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"Dad Cote, where do we go when we sleep?"

"Haha, dad. Nata asked such a stupid question! How can we go anywhere if we’re sleeping?"

"Hey, bro Napa, who asked you? Why do you always interrupt your sister like that?"

"What's wrong with interrupting? Ouch, that hurts! Stop pinching me! "

"Keep your voices down, or you'll wake up your mother. Look out the window. It's time to play the star matching game!"

Nata let her thoughts drift, wondering where people went while they slept and why we dream. She was also too busy pinching her twin brother's hand to notice that the last giant cloud had just gone. It revealed thousands of stars, framed like a glittering painting by the window of her house.

Mr. Cote gently sat up to prepare for the traditional family game. It was only the favorite game of the three people, including Nata, bro Napa, and dad, because mom Bona always went to sleep early. Their house was on a hill, right next to the ocean, which was the best location to play this game.

The rules were simple. Everyone would draw something on the window glass, connecting the stars into a meaningful shape. The winner was whoever was quicker or had a better picture. Dad always said that this game would activate her inner genius and send a message to the goddess of dreams to let everyone share a sweet dream.

Nata was not so sure. No one in her family had ever remembered their dreams clearly when they woke up. However, she always believed in whatever her dad says.

Dad tapped the pen on the window glass and asked. "Has anyone found anything yet?"

"57!" Nata said. "I see the number 57!"

Nata picked the pen from Papa and chuckled. Somehow she was faster than her brother today. Nata drew two lines on the glass, connecting the stars to form a shape of the number 57. What a masterpiece. Nata never thought she could draw a number from stars like that.
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"Excellent, Nata!" said dad. "Napa? Are you going to lose to your sister tonight?"

Napa stared at Nata's discovery as if it were the first time he knew about the existence of the number 57. Suddenly, Nata remembered that Napa was blind to numbers. He had struggled to graduate from kindergarten. Simply counting from one to ten was a miracle to him.

"It’s not 57," said Napa. "It's an eagle!"

Nata was bewildered. "What eagle? It's the number 57. Dad, I'm sure bro Napa must have bribed the teacher to pass kindergarten."

"There are wings and beaks," said Napa. "Such a big bird! The correct answer is an eagle!"

Napa snatched the pen from Nata's hand and began to show his talent. Usually, he would erase all her lines before drawing his own, but today was totally different. He added a few more strokes to the number 57, making a cute eagle appear. Both Nata and dad Cote widened their eyes.
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"Great, Napa!" said dad. "How did you do that?"

Napa scratched his head and then looked at his fingers. "The idea just came to me like Nata discovered the number 57. But... How many fingers do we need to count to 57?"

"I told you, dad," said Nata. "You have to let Napa go back to kindergarten for another year. Anyway, I found it first. So, whether it’s an eagle or number 57, I’m the winner!"

"My picture is better," said Napa. "I won!"

"No! It’s me!"

"Me!"

"That’s enough! Stop, stop, stop... I beg you all!"

"Oh, mom is awake," exclaimed Nata, pinching Napa’s hand. "It’s your fault."

"It’s no one’s fault," said mom Bona, yawning. "You guys are so noisy. I’ve already been awake for a while. Before sending a message to the goddess of dreams, please help this queen of insomnia first. If I get up late tomorrow, you’ll have to cook your own breakfast. Are you clear?"

For the rest of the night, there was only silence in the tiny hilltop house, Nata looked over the city of Navi, and the  beautiful coastline around it.

Moments later, Nata heard the crickets somewhere in the distance. She knew it was just the prelude to a late-night opera of chirping. Dad began to snore, which sounded like a boiling kettle. Next was Napa, which sounded like someone was drowning. The last was mom, the conductor, snoring even louder.

People said that listening to symphony music would make you sleep better. Still, this late-night orchestra was like a big cup of coffee that made Nata feel more awake. She sat thinking about a topic that had bothered her for a long time. Where do people go when they’re sleeping? Why do we have dreams?

It was not the first night Nata had thought about those questions. Once she saw Napa wake up in the middle of the night, walk around with his eyes still closed and hit his head against the wall a few times. However, that answer was not convincing. Another time, her dad woke up, went to the kitchen, and looked for something in the fridge. That answer was not convincing, either. Mom must have some secrets that help her sleep well without movement.

Today, Nata discovered the number 57 in the starry sky, and Napa found the eagle from that number. She wondered if that eagle was 57 years old? Would the goddess of dreams put her whole family on an eagle’s back tonight? How could she meet that goddess? Nata thought she must be awake in her sleep to do that, but what Napa said was right. How could you be awake when you were already asleep? Why did the teachers say nothing about this at school? Would they teach Nata when she was in secondary school?

Nata felt like her 5-year-old brain was a broken faucet with many questions flowing out like water. She knew it was a dangerous signal because sooner or later, she would get tired and fall asleep. Opening her eyes widely, Nata tried to clear her mind. She wanted to know where she would go while she slept. She began to feel the weight of her eyelids, like someone was trying to pull them down with tons of thoughts.

Nata thought about the next day. She was going to visit the most famous secondary school, Dama. The year was 2080, so Nata had 5 years left to get into that school. She loved that idea so much. Dad said that it was the school for many talented students, she must be among the top 10 students in her town to have a chance to take their entrance exam. People said that the principal was so funny. He even had an eagle as a pet. Was that true? And the most exciting thing was that she could jump down to the school by using a parachute. She kept wondering what it was like to be on a bus plane?

The waves of thoughts kept coming and finally swept Nata into a deep sleep.

9 months and 10 years later

Napa chuckled, making the Iron Man comic book shake in his sinewy hands. Only a few more pages left, and he would finish the 57th episode, the last one. However, he could feel his sleepiness already raising its rebel flag.

Napa strained to read the page, but a long yawn closed his eyes tightly. Grasping a handful of popcorn on the table and chewing it violently, Napa hoped that the toothache would keep him awake. In the end, he still covered his face with the comic book and leaned his head backward. Then, as usual, a dozen thoughts about his life started to creep into his nearly 90-year-old skull.

There were few people like Napa. He had been in love with comics since childhood. His only close friend was the huge floor-to-ceiling bookshelf behind him. There were various comics, including Batboy, Spider-Girl, Harry Potter, and even Sleeping Beauty. Napa had protected his bookshelf insanely by turning his reading room into a fortress with bulletproof glass and anti-blast bricks.

Napa believed his noble life mission was to read all comics on the shelf. Now, he had only one last episode left. The only thing that stopped him from achieving his dream was this mysterious sleepiness. Over the years, it always lurked and appeared when he was about to finish this last episode. It made him fall asleep and then forget everything, and he had to read from the beginning later. Today was his 90th birthday. What if he never woke up again?

He couldn’t let this happen!

Napa used all his strength to get up. Placing the comic book on the table, he opened his eyes wide to keep reading. After a while, his right eye slowly closed, followed by its royal companion, the left eye. Napa propped his eyes open with two fingers, but he could only do that for a few seconds at a time. His hands dropped, and his head fell onto the table, making the popcorn jump as if the kernels were happy that Napa had failed again.

His loud snoring began to sound.

Moments later...

A loud crack woke Napa up. It was like someone threw a pebble at his window.

He opened his right eye and found the comic book still there. It felt like he had never read it before.

Oh no, do I have to read from the beginning again?

Napa sat up lazily. He grasped the scattered popcorn on the table, put them in his mouth, then stared at the comic book. He saw the main character, made from iron, flying around the earth.

That sound appeared again, but this time was different. It seemed like the culprit threw a bigger stone. Looking out the window, Napa found the sky behaving strangely. A giant black hole sat in the middle of the blue sky, shooting meteors like an apocalypse sci-fi movie.

Napa smiled. A rock ten times the size It would never scratch his fortress. Napa waved his hand, making the curtains close magically. The room also lit up automatically, as if an invisible hand pulled the curtain and turned on the light.

Even if the world ends today, I must finish the comic book, thought Napa, and quickly picked it up. When he saw the number 57 on the cover, he felt a tingling sensation on the left side of his head, like ants crawling. Then his memory was like a broken dam, flooding his mind with every detail of that episode.

Unbelievable! He remembered it all!

Napa was overjoyed. He quickly flipped through the book to the last page.

A thunderclap made his heart jump.

The book fell to the floor.

My god, thought Napa, please punish me for everything, and spare my comic book!

Napa hastily picked his old cane behind his chair and reached the comic. This time just to be sure, he would read it right on the floor.

As his hands touched the comic, there was a glass-breaking sound. Something big flew over his head, leaving a few of his hairs fluttering. The end of that illogical chain of events was a violent banging sound. The whole house shook like Napa was in the middle of an earthquake. He fell to the floor.

The calm wind blew into his room, but it couldn’t ease the pain on Napa’s body. The big black hole in the sky had probably switched its weapon to a giant cannon and gave his house a huge bullet as a morning gift.

Napa scrambled to his feet. Tears welled up in his eyes. His lovely house now was like a battlefield. His precious curtains were torn, and his priceless bookshelf also had a hole in it as big as a tray, with burn marks on the edge. Lying around were thousands of his comic comrades and pieces of broken glass.

Napa wiped his tears, leaning on his cane, and walked determinedly toward the bedroom behind the bookshelf. No matter what had just pierced through his house, Napa would surely chop it into pieces for daring to assassinate his closest friend, his most treasured bookshelf.

There it is!

Occupying his spring bed was a strange object surrounded by smoke. It looked like a small pill-shaped spaceship, half blue, and half red.

Napa walked around the object, tapping his cane on it.

A crack appeared, making the object look like an egg was about to hatch. The crackling sound rang out, sending shivers to his spine.

Napa’s chest drummed like in a battle. His hands trembled, and his cane clattered to the floor as if it was also frightened.

The first piece of the object fell down, making the thick smoke come out, and his bedroom now looked like a newly opened walk-in freezer.

Swallowing the saliva, Napa raised his cane and took a stance. No matter what kind of terrible monster came out, it still had to pay for its crime.

Behind the smoke, Napa caught a glimpse of someone lying. He boldly stepped toward and shouted, "Who is this? Why did you destroy my house?"

The only response he received was silence.

Napa raised the cane over his head. But before he struck it down, the smoke was gone, revealing a form that made him shocked. His mouth was wide open, with enough room to fit a bag of popcorn.

A little girl?

Yes. The girl was sleeping. Her hands clasped in front of her chest, clutching a glass potion. It was probably the most powerful sleeping pill because Napa poked her arms several times, but she didn’t move.

Napa thought she was about 15 years old. Her reddish-brown hair, square-rimmed eyeglasses, and peach-shaped face made him feel so familiar. Napa had probably met her somewhere, but he couldn’t remember.

Could she be the main character in one of my comic books?

Napa felt like a prince, trekking for years in the forest until he was old enough to find a princess hibernating in a spaceship. This princess did not wear a skirt but a uniform with a badge from Dama school.

Napa wasn’t sure what to do next. Should he kiss her like the prince in the comic, or should he beat her for murdering his bookshelf?

Suddenly, the girl opened her eyes and surprised him.

Her eyes were green! For years, Napa thought that color was exclusive only to him.

"Hey," she looked at Napa and gave him a weak smile. "Bro..."

"What?" Napa narrowed his eyes. "What did you call me?"

Her eyes burst into tears as if she had just found her loved one after decades of missing.

"Bro Napa," she whispered. "Wake up..."

Although she asked him to wake up, she fainted.

Napa was confused. He kept pulling his hair and beard. Thinking for a while, he couldn’t explain why a sky-girl called an old man like him brother?

Is she my great-great-granddaughter from the future, coming to persuade him to give away the bookshelf in my will? If so, she must call him a great-great-grandfather. The most unusual thing is that she keeps sleeping and asks me to wake up. Am I dreaming?

Napa pinched his cheek. That hurt, but it was probably not strong enough.

He used the cane to hit his head.

That really hurt.

This is obviously not a dream. The one who needs to wake up is that silly girl. Never mind, the most important thing now is the comic book!

Napa was about to turn away, but the potion in her hands fell down, touching his foot. He picked it up and noticed two pills inside, half blue half red, with the word Libo engraved on them.

Why does it sound so familiar?

Napa twirled the potion on his hand, then muttered Libo a few times. Suddenly, a sharp pain impaled the right side of his brain, as if someone had nailed it with a giant hammer.

Napa fell to the floor.

Everything in front of Napa slowly blurred. Some weak thoughts began to rise on the surface of his mind.

Oh no! I’m not going to die from a heart attack, but a... head attack? No way. Napa wanted to live longer. He still had to finish the last episode.

Napa fell into a thousand-year sleep (he thought so).

A moment later...

"Brother Napa! Wake up!"

Napa opened his eyes. Was he still alive?

That's true. It was the girl from before. She helped him sit up and handed him his cane.

"Thank you," said Napa.

"Why are you so polite?" said the girl, her eyes widened. "I'm your sister!"

Napa was silent. Sister? What was going on? Never mind, the most important thing was his comic. He said, "If you're my sister. Feel free to do anything. I'm busy now."

"Busy doing what?" She grabbed his arm and pinched it to the bone. "Mom was so worried about you. 75 years sticking here is not enough for you?"

"That hurts! Let go of my hand!" shouted Napa, pushing her away. "Are you crazy?"

"You are the one who is crazy!" screamed the girl.

Napa stood still. His lips were quivering, and his face turned red. He was so angry, but he couldn't let himself have a heart attack right now because of the mission to finish the comic book.

Napa took a deep breath and picked up his comic, then began to flip the pages. He nervously wondered what it would be like to fulfill his life mission. Then, he realized a terrible truth. He had forgotten everything, again!

Napa threw the comic away and sighed.

The girl stepped forward, picked the comic up, and shook her head in disgust. With tears in her eyes, she looked at him as if he was the culprit who had killed her favorite doll.

Napa got an idea. What if he asked the girl to read the comic and told him the whole story? How smart he was, thought Napa.

"Don't cry," said Napa. "Why do you think I'm dreaming?"

"I.. I..." the girl hesitated, wiping her tears. "I don't even know where to start."

Napa shook his head. She must be a patient who had just escaped from some mental institution in outer space. He bet that now she would make up a fiction story, planning to stay here for a few days to find an opportunity to steal his precious bookshelf. He would listen to her story a bit, then ask her to read the comic for him as soon as possible.

"Just start from the beginning. I'll listen to you with one condition. After that, you must read for me this episode 57 without missing any detail."

The little girl nodded. "I hope you still remember. I'm Nata..."

Napa shivered as if someone had suddenly dropped an ice cube on his back. Her name sounded as familiar as the word on the mysterious pill, which had just given him a headache.

The girl took out a piece of paper from her pocket and gave it to Napa. "Do you remember this?"

On the paper, there was a number 57, hiding under the shape of an eagle. Looking at the doodles, Napa felt that he was the author. Reading comics for decades probably had made Napa forget something important, preventing him from completing his mission.

Hold on, was that the number 57 again? Why did it keep appearing in his life?

Picking up a bag of popcorn, Napa sat down on the bed and began to listen to the girl's story like enjoying a movie. He believed that this little sky-girl was the key to solving some problem, probably bigger than his episode 57 problem.
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"Be careful," shouted dad Cote. "Napa!"

His voice shook the whole schoolyard. Nata bet that his neck’s tendons had to sketch to their limit but couldn’t prevent Napa from what he was doing. In his batman suit, her brother was walking on the roof of the school gate as skillfully as a spider trying to pass its final exam. His goal was to pat the three giant eagle statues, their beaks holding a sign: Dama Secondary School.

"Wait for me to take a look at them!" Replied Napa.

Dad Cote clicked his tongue. He could only stand still, holding his breath to watch his naughty son. Dad was foolish to ask why those eagle statues could turn their heads to look at them. If only Napa broke one of the three statues, their trip to the most magnificent school in Navi city would end in vain.

"Ah, I understand!" cheered Napa, holding an object that looked like a light bulb. It turned out to be a camera!

Oh my god. Napa had officially taken the left eye of the eagle statue in the middle.

"Napa!" dad Cote howled. "Put it back!"

Napa quickly put the eye back, then spread his arms and jumped down. His batman suit opened, allowing him to land on the ground even more gently than a professional flying squirrel.

"Are you satisfied?" dad Cote asked.

A shiny smile spread across Napa's lips. "Why did they choose the eagle, not the chicken instead?"

Realizing an opportunity to make fun of her brother, Nata said, "It's because I'm going to study at this school. As for your school, they will definitely use chicken statues."

"Come on, you guys, listen to me. The eagle is the symbol of talented people. Since you are both my kids, you'll study here in the future and become the best."

Becoming the best, those words from her dad made Nata's ears extremely happy. She asked, "Really?"

"Sure!" dad Cote insisted.

Brother Napa didn’t seem interested in studying so much, but Nata was different. She would become the best, Nata mumbled over and over her dad's words as if to carve that prophecy into every wrinkle of her brain.

"Look!" exclaimed Napa, pointing towards the sun.

Nata looked up and found something weird. The sun had already transformed into a giant black hole, looking like a ferocious vortex, tearing nearby clouds apart.

Nata felt she was lifted into the air and was floating faster and faster towards the black hole. She called for help, but her dad and brother had already gone.

In a blink of an eye, she could clearly see the green electric sparks inside the hole, like snakes squirming in their nest, waiting to swallow her.

Nata screamed.

She opened her eyes, sweating profusely.

Is that a dream?

Yes. It was not only a lively dream but also a real memory from 10 years ago. However, the goddess of dreams made it a nightmare by giving Nata that huge black hole as a free gift.

Honestly, this was not the first time Nata saw one. It was a unique sign, which often appeared in her dreams as far as she knew. At that moment, if she were calm and reminded herself that it was just a dream, she could control everything instead of facing this harsh reality.

Looking at the frog-shaped backpack beside her bed, Nata sighed. Will I become the best? Nata wished that backpack were a real frog and digested the terrible paper sheet inside its stomach. The certificate that made her dad's prophecy became an open wound in her heart.

When receiving that paper, Nata immediately ran to the school's laboratory, borrowed a microscope to examine it, and hoped it was a fake. However, the signature of the headmaster Mr. Dato, and the scarlet eagle seal, both confirmed a terrible truth. Nata had won the rarest and worst title in Dama school's history: A good student.

She heard that there was only one person who got that title since the establishment. Nata had become the second one!

Put her face down on the pillow. Tears burst on her cheeks. How could Nata come to the class when her picture had been permanently in the top students for years? How dare she look in her mom's eyes when there were dozens of her excellent certificates in the living room at home?

Perhaps, the only person Nata could talk to was Napa. His long-standing wish had come true at last. Nata had become a little bit more stupid, like her twin brother!

A frog croak sound startled Nata.

Did Nata's ears fool her? A few seconds ago, she wished her frog-shaped backpack would become a real frog, didn't she?

Nata realized it was her smartphone in the backpack. Last time, she installed a new app called 'Be happy every day.'

The frog croaked again. That’s weird. Did Nata turn the notification off?

Sitting up reluctantly, Nata opened the backpack to get the smartphone. A picture of the famous scientist Albert Einstein was on the screen with his tongue sticking out. The quote read: Insanity is doing the same thing over and over and expecting different results.

Nata threw the smartphone away, lying down in the posture of a starfish waiting to die. Staring at the ceiling with her dull eyes, she wondered what insane thing she had repeatedly done to end up like this?

Since dad Cote suddenly passed away 10 years ago, the grades of brother Napa at school became worse and worse. About Nata, she was determined to turn her dad’s prophecy into reality. She became the best student in her town, received a full scholarship from Dama school, and moved to the city. Everything had been fine until the last semester, strange dreams began to bother Nata. She often dreamed about a huge white universe with millions of black holes, and her whole body was numb.  

Once wandering in a bookstore, Nata bought a book titled Dream Walker. As the author advertised, it could help her get rid of nightmares and even control her dreams. It sounded like fiction, but Nata read the book and practiced so hard. She wrote a dream journal and did a strange exercise: looking at her hands sometimes during the day and wondering if she was dreaming.

According to the book, those exercises would help Nata stay awake within her dreams. Some exercises made her stay awake all night, and some made her sleep twice as usual. Nata tried her best, but she couldn’t control her dream. Her schedule was getting more chaotic, and the black holes kept coming back, even in her exams.

On the day before the math exam, because this subject was so easy for Nata, she decided to stay awake till morning to practice an exercise in that book. Later, not only being late, but she also fell asleep in the middle of the exam. When she woke up, it was too late. For the first time in her life, Nata got the first lousy score of 4/10, which led to the final average score of 8.9/10 in that semester. That also made Nata miss the title Excellent Student and only got the title Very Good Student for the first time in her school years.

Nata was so upset, but she didn’t tell anyone. She could tell her brother and mom everything, except her study. In their minds, by default, Nata was the best student. During the semester break, she just lounged in her dorm room, letting her mind wander aimlessly to the land of old memories.

She missed the moment Napa made fun of her so much. The last time was the day before she left the town. Nata was about to disrupt her brother’s reading comics all-night plan with a serious conversation about his study, but Napa cleverly changed the topic. According to his prophecy, Nata would study well, become famous, and marry a rich and fat prince. In that case, Napa would volunteer to be her dog-sitter, as long as she allowed him to read comics freely.

After the first semester of that year, although Nata really wanted to visit her hometown, she decided to stay at school to study more. She hoped that a better score in the second semester would cover the first one.

On the day of the literature exam, Nata confidently walked into the exam room. She thought about how proud her mom would be if she saw her daughter get back up dramatically after her first failure. However, for some reason, Nata’s eyes drooped in the exam room as soon as she read the question. Nata fell asleep with a beautiful dream, then woke up from the usual nightmare. Next, she saw her doodles of black holes on the exam paper. This happened to all other later exams, causing Nata’s 2nd-semester grades to be miserable, leading her to this terrible certificate.

Though the certificate weighed only several grams, to Nata it felt like a giant dumbbell, crushing her hopes of a perfect homecoming. After years of trying so hard to become the best, and now she was only a good student?

Perhaps it’s time to do something new.

Nata remembered that someone had sent her an attractive email about dreaming last week. Still, she immediately put it into the spam box. Nata rummaged through the email on her smartphone.

That’s it! She cheered in her mind. The email was from Liboman with an exciting subject: One-minute sleep that would sweep away all her troubles!

Nata saw a video clip that depicted a bored girl inside the email. After taking a half red, half blue pill, she fell asleep. One minute later, the girl woke up and felt so energetic. Curiosity began to burn Nata’s mind, causing her to tap on the link in the email. A box chat popped up, and she logged in with her usual nickname: Supergirl.

"Liboman: Hi. Is there something bothering you?"

"Supergirl: Nothing. I just saw your ad and gave it a try."

"Liboman: Oh, you hurt my pride."

"Supergirl: Eh.. but why?"

"Liboman: I didn't advertise anything. I just wanted to tell you why 9999 people chose to take Libo every day."

"Supergirl: Why?"

"Liboman: Have you ever wished you could continue some beautiful dream?"

"Supergirl: Nope. I always have nightmares."

"Liboman: You never have a good dream?"

"Supergirl: Not quite. That happened in the old days."

"Liboman: Do you know the book titled Dream Walker?"

"Supergirl: Ah yes, but I couldn't do as the book said."

"Liboman: The old way brings only old results. The ancient Greeks believed that dreams were messages from the gods, so they invented herbal medicines to prolong their dreams. Do you remember that part in the book?"

"Supergirl: The book also said it's just a legend."

"Liboman: What's a legend? It's actually a truth, passing  down so many generations by word of mouth, making it become a legend."

"Supergirl: You're good at explaining things. Is there really such a herb?"

"Liboman: Yes, and the recipe was preserved secretly by all the kings. After years of research, our scientists figured it out and invented Libo, an easy-to-use pill."

"Supergirl: Herb for kings? It must be expensive, isn't it?"

"Liboman: Please don't talk about the price. If Libo could only prolong the dream, we'd be out of business soon."

"Supergirl: I thought people always wanted to prolong their dreams?"

"Liboman: What if the nightmares were also prolonged? What if you pinched your cheeks so hard or screamed like crazy but couldn't wake up? We won't allow our customers to risk their minds with new dreams."

"Supergirl: So Libo helps us re-dream an old beautiful dream?"

"Liboman: It's more than that. People are strongly motivated by emotions. When you're happy, everything goes smoothly. When you're stressed, everything will make you feel stuck. Libo helps you regenerate positive emotion from your real beautiful memories with vivid experiences."

"Supergirl: What???"

"Liboman: Think of one of your good memories. When you are ready, we'll continue."

Nata closed her eyes, and she immediately saw the school gate of Dama, where brother Napa had asked why they chose eagles instead of chickens. Except for the black holes that appeared afterward made it a nightmare, it was indeed a real beautiful memory.

"Supergirl: Done."

"Liboman: Do you feel better?"

"Supergirl: A little bit, and it'll be over soon."

"Liboman: Right, because you just think about it. What if you could relive that moment again? "

"Supergirl: Do you mean coming back to the past?"

"Liboman: Oh, Libo does a simpler thing. The brain can not distinguish between an imaginary experience and a real one. You'll have some related emotions when you think of an impressive memory."

"Supergirl: I've told you. It won't last long."

"Liboman: The reason is simple. You're awake and only use 1% of your brain's potential. During sleep, the subconscious mind creates dreams so vividly that people don't even know they are dreaming. Libo is like the bridge connecting the conscious and the subconscious."

"Supergirl: Is that real?"

"Liboman: In short, just take one pill and think of a beautiful memory. You'll feel like going back in time. Later, you can fly around in your dream or just mumble the Libo word several times to wake up at will. Either way, I assure you that you'll be full of inspiration."

"Supergirl: Why does it sound like a work of fiction?"

"Liboman: Hoho, you're the 10.000th customer who said that. Fiction and vision are somewhat similar. Our vision enabled us to do something fictional like this."

"Supergirl: You're really good at playing with words."

"Liboman: It's just in our manual. More importantly, we not only play with words, but we also walk the talk. Just leave your address. Our employees will ship you three Libo pills for free."

"Supergirl: For free???"

"Liboman: Our mission is to help one million people know about Libo and be happier. We're ready to give them away, even though each pill costs as much as 1000 Lumi."

Nata's eyes widened. 1000 Lumi was equivalent to a year's tuition at Dama. Mother Bona worked so hard every month to send her 100 Lumi for allowance. It was hard to believe that she got a thousand-Lumi gift like this for free.

"Liboman: Normally, we give only one pill, but if you're the lucky 10.000th customer, you'll get three. Just fill in your address in the form below and try. If you don't believe me, just throw away this thousand-Lumi valuable gift in the trash."

His determination convinced Nata. Perhaps Libo pills wouldn't transform her good certificate into a best one, but she would at least have three good nights of sleep if it really worked. Was it worth a try? She tapped on the link, filled in her address, and said goodbye to him.
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​The Inspiration
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Nata could feel the tingle on her face. It was because of the fake beard, an odd idea from Napa. Hundreds of eyes were on her, but it was a part of the plan. In front of the class today, she and her brother were performing the play Miss Tam Nowadays, based on an ancient literary work. The story was about a poor girl receiving a miraculous golden fish from a fairy man.

Most people knew this story. The difference was that Nata would play the role of the fairy man, with a long beard that touched her feet. Napa would be the girl with a long wig that touched his butt and two big oranges hanging around his neck, hiding shyly under the pink bib.

It was such a funny idea but seemed effective. The boys kept staring at 'Miss' Napa and whispering to each other. Maybe he was so beautiful in that costume, or maybe the big oranges chosen by mom Bona were so delicious.

"My child," Nata asked. "Why are you crying?"

"Dear sir," Napa said, sobbing. "The golden fish was voracious. It ate all of my food. I'm so hungry."

The whole class giggled.

"No problem," Nata said, then put her hand in the baggy white shirt and pulled out a large bag of popcorn. "Try this."

The whole class laughed.

"Thank you, sir," Napa said, licking his lips. "However, waiting for your popcorn would make me starve to death, so I solved the problem myself. Those fish were so delicious!"

The whole class burst into laughter.

Nata was numb. It seemed Napa had forgotten his lines and improvised. She glared at Napa and signaled to be more serious.

"Oh, I mean..." Napa scratched his head. "While feeding the fish, I saw them eating so well. That made me happy, and I forgot my hunger."

Nata wiped her sweat. She caressed her beard and recited her lines smoothly. "Good job. If you need anything, just text me. Now I'm going to my home in heaven."  

"Wait a sec, But!" Napa held her hands.

"What?" Nata frowned. According to the script, the play would end here, and she would be pulled to the ceiling by a bunch of tiny iron wires behind her back.

"Please..." Napa said, blinking his eyes. "Can you show me how to study as easy as feeding the fish?"

The whole class laughed crazily. The boys kept banging the tables with their hands.

"No problem," Nata said, showing a smile that couldn't be more satisfying. "Let me ask Nata. That beautiful and smart girl will certainly help you graduate from kindergarten."

The whole class clapped loudly.

Nata signaled a purple-haired girl hiding behind the wings. Immediately, fireworks exploded, and Nata flew up in surprise to everyone. The applause was getting bigger and bigger. Nata felt happier than ever before. The play would win the first prize and help her become the best student of the year.

Suddenly, there was an awkward silence. Everything stopped as if someone held back the second hand of the god of time's clock. Nata felt her body so light, like floating in a swimming pool where water had been replaced by air.

Was she dreaming?

Nata looked down at her hands. There were five fingers. She closed her eyes, then opened her eyes to count her fingers again. There were seven!

That's right, I’m in a dream!

Nata looked around, noticing that the classroom had been replaced by a beautiful ocean with jade-green color like her eyes. The rapidly changing scenery was the most basic sign of a dream.

But why am I here?

Nata couldn't remember how she ended up here. That's the second primary sign of a dream.

Looking up at the sky, Nata didn't see any black holes. She breathed a sigh of relief. If this were a dream, she could control everything with her mind. Nata imagined that her hands were touching a cloud. Immediately, she soared up to the sky and felt the steam from the clouds.

That's great! Why can I do that?

Nata had practiced so hard since she bought the book Dream Walker but couldn't induce a lucid dream, not to mention flying like a bird and controlling it like this.

Something popped out in her mind. Nata muttered the word Libo several times.

Everything was lit up, bringing her out of that scene gently and back to her familiar room.

One minute had passed, and Nata still couldn't believe it was a dream. She smiled, the image of her brother Napa in the play still hovered in her mind, and the feeling of flying freely in the dream made her feel indescribably happy.

Such a great dream!

Honestly, it was a real memory. However, the goddess of dreams had been kinder to her.

Nata put her glasses on and grabbed her smartphone. It was just 5 am, and there were no emails or messages. Swiping the screen, Nata touched an eagle icon. It was the app of her school, designed by the headmaster Mr. Dato. Great, she was right in time for the morning creative exercise program.

She loved this show because Mr. Dato would help her imagine something with each move. For example, he would say a shark was behind everyone during the swimming movement, or a dog chased them when coming to the running movement. Whoever followed this show for a while would definitely lose weight quickly.

Nata stood up and opened the curtains to catch some morning sunlight. Tying up her hair, Nata began to enjoy the music, along with the funny instructions of Mr. Dato. That was so refreshing. Nata couldn't remember the last time she got up early to exercise. Every stress had gone away as if she had just got a 1000% scholarship. She had been seeking this feeling the whole time.

When Mr. Dato asked her to raise her arms and imagine a tree seeking the sunlight, Nata noticed a glass potion on the desk. There were two familiar half red half blue pills inside. She was startled.

Picking up the potion, Nata read the instruction on the cover: Think about a good memory, then take the pill. Only one tablet per 24 hours is allowed. Libo Corporation is not responsible for anyone not following the instructions. Contact Liboman for further details.

Liboman? That's right. He promised to send Nata three free Libo pills the last time chatting with him. But why were there only two?

Nata was always proud of her memory the most, but today it behaved strangely. She searched everywhere in the house of her brain, even opening any windows and cellar door, but couldn't remember when she received the potion or took the pill.

Did that matter anymore? She was in such a good mood that the certificate was like nothing. Whatever they wrote on that certificate, it was so silly to allow a piece of paper to blind her wonderful life ahead.

As soon as the creative morning exercise ended, Mr. Dato changed his voice to a serious tone.

"Urgent news for Dama students. Someone is advertising Libo as a miracle drug that could inspire you while sleeping. Still, the government has banned them because of dangerous side effects. Whoever is using them, please report to me right away. Of course, with my weekly motivational speeches, I hope that no Dama students are using such pills."  

When Mr. Dato turned off his microphone, Nata knew that she would be the first to disappoint him. Usually, Nata would be worried so much in a case like this, but why did she feel so carefree now?

Is that a side effect of Libo? How can they ban such a useful drug?

After brushing her teeth, Nata was about to have breakfast, but she wasn't hungry. Was that another side effect? If Libo had an anti-starvation vitamin supplement, that would be great. She could study for hours without eating anything!

Putting the potion into her frog-shaped backpack, Nata walked out of the room. On the way to school, listening to the sound of ocean waves and enjoying the cool breeze, Nata blamed herself for staying in that room for so long. She couldn't remember how long she had been there, but she could clearly remember every detail of her last dream. Nata wanted to take some more Libo and indulge in her beautiful dream one more time.

Looking at three towers of Dama school, where hundreds of people were parachuting from the bus planes, Nata remembered the first time she was here with dad and Napa. It was her first and also the last time skydiving. The airsick made her vomit the whole flight.

Many bus plane brands chose Dama school as their perfect drop-off location. Because it had three buildings and a large forest underneath that guaranteed the safety for the skydivers. Its structure was also unique. Three buildings, one for the classrooms, one for the office, and the biggest one in the middle was for the joint activities, mainly competitions. In the building, there were 20 boards to show hall of fame students, and Nata's face was plastered on 18 boards. The other two were for those who were good at gymnastics and arts, which might be suitable for brother Napa. However, it might take him his whole life to get through this school's entrance exam.

Looking at the excited faces of everyone coming out of the school gate, Nata wanted to be like them, even though she had sworn that she would never skydive again. Suddenly, Nata strongly believed that she could convince headmaster Mr. Dato to give her permission to retake the exam and continue using Libo. Those pills were so expensive.

Can I become a retail seller and get some money to send to her mom?

Three eagle statues sitting on the roof of the school gate made Nata chuckle. The day she received that certificate, her mind was filled with an image of the three eagles blaming her for ruining her dad's prophecy. Today, she thought of a funny scene where the security guards were discussing why there was a silly girl in uniform going against the flow of people to get into the school. There were so many people that it took Nata more than 20 minutes to enter the office building elevator.

Searching for a while, Nata finally found her destination. In front of her eyes was an elaborately carved wooden door with a sign: Professor Mr. Dato. Although she always listened to his speech every Monday morning, Nata never had a chance to talk to him in person. Meeting the headmaster in person was as usual as a daily meal to brother Napa. To Nata, this might be a buffet in a luxury restaurant. Therefore, she was a bit nervous.

The door opened. A girl with purple hair stepped out, looking at Nata with surprised eyes. "Nata? Are you here to hand over the Libo pills, too?"

"Eh..." Nata hesitated. "Do we know each other?"

"Oh my god!" the purple-haired girl rolled her eyes. "We're in the same class. I always sit right behind you!"

Nata was as quiet as a mouse. Normally, her face would turn as red as a strawberry because of embarrassment, but now she couldn't feel any shyness within her.

"Is that so?" Nata said. "I'm sorry."

The girl nodded. "It's okay. It's probably a side effect of Libo."

Honesty, Nata didn't remember that girl. Her memory wasn't that bad, but she mainly used it for studying. Her friends rarely talked to Nata in class except to ask her for help with their exams.

"I have to go now," the girl waved goodbye. "Good luck with Mr. Big

Head."

Nata forced a smile. She didn't like people calling Mr. Dato that. If she had to give him a nickname, she would call him Mr. Big Cheek because it explained why his head was so big. Hey, did that girl mention Libo?

"Who's out there? Please come in!"

Realizing Mr. Dato's voice, Nata boldly entered the room. Inside, she felt that she had traveled to the wooden age. Everything, including the cabinet, the cupboard, and even Mr. Dato's laptop, was made from wood. She doubted that the white samurai suit on his body was also knitted from tree roots.

"Sit down," Mr. Dato said, then flashed a gentle smile, his chubby cheeks quivering. He closed his laptop and poured Nata a glass full of lemonade, in which the lemon bits and seeds were swimming around freely.

She took a sip and felt the lemon bits swishing through her teeth coolly, but she almost swallowed some lemon seeds and coughed. Two seeds went out of her mouth and hit the laptop, but Nata still smiled. It seemed that the Libo pill had broken her nerve of shame.

Mr. Dato said nothing, just handed her a tissue.

Nata cleaned her mouth while looking at the wall behind him. She recognized a long, intricately carved katana. It explained why thousands of students obeyed him. No one was foolish enough to test its sharpness.

Nata couldn't imagine what it would be like to see her fat headmaster dancing with his sword. She asked, "Do you know swordsmanship?"

"Yes," Data nodded. "It keeps my body healthy and flexible. And most importantly, it confirms that besides the ability to talk like shooting the wind, I can also slash the fruits."

Nata chuckled, feeling sorry for him. His weekly speeches were humorous and inspirational. Still, many people called him a shooting master, and rumors said that there were dozens of first-class medals in his secret cabinet.

"Nata," said Mr. Dato with a lower tone. "I always admire your efforts but signing on the certificate last semester surprised me. Is there any reason behind this?"

Nata smiled because telling the truth was her talent. She told him everything, including the chat with Liboman and how the black holes in the dream annoyed her.

When it came to retaking the exam, Mr. Dato interrupted her. "You haven't been home for a long time, have you?"

"Yeah... I don't have time for that."

Mr. Dato took a sip of lemonade. "We always have enough time for the important things. I will let you retake the exam, on one condition."

Nata was overjoyed. "What condition?"

"Tomorrow, you have to return home for a week," said Mr. Dato, with a mysterious smile. "Especially, you cannot bring along any book."

Nata was freaked out. She never thought about going anywhere for a week without bringing her books to study.

Mr. Dato tapped his fingers on the table. "How about that?"

"It's okay!" Nata replied quickly.

Mr. Dato leaned back in his chair. His earlier smile had turned from a stage of infinite mystery to a state of boundless satisfaction.

"But... Can you tell me the reason?"

Mr. Dato took out a silver pen from his pocket and pressed a button, transforming it into a spoon. He put it into the lemonade glass and began to stir vigorously. Then he put the glass down on the table, staring at it in silence as if his newly created whirlpool was a work of art. The lemon seeds and bits were swimming crazily, like a school of fish fleeing from a shark.  

"Your mind is like this glass of lemonade. When everything surrounds you, making you stressed, remember this. The best way to solve the problem is not to rush to the solution, but to calm down and keep a distance."

Looking at the glass, Nata noticed that the lemon seeds quickly fell down to the bottom, and so did the bits, but they landed more slowly.

Suddenly, Mr. Dato put the spoon into the glass and stirred again. The seeds and bits had another chance to dance.

He said mildly, "If you solve the problem while stressed, you will only mess things up like this."

Nata understood what he meant. The nightmare black holes were like lemon seeds, and bits swirled around her mind. The more she worried about them, the more it would be like stirring the glass of her mind.

"You mean just leave them alone, and everything will be fine?"

Mr. Dato smiled. "There are problems like lemon seeds. They will go down quickly. Others are like bits. You must have patience."

Each of his words went deep inside Nata’s heart and swiped the old spider webs.

"I think coming home and staying away from school for a week would work better than these drugs. Do you remember the last time you took the pill?"

Nata felt hurt in her heart. "Why did you know that?"

Mr. Dato took a potion full of Libo out of his desk drawer. "That purple-haired girl had used Libo for months. She might look happier but got messed up with her brain. She could clearly describe a childhood memory from kindergarten in detail but forgot all of the exam schedules."

Nata said nothing. Indeed, she couldn’t remember when she took the first pill of Libo. Nata was so lucky to take just one. If she took two pills, she might forget who she was.

"Do you bring the pills?" said Mr. Dato, looking at her with trusty eyes.

Nata looked down at her frog-shaped backpack, its two eyes closed as if the frog was in the middle of a beautiful dream. And the things she was about to do would make that frog hate her for the rest of its life. She took the Libo potion out and handed it to Mr. Dato.

"I hope this will be the last pills," said Mr. Dato, putting both Libo potions into the desk drawer.

There was a frog sound from his laptop.

"Oh, do you use that app, too?" asked Nata.

"Ha, you know that self-happy app?" Mr. Dato opened his laptop and showed Nata the screen. "I don’t like using smartphones, so I installed it on my laptop. The trial version has so many good quotes."

Nata saw a sunflower field picture with a white text: No one knows the future, why so negatively? ~ Fususu.

"Who is Fususu?" she asked.

"Oh, he’s a great writer, but he failed the literature exam at this school. He got only a score of 4/10 on that exam, but later, he wrote many great books. I really admired him. Now it’s a little bit late. See you in a week."

Nata said goodbye to the headmaster. On the way out, she noticed his display cabinet. There were no shooting medals, only certificates of all kinds. One of them shocked her. It was framed carefully with a big title: Mr. Dato - A good student.

She didn’t believe in her eyes anymore. Mr. Dato had been the first one who got that shameful title? And now he was the headmaster of Dama! No one knew the future, but there was one thing that Nana could assure about her future: She would be in trouble!

Apart from a small success that Mr. Dato allowed her to retake the exam, she had two big failures. She not only lost two precious Libo pills, but she also had to come home without bringing her books.

What will she say to mom Bona? What to do for the whole week without books?

A lot of thoughts were surrounding Nata’s mind, but the image of the lemonade glass appeared to remind her to keep calm. Sometimes just let it be, and everything would be fine.

I will come home tomorrow!
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​Coming home
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Putting the backpack on the ground, Nata twisted her body. Dozens of her vertebrae sound cracking with joy as if they were also happy to see her familiar little house on the top of the hill. The smoke from the chimney swinging in the air reminded Nata of the crispy mushrooms, mom's favorite dish.

Nata was about to enjoy her mom's cooking, which could be more flavored by her funny brother Napa's jokes. After 3 hours sitting on the bus plane, that would be a great reward. Indeed, when the plane flew over her house, Nata wanted to skydive. The side effect of Libo made her totally forget how scary the first skydiving was. They were also providing free parachutes as promotional gifts. Unfortunately, Nata was refused outright because she had not been 18 years old and had no accompanying parents.

Standing at the door and looking at the shoe rack made the corners of her eyes sting. Besides the worn-out clogs of mom and the dirty sandals of Napa, there was a unique shoe, a relic from her dad, Cote.

After the trip to Dama school, dad had an urgent job. That night, he did not return, and no one could reach him either. Later, her family received a letter from the government and a large amount of money. They said that dad had gone missing while doing a secret experiment for them.

That news made Nata cry continuously for three days. Mom had to go to the city and begged them to get back one of dad's shoes. Only then did she stop crying. Mom cleaned that shoe every day and told them dad hadn't gone anywhere. He just moved to a closer place which was in their heart.

The fried mushroom scent rushed into Nata's nose, bringing her back to the present. Nata's early guess had been correct. It was the crispy shiitake mushrooms!

Wiping her tears, Nata took her shoes off and put on the bunny-shaped socks. This was mom's invention, turning every foot in her family into mobile mops. The spider-shaped socks for Napa always worked at their maximum capacity because he always ran around, searching for a place to read comics. Nata heard from mom that Napa had changed a lot recently.

Opening the door gently, Nata crept into the living room. The giant pride board was right in front of her eyes, hanging everyone's achievements. On the top was dad's best chemistry doctor certificate, followed by mom's best cooker certificate, then taking up the bottom space was dozens of Nata's best student certificates. If Napa had a certificate, it would write something like: the most disruptive student.

Nata wasn't ready to face her mom yet. She intended to sneak into her room first. Holding her frog-shaped backpack tightly, Nata wished that the certificate in its stomach had turned into Napa's and made mom proud.

"Oh, is that Nata?"

That lovely voice ruined Nata's plan. Mrs. Bona had already stood at the kitchen door, with her
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