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Amari wakes up from a mysterious dream.

"I had a strange dream last night, Mama," said Amari. "What was it about, my dear?" asked the mother. "I dreamed that my friend who lives by the riverbank had disappeared when I visited her," Amari replied. "Oh? Do we have any new neighbours by the riverbank?" asked the mother. "No, Mama. I meant my friend who lives there in solitary. Remember when the elders' gathering convened at our hut during the last harvest? Dingo and I went to fetch water from the river to serve the gathering. When we reached the river, a swarm of bees attacked us. Dingo quickly sneaked into the water and swam across to the other side of the riverbank." Amari recounted her frightening experience, "I stayed hidden in the nearby river swamp with papyrus reeds, but it was freezing, and I heard something creeping at intervals. My heart began pounding, and I was terrified of encountering a crocodile or serpent while I stayed unmoved. I began crying, but later, I tried to control my tears, fearing to be heard by any creature lurking beneath the water or from the reeds. I repeatedly called out to Dingo, but he didn't respond or swim back towards me."

Her mother, astonished by Amari’s ordeal, said, "I'm not surprised, my dear Amari. Your stubborn brother, Dingo, behaves like a stranger when you're in trouble. Why did he stay away for so long without knowing your whereabouts? And when you returned home, why didn't you tell any of us what happened?" With a smile, Amari replied, "Mama, I was scared Papa would punish Dingo severely. We promised to keep it a secret until we were grown-ups to protect him from you and Papa hurting him. “No, Amari. Nobody would have punished him. The danger wasn’t his making. But he had to remember bees stay for a while and swim back to you.” Her mother's voice was reassuring, a comforting sound that Amari had missed during her ordeal.

Just as Amari began to think she had been afraid for nothing, the unexpected happened. Out of nowhere, a lily flower bloomed before her eyes, its petals unfurling gracefully and elegantly. The flower’s vivid colours and sweet scent filled the air, enveloping her in a heady, exhuming fragrance. It was so enchanting that Amari felt like she was in a dream.

From within the heart of the lily emerged a small, radiant girl. She was beautiful beyond description and comparison, with a smile so pure and inviting that Amari felt a powerful urge to reach out and touch her. The girl seemed delicate and fragile, yet as Amari watched, she grew, her appearance shifting from a child to a young woman in mere moments.

The girl's fragrance was sweet and alluring, blending with the swamp’s natural scents to create an atmosphere of surreal beauty. She locked eyes with Amari, her gaze both innocent and knowing as if she held secrets of the river shore and the world beyond. Amari stood transfixed, her heart racing, as she recounted later, unsure whether she had encountered a fairy, a spirit, or some other magical being.

Amari realised that this enchanting encounter was not something to be feared but rather an eternal gift. The girl, born from the lily, seemed to embody the river’s spirit, a guardian or protector who offered a fleeting glimpse into the hidden magic of the natural world. Amari felt she had been acquainted with an eternal being and never faltered from this virtual bond.

As moments passed, the girl and the lily slowly disappeared, leaving Amari in the same cold reeds but feeling profoundly changed. The fear that had filled her before vanished, replaced by a sense of wonder and admiration for the beauty surrounding the mysterious lily flower. This haunted Amari; she would not surrender to the search for this relationship, and now she wanted to let her mother know she was destined to pursue it to fulfil her dreams.

Amari sat beside her mother on the old jack fruit tree trunk underneath the sycamore tree, absorbing the chilling air with its branches, overstretching their grass-thatched hut. The evening breeze gently tugged at the edges of her shawl, her palm firmly guarding her chin, the elbow pivoted on her right knee. Her eyes were confused, and her recent dreams cast long shadows over her usually bright traits.

"My dear soul," her mother began, her voice soft and soothing, a stream of wisdom threading through her words. "Most often, dreams tell strange and unexplainable encounters. Some are real, reflections of our deepest fears and desires, but others are mysteries, puzzles with pieces that never quite fit."

Amari pulled the shawl tighter around her shoulders, her gaze wandering in the empty blue sky, echoing a silent moment. "But what if they feel so real, Mama? What if these dreams seem to hold some meaning I should understand?"

Her mother sighed, turning her glance at Amari’s face. "Dreams can be potent, my child. They can make you feel like they hold the key to some great truth about your life or the world. However, it's important to discern which ones are guiding lights and those that are just shadows, mere echoes of our daily worries and joys."

Amari nodded slowly, trying to absorb her mother's words and allowing them to soothe her disturbance.

"Listen and be true to your heart, Amari. Let it tell you which dreams to hold onto and which to let float away into the night. Ignore those that could consume your mind in wandering about them. Such dreams can lead you down endless paths of imagination, confusion and uncertainty."

"Mama, the reality of my real and virtual dreams will not disturb me but lead me to a deep search for the truth between the two. There must be a fundamental reason for their existence.” Amari's voice was thick with curiosity and the urge for knowledge.

Her mother reached out, taking her hands in hers, the warmth and steadiness of her grip grounding. "You will know by the peace or the ills they leave in your heart. The right dreams to pay attention to will push you towards growth, not pull you into the mire. Trust in yourself, in your beliefs. It's a gift passed down to you, woven into your spirit."

The twilight had settled around them, a constellation of stars watching silently. Amari felt her mother’s comfort begin to replace her anxiety. She squeezed her mother's hands, grateful for her presence, wisdom, and guidance.

"Thank you, Mama," Amari whispered, exploding courage budding within her. As they sat in silence, the wisdom of her mother's words sank deeper, sowing seeds of clarity and understanding in Amari's divided heart.
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