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    For those who listen when the world is quiet.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Grown-ups never understand anything by themselves, and it is tiresome for children to be always and forever explaining things to them."— Antoine de Saint-Exupéry, The Little Prince
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Chapter One: A Dream in the Dust
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The sun over Nairobi was a soft, orange circle. It sat low in the sky, casting long shadows over the red earth. Nala stood in her small kitchen. She was pouring warm milk into a blue ceramic mug. The steam rose in gentle swirls, carrying the sweet smell of honey. Outside, the morning was beginning to wake up. She could hear the distant sound of a bus and the chirping of birds in the acacia trees.

Nala loved this quiet time. It was the only moment of the day when the world felt like it belonged just to her. But that feeling did not last long. From the small bedroom down the hall, she heard a soft sound. It was not a cry of pain. It was a low, steady murmur.

She set the milk down and walked to the door. Her son, Baraka, was six years old. He was usually a fast sleeper who did not move until the sun hit his face. Today, he was sitting straight up in bed. His eyes were wide open, staring at the wall opposite his bed.

"Baraka?" Nala asked softly. She moved to the edge of the bed and sat down. "You are awake early, my little lion. Did the birds wake you?"

Baraka did not look at her at first. He reached out his small hand and touched the air as if he were feeling something invisible. "Mama," he whispered. His voice was thick with sleep, but his tone was very serious. "It was so bright."

Nala smiled and stroked his dark curls. "The sun is bright today, yes."

"No," Baraka said. He finally looked at her. His brown eyes were filled with a strange, deep knowing. It was a look that did not belong on the face of a six-year-old child. "Not the sun. The city of gold. It was by the big water. There were white birds with long wings. They were all flying away at the same time."

Nala felt a small chill on her arms. She looked at the wall where he had been staring. There was nothing there but a simple wooden shelf and a few toy trucks. "It was a dream, Baraka. Just a beautiful dream."

"It was not just a dream," Baraka insisted. He grabbed her hand. His grip was surprisingly strong. "We were all there. All the children. We were standing on the hill. We saw the big wave. It was taller than the tallest tree. It had blue light inside it. It was coming for the golden city."

Nala felt her heart beat a little faster. She did not know why, but the detail of his words felt heavy. Usually, Baraka dreamed of flying or playing football. He never spoke about cities of gold or waves with blue light.

"The wave was quiet," Baraka continued. He was looking past her now, back into the memory of his sleep. "Everyone was afraid, but we knew what to do. We had to tell the grown-ups to move the boats. If the boats stayed, the gold would break."

Nala laughed nervously. She pulled him into a hug. His small body felt warm and real. "You have a big imagination. Maybe you saw a movie on the television at school?"

"We do not have a television at school, Mama," Baraka reminded her. He pulled back and looked into her eyes. "You have to listen. The golden city is real. The wave is coming when the sun turns purple."

Nala kissed his forehead. "Go wash your face. The milk is getting cold."

She watched him walk out of the room. He walked with a heavy step, not his usual skip. Nala stayed on the bed for a moment. She looked at his drawings on the wall. There were sketches of lions and houses. Nothing about waves. Nothing about cities.

She went back to the kitchen and picked up her phone. She felt a strange urge to check the news, but she did not know what she was looking for. Instead, she opened a social media group for parents in her neighborhood. She wanted to see if anyone else’s child had been restless during the night.

She scrolled past a photo of a birthday cake and a question about a lost shoe. Then, her thumb stopped.

A mother named Sarah had posted a message only five minutes ago. Sarah lived three streets away.

Has anyone else’s child woken up talking about a giant wave? Sarah had written. My daughter Maya is crying. She says a city made of gold is going to break. She is terrified. I can not get her to stop talking about white birds.

Nala felt the air leave her lungs. She looked at the screen, then at the door where Baraka had just passed. She typed a reply with shaking fingers.

My son Baraka just told me the same thing. He mentioned the birds and the wave. He said the wave has blue light inside it.

She waited. Within seconds, another notification popped up. Then another.

My twins in Cape Town are saying this, a woman named Elena wrote.

Nala frowned. Cape Town was thousands of miles away.

I am in London, another person joined in. My son just woke up from a dream about a golden city by the sea. He said the sun turns purple.

Nala stood up so quickly she knocked her spoon onto the floor. The metal clattered against the stone. The sound felt like a bell ringing in a quiet room. It was a warning.

She looked out the window. The sky was still orange, but for a second, she imagined it turning a deep, bruised purple. She shook her head to clear the thought. It was impossible. Children all over the world could not be having the same dream. Dreams were private. They were made of a person's own thoughts and memories.

"Mama?"

Baraka was standing in the doorway. He had washed his face, but his eyes still looked haunted. He was holding a piece of paper and a yellow crayon.

"I drew it for you," he said.

He handed her the paper. On it, Baraka had drawn a coastline. In the middle of the water, there was a massive wall of blue. On the shore, there were many small figures. They were all holding hands. Above them, the sun was a circle of dark violet.

But it was the city that made Nala’s hand tremble. Baraka was not an artist, yet he had drawn the buildings with strange, pointed tops and rounded windows. They looked like nothing Nala had ever seen in Kenya. They looked like a place far across the ocean.

"The birds are leaving because they are smart," Baraka said. "We have to be smart too, Mama."

Nala looked at the drawing. She looked at her phone, which was now buzzing with dozens of new messages. Parents from Tokyo, New York, Paris, and Mumbai were all reporting the same thing. Their children were waking up. They were all describing the blue wave. They were all describing the golden city.

This was not a coincidence. This was not a story from a movie.

Nala reached out and pulled Baraka close to her. She could feel his heart beating against her chest. It was fast, like the wings of a bird.

"I am listening now, Baraka," she whispered. "I promise. I am listening."

She knew her life had changed in that single moment. The world was no longer a place of simple mornings and warm milk. Something was reaching out through the minds of the smallest people on Earth. It was a message. It was a prophecy.

Nala looked at the drawing again. The blue wave looked so real she could almost hear the roar of the water. She knew she had to find out where this city was. She had to know if the wave was truly coming.

If every child was dreaming the same thing, then the future was no longer a mystery. It was a map. And her son was one of the many hands holding the light.

She picked up her phone and began to type a message to Sarah. She wanted to meet. She wanted to see if the children could talk to each other.

Outside, the wind picked up. It blew through the acacia trees, making a sound like a long, deep sigh. Nala closed her eyes. She prayed that the golden city was far away. But deep in her soul, she knew that in a world where children share the same dream, no place is far away. We are all standing on the same shore, waiting for the tide to turn.
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Chapter Two: Soft Snow and Secret Words
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In the city of Oslo, the world was painted in shades of blue and white. High above the streets, in an apartment filled with the scent of pine and old books, Soren sat by the window. He was a tall man with hands that were always stained with ink or sawdust. He spent his days designing bridges, thinking about how to hold heavy things together. But this morning, his own heart felt like it was suspended by a very thin wire.

Outside, the snow fell in large, silent flakes. They drifted past the glass like tiny feathers. Inside, the heater hummed a low, steady tune. It was a peaceful scene, but Soren did not feel peaceful. He looked across the small wooden table at his daughter, Hanna.

Hanna was seven years old. She was wearing her favorite thick wool sweater, the one with the pattern of red reindeer across the chest. Usually, Hanna was full of questions about the birds or the ice on the pond. Today, she was silent. She was staring into her bowl of porridge as if she could see a whole other world hiding in the oats.

"You are very quiet, Hanna," Soren said. His voice was deep and gentle. He reached out and touched her hand. It was cold. "Are you feeling unwell?"

Hanna shook her head. She did not look up. "I am thinking about the bells, Papa."

Soren frowned. "The bells? There are no bells playing today. It is Tuesday."

"The bells in the city of gold," Hanna said. She finally looked at him. Her eyes were a pale, clear blue, like the ice on the fjord. "They did not sound like the bells at the church. They sounded like singing. They were warning the people about the water."

Soren felt a strange prickle of unease at the back of his neck. He had heard his sister mention something strange on the phone earlier that morning. She had said her own children were acting odd. But Soren was a man of logic. He believed in things he could measure with a ruler.

"It was a dream, my love," Soren said. He tried to make his voice sound light. "Sometimes the mind plays games when we are deep in sleep. Perhaps you were thinking about the stories we read last night."

"We read about a bear in the woods, Papa," Hanna said. Her voice was flat. "There were no waves in the woods. There were no purple suns."

Soren stopped eating. The word purple hit him like a physical blow. He remembered his sister saying the exact same word. He stood up and walked to the kitchen counter where his phone lay. He hesitated for a second. He did not like how much people looked at their screens these days. He preferred the feel of wood and stone. But he felt a pull he could not explain.

He opened a news website. The headline was not about politics or the weather. It was a single, bold line that seemed to vibrate on the screen.

A GLOBAL COINCIDENCE: CHILDREN EVERYWHERE DESCRIBE THE SAME VISION.

Soren felt the room tilt slightly. He read the article quickly. His eyes darted over words like mass hallucination, shared consciousness, and unexplained phenomenon. There were reports from Tokyo. Reports from Rio de Janeiro. Reports from small villages in the mountains of India.

Everywhere, children had woken up at the same hour. They all spoke of a city that looked like gold. They all spoke of a massive wave with a blue light inside it. And they all mentioned the sun turning the color of a grape.

"Papa?"

Hanna was standing beside him now. She pointed to a picture on the screen. It was a drawing made by a child in Australia. The drawing showed a row of white birds flying away from a tall tower.

"Those are the birds," Hanna whispered. "They were crying. They knew the gold was going to melt into the sea."

Soren picked up Hanna and held her tight. He could feel her small heart thumping against his chest. It was a fast, rhythmic sound. He felt a sudden, fierce need to protect her. He wanted to pull the curtains and lock the door. He wanted to tell her that the world was safe and that dreams could not hurt her. But how could he say that when the whole world was dreaming the same thing?

"What else did you see, Hanna?" he asked. He sat back down on the floor, keeping her in his lap. "Tell me everything. Do not leave out any detail, no matter how small."

Hanna leaned her head against his shoulder. "The city had many bridges, Papa. Like the ones you draw. But they were made of light. People were running, but they were not screaming. They were looking for their children. And the clock... the big clock on the tower."

"What about the clock?"

"It stopped," Hanna said. "The hands stayed at seven. But it was not morning. It was the end of the day."

Soren felt a cold sweat on his forehead. He thought of his bridges. He thought of the way he built things to last for a hundred years. He realized that if a wave truly came—a wave like the one the children described—nothing he built would stand.

He looked around their warm, safe apartment. He saw the pictures on the wall and the toys on the rug. Everything felt fragile now. It felt like paper in a storm.

"Is the city real, Papa?" Hanna asked. Her voice was trembling now. "Is the wave going to find us?"

Soren did not know how to answer. He was a father. His job was to have the answers. But for the first time in his life, he felt like a child himself, lost in a forest with no map.

"We are going to find out," Soren said. He looked at the phone again. There was a map being updated in real-time. People were trying to find the city. They were looking at coastlines all over the world. They were comparing the children's drawings to real places.

He saw a comment from a woman in Nairobi. She had posted a drawing by her son, Baraka. Soren held his breath. The drawing was almost identical to the one Hanna had started on her notepad on the table. The same curved windows. The same blue wall of water.

"I think the city is real," Soren said softly. "But it is far away from here, Hanna. We are safe in the mountains."

"No," Hanna said. She pulled away and looked him in the eye. "The dream said the world is small, Papa. It said when the water rises in one place, it touches everyone. We have to help them. We have to tell them to move the gold."

Soren realized that his daughter was not asking for protection. She was asking for action. She was carrying a weight that was too heavy for a seven-year-old. The weight of a future that had not happened yet.

He stood up and went to his desk. He cleared away his blueprints for the new highway bridge. He laid down a fresh, white sheet of paper.

"Okay," Soren said. "Show me the bridges you saw. Show me where the clock tower stands. If we can find the city, we can warn the people who live there."

Hanna picked up a pencil. Her hand did not shake. She began to draw with a strange, focused energy. Soren watched her. He realized that the innocence of children was not just about being sweet or happy. It was about seeing the truth without any filters. They did not care about money or politics. They only cared about the birds and the people and the gold.

As the morning went on, the snow outside began to fall harder. The world grew quiet, muffled by the white powder. But inside the apartment, the air was electric. Soren was no longer just a father or an engineer. He was a witness.

He started a video call with his sister. On the screen, her two sons were sitting on the floor, surrounded by maps.

"Are they saying it too?" his sister asked. Her face was pale.

"Yes," Soren said. "Everything. The wave, the birds, the clock."

"The scientists are calling it a collective mental event," his sister said. She sounded like she wanted to believe that. "They say it is caused by something in the water or the air. They say it is not real."

Soren looked at Hanna. She was drawing a map of a coastline he did not recognize. It looked like a place where the jungle met the sea.

"They are wrong," Soren said. "This is not the air. This is a voice. And we are the only ones who can hear it through them."

By the time the sun began to set, the drawing was finished. It was a detailed map of a place that looked like a paradise. But in the corner, Hanna had drawn the purple sun. It hung over the water like a giant, dark eye.

Soren felt a deep sense of urgency. He knew he had to share this. He had to connect with the other parents. If they could piece the dream together, like a giant puzzle, they might see the whole picture. They might see the date. They might see the name of the city.

He looked at Hanna. She had fallen asleep on the rug, exhausted by the effort of remembering. Her chest rose and fell in a slow, steady rhythm. She looked so small against the backdrop of the giant map she had created.

Soren picked up his phone and began to search for the group in Nairobi. He found the post from the woman named Nala. He saw the photo of her son, Baraka. He saw the same look of ancient wisdom in the boy’s eyes.

He typed a message. I am in Norway. My daughter saw the same thing. She drew a map. I think the city is near a jungle. Does your son know the name of the water?

He waited. The "seen" icon appeared almost instantly. The world was waking up to a mystery that defied every law of science. It was a mystery that lived in the hearts of the smallest people.

Soren sat back in his chair. He looked at the snow. He realized that the world he knew was gone. It had been replaced by a world where the future spoke through the mouths of babes. And for the first time in his life, the great engineer was afraid of what might happen if the bridge he was trying to build—the bridge of understanding—was not strong enough to hold the truth.

He stayed awake all night, watching over Hanna. He watched the screen as thousands of parents joined the conversation. The map was growing. The details were becoming clear. The golden city was being found, piece by piece, dream by dream.

And then, just before dawn, a new message appeared on the global board. It was from a researcher in a marine institute.

We have found a location that matches the drawings. It is a coastal city. But there is a problem. There is no golden city there. Only a quiet town. However, the birds... the white birds... they have all begun to fly inland. Thousands of them.

Soren felt his blood turn to ice. The birds were moving. The dream was beginning to bleed into the real world.

He looked at Hanna. She was still sleeping, but she was murmuring something in her sleep. He leaned in close to hear her.

"Seven days," she whispered. "Seven days until the purple light."

Soren grabbed his pen and wrote the words down. His hand was shaking. He knew then that he did not have much time. None of them did. The
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