with the highest fame, all men and women will adore me, and my story will reign supreme among stories for centuries: Henry, The Brave Shepherd.

It sounded marvelous. Henry felt proud, just thinking of it. He raised his hands, jumped up, and almost shouted, unable to hold back, “No time to waste here! I must move to the city, get an agent, a publisher, an editor, meet people to tell my story. Why should I waste my talent in this little hamlet when I deserve fame?”

A sharp apprehension came along from the hamlet:
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Ring the church bells twice.

Ding Dong! Ding Dong! 

We found another unhappy member.

What went wrong, we’re
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