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FIND THE INDIGO CODE INSIDE YOURSELF
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What happens to Indigo children when childhood runs out? They don’t disappear—they just learn to keep their unearthly quirk on a leash. They stop gasping when lamps flicker in secret codes, stop mentioning dreams that come true, and start pretending they don’t notice the odd stuff anymore—that everything strange is just coincidence.

Adults call it maturity. The universe calls it betrayal.

Everyone else insists life is normal, safe, and not hiding interdimensional bloopers behind the walls. That’s because most people hug denial like it’s their favorite pillow. They’ll blame the moving shadows on “wind,” the whispering pipes on “bad plumbing,” and that humming in the air on “fluorescent lights.”

But when the truth gets tired of being ignored, it doesn’t tap politely. It throws a tantrum—with thunder. It doesn’t send signs—it throws elbows.

Picture this: someone blinks and suddenly they’re on a squishy alien plain under two moons, listening to wind that speaks fluent telepathy. Then they open their eyes again and... geometry class. But the vision doesn’t leave—it cling-wraps reality like a second layer of skin.

At that point, people start pinning on labels: psychic, unstable, chosen, walking safety hazard. But the old word still fits: Indigo. One foot in this world, one foot in the one everyone else is pretending doesn’t exist.

Slap the word “fiction” on weird occurrences, and no one panics. Stories are just truths wearing fake mustaches until someone brave—or unhinged—rips them off.

And make no mistake: once a door opens, it doesn’t care if you’re ready. Some truths bite through the leash. Some worlds don’t stay in their lane.

And once you’ve seen behind the veil?

The world will never look the same again.
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Secrets in the Diary, Shadows in the Heart
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March, 1990
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“Some people ease into your life like background waves—barely noticed. And then, out of nowhere, they send your emotional center of gravity skidding sideways.

That was Ben Bengalian.

He’d always been there—tall, brown-haired, a neighbor from a few blocks away. A foreign surname, an older brother named Kevin, and a reputation for making teachers sigh.

That was all I knew—and all I cared to know.

Until last August.

It was the kind of day when even the air gave up. The fields shimmered like they were on fire, sunburned teenagers and the smell of wild thyme everywhere. We were “helping” with harvest—which meant sweating, complaining, and swatting flies while pretending to be useful.

Then my girlfriend Lesley Halford pointed at the truck like she’d spotted an alien invasion.

“Emma. Look at that boy... the one with the hat.”

I turned—saw a toddler under a tree gnawing a pacifier.

“Not the baby!” she cackled. “HIM!”

And there he was.

Sitting on a stack of onion seed bags like a king of nonsense—wearing a white Panama with blue polka dots. Laughing like he’d never known the concept of embarrassment.

The world just... zoomed in.

Something about him—the grin, the stupid hat, the sun rays bouncing off his hair—it all had that irresistible energy.

Lessy’s voice dropped to a sigh. “What a shame we don’t know him... yet,” she murmured dreamily, her cheeks pinker than her sundress flowers.

“Yet?” I said. “Relax. He’s just a dude wearing his grandma’s tablecloth! Oh, God... It’s happening. You’re infected.”

And maybe I was too. Because I couldn’t look away. I felt I was doomed.

My cousins were with us that summer, both pretending not to notice him and failing spectacularly. Even the wind seemed to lean in for a better view.

By the evening, his image clung to my mind like static electricity. That laugh. That glow.”

Emily sat at the kitchen table, cappuccino going cold, and kept on writing in her indigo diary. The cover glimmered faintly in the lamplight.

“He’s been in my head since last summer,” she wrote. Then crossed it out. Too dramatic. Wrote it again anyway.

The diary felt almost eager. Like it wanted her to confess how badly she’d been hit by some lad with a vegetable fetish and a cosmic grin.

Because she knew this wasn’t just a crush. It was an event.

The kind that rearranges your molecules and ruins your heart warranty.

And she wasn’t ready for any of it.
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Emma Smyth reached behind the tall bookcase, her fingers finding the familiar spine of a different diary—another secret one. Her pulse synced with its hum. What she held was more than paper and ink. It was sanctuary.

It was her soul, bound in midnight blue.

She flipped through its pages, the past rushing up like a cold wind—last night’s fight still reverberating in her bones. Her parents’ words were sharp, polished, and cruel.

“If you’re not the best, you’re such a nothing who doesn’t deserve to be loved.”

Bethany and Clifford Smyth: two demanding people who wore their disappointment like a perfume—suffocating and impossible to escape.

To everyone else, Emily was a prodigy. To them, she was a malfunctioning robot that constantly needed an upgrade.

Excellence on command? Expected.

Top marks? Taken for granted.

Academic perfection? Met with silence.

Flawless report cards? Still not impressive.

Awards? Obligatory... and never enough.

Emotional breakdown? Optional but inevitable.

Even the house seemed to judge her—every creak, every sigh in the floorboards whispering: not good enough.

She’d stopped waiting for warmth a long time ago. Some families passed down love. Hers passed down performance anxiety.

But beneath all that pressure, a spark had survived—small, stubborn, and dangerously bright.

Writing was her rebellion. Her revolution. Her weapon. 
Each page she filled was a battle won.
Emily touched the paper, and the air seemed to still. The diary warmed beneath her pen, as if it could read her thoughts.

“One day, I’ll walk free,” she wrote. “Not as the girl who broke, but as the girl who rose.”

Her hand wrapped around her mug. Steam curled upward, soft and sweet, like an invisible hug from a world that actually cared.

“The Lord must have created coffee to reward humans for those bad times they sometimes have on Earth,” she scribed in diary number two, the words flowing like silk onto the creamy page.
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“Having charged your heart and brain with a cup of coffee, you’re ready to face the challenges of life... A good cup of coffee makes life feel better.”

The pen moved as if it didn’t belong to her—as if the thoughts had been waiting, impatiently, to escape.

But no amount of caffeine could quiet the darker truth threading its way through her mind.

“Since I can remember,” she continued, “I was always not like others. I never seemed to fit, no matter how hard I tried. I am a stranger in my own family. The society where I live considers me a nerd.”

The ink dried slowly, like it, too, hesitated to settle.

She sat back, closing the diary gently. The words she’d just written hung in the air like ghosts—too familiar to ignore, too painful to invite closer. The ache in her chest spread, a silent tide rising inside her ribcage.

Her eyes drifted to the window.

In the yard below, her younger brother, Joshua, tumbled across the lawn, locked in an epic pretend battle with their apricot poodle, Jooja. His unkempt, dark-blond hair caught the wind like dandelion fluff, and his blue-gray eyes gleamed with mischievous light. He let out a wild roar, arms flailing, while the dog tilted its fuzzy head in patient confusion—equal parts unimpressed and unbothered.

A smile tugged at Emma’s lips despite the heaviness in her heart.

Joshua’s laughter rolled across the afternoon like a spell—brief and too perfect for the moment. It pierced the gloom hanging over her like sunlight through a crack in the ceiling. She blinked, wiping away a tear that had slipped loose, and pulled her sweater sleeve tighter around her wrist.

The girl picked up her pen again, this time letting her thoughts retreat into science—the refuge of logic when emotions grew too loud.

“It’s fascinating to watch how genetics work in families. What a lottery it is—to inherit that temper, those facial features...” she wrote, her hand steady now. “Nature uses genome templates to create life.”

Her pen paused mid-thought. The cover of the diary caught the light at an angle—and then, she saw it. Her reflection. Not in the glass. On the paper. Her own amber-green eyes staring back—but ancient. Wiser.

She blinked. The image vanished.

Just a trick of the light... or something more?

These diaries had always felt different. From the moment she bought them. They were hers—sacred vaults where her truth could exist untouched.

If her mother Beth ever laid eyes on them, they’d be fuel for her gossip mill. If her father Cliff spotted them, they’d become another weapon, every word poisoned into ammunition. And if Josh found them, he’d probably read them aloud in the yard in mock-serious voices and a showy ta-da—his way of loving her wrapped in layers of jest.

So Emily protected them like relics.

Last winter, on the night of her sixteenth birthday, she’d made a vow: no matter what storms came, she would remember. She would record it all—triumphs, heartaches, questions no one else dared to ask. Her thoughts would not vanish. They would be preserved like her grandmother’s glistening jars of strawberries, tucked away in the cool cellar beneath the house.

But unlike those colorful jam jars, her diaries felt alive.

Sometimes, in the twilight between dreaming and waking, she swore they whispered her name—calling her back. Their pages seemed to be filled with things not yet written, truths not yet discovered.

A breeze stirred the curtain. A shadow flickered across the room. Emily shivered—not from cold, but from the weight of something just beyond understanding.

One day, she would open every one of these volumes and trace the entire thread of her life. She’d see it all clearly—the pattern, the purpose. But not yet. 

Her pen moved again, slow and certain. And the next tale was already beginning.
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By calendar law, it was spring.

By mood, the sky refused to cooperate.

March 1st—printed neatly in its little calendar box—had arrived wearing a full-blown snowstorm like a dramatic ex who couldn’t let go. Snowflakes hurled themselves against the school windows, in full apocalypse mode, while the math teacher pretended the world wasn’t ending outside.

When the final bell rang, the classroom detonated into mayhem. Backpacks hit the floor, gloves turned into projectiles, and icy sparkles swirled like confetti from another dimension. Emily dove in headfirst, laughing and tossing freezing handfuls at every worthy target.

Someone shouted, “Let’s make a snowman!” and suddenly half the schoolyard turned into a construction site of joy. Within minutes, a proud monument of teamwork stood in the middle of the yard.

They gave him a bottle-cap grin and, because the biology teacher had recently confiscated a coconut from the terrarium, a tropical nose. Their snowman was part Arctic prince, part Hawaiian tourist.

Lesley threw her arms wide. “And thus begins the reign of Sir Coconutnose the Magnificent.”

––––––––
[image: ]


[image: E:\- 000 DISK F Extention\0 pictrs DTM\- 0 P used DTM\Новая папка\mystical-village life book.png]

––––––––
[image: ]


“Quick, someone call NASA—we’ve created life!” a witty boy shouted. “A legend is born. We’ve officially broken the laws of both science and good taste.”

For twenty glorious minutes, everything felt bright. No heaviness. Just frozen fingers and a whirl of unfiltered fun.

Then the sun decided to betray them.

A crack in the clouds, a golden ray, and suddenly their masterpiece started liquefying like a cheap candle.

The coconut nose dropped first. The smile sagged. His belly slouched into a sad snow pancake. By the time they went back inside, only a puddle and a few bottle caps remained—the Arctic prince turned into street soup.

Later, when everyone else had moved on to gossip and snacks, Emily stayed by the window, notebook open. Her pencil danced like it had its own agenda, tracing what remained of the snowman—his puddle soul and dripping dignity. A small poem spilled from her lips:
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We made him out of snow.
The sun came out... Oh no!
He hated his sun tan—
Cause he’s a snowman.
His nose was a rod.
His life? So short and odd.
It was ‘about to start—
But then... he fell apart.
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Emily murmured the rhyme, the words tumbling out as her pencil moved in deliberate arcs. She was sketching their snow creature—no longer plump and cute, but a lumpy heap of wet snow and scattered twigs, already halfway to memory.

The verses weren’t planned. They never were. They came the way dreams did—suddenly and without invitation—unfolding from a corner of her mind where language bent itself into rhythm and rhyme.

Her classmates called it strange, the way she sometimes spoke in poetry. Like her mind played to a tune only she could hear.

She didn’t care anymore. Strange had followed Emma Smyth like a second shadow her whole life.
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The latest reminder had come just last week, during homeroom. A simple writing exercise. The teacher had asked: “Who are you?” Each student was to answer on a card.

The responses were predictable.

“I’m Jane Brown.”

“I’m a teenager.”

“I’m a future engineer.”

Emma’s card, however, read: “I’m a little tiny part of the Universe.”

The teacher read it aloud, pausing at the end, and the class erupted. Mockery ricocheted off the white walls, high-pitched and mean. The man’s attempts to restore order only amplified the noise.

Emily said nothing. Her fingers tightened around her notebook, but her expression never changed. She had learned to wear calm like armor.

Then came the second question: Describe your motherland.

Her classmates crafted patriotic odes. Borders, flags, hometown pride. But Emily’s mind wandered farther—past maps, past nations, to something vaster.

“On the macrocosmic grain of sand called Earth,” she had read, “how strange it is that most people consider their motherland not the entire planet, but only a microscopic part of the grain where they were born.”

Silence. Then, laughter again—sharper this time, cutting and cold.

Emma hadn’t flinched. She didn’t need to. She knew the truth of what she said.
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Now, at home, perched on the windowsill of her bedroom with a steaming cup between her palms, the girl let the memory dissolve. Outside, slush dripped from the eaves. Her pencil hovered over the notebook as one thought repeated itself, slow and persistent:

Why did they laugh?

What I said was true...

Everything and everyone is just a tiny part of the Universe.

“What are you doing, Em? Aren’t you cold sitting there?”

Joshua’s voice shattered her reverie. She turned slightly, her younger brother leaning into the doorway, his eyes curious and bright.

“Josh,” she said with a smile, “your call is loud enough to wake the shadows in the corners. I can hear you from a galaxy away.” She lifted her cup. “My drink—and heart—are doing a fine job of keeping me warm.”

He stepped closer, tilting his head. “Okay... but aren’t you bored? Or lonely? Sitting here all by yourself?”

Emma looked out the window again. The garden lay still and damp, the sky a soft slate blue.

“No. Not at all,” she said, her voice low. “If one of the most interesting places to be is your inner world, then you’ll never be bored when you are alone.”

The boy squinted at her. “You’re talking like a wiseacre again. My teacher says you sound like a scientist sometimes.”

Emily slid down from the sill, her feet sinking into the carpet. “Right now,” she said, grinning, “I’m talking as your older sister. But yes. Deep down? I’ve always been both scientist and philosopher. It’s just... who I am.”

But her brother’s voice already rang out from the hallway, clear and cheerful, cutting through the stillness like a handbell.

“Tea break! Are you joining me? We’ve got some cupcakes!”

Emma didn’t look up. Her pen—blue ink leaking between her fingers—was being dismantled and reassembled with practiced absentmindedness.

“Nope,” she replied, her tone light but distracted. “Not hungry. Help yourself. Devour it all, baby.”

A beat.

“Huh...” Josh mused, his bravado growing louder as he padded closer. “Well, more for me, then.”

In a second, he popped his head around the corner again. “Just in case you forgot: I turned eight last month. Not a baby anymore, you know.”

Emma chuckled, finally glancing up. “Well, I can’t remember ever telling you that I’ve developed memory loss. But thanks for the reminder, my very grown-up little brother.”

The boy placed a hand dramatically over his chest. “You just said you can’t remember. Are you sure you don’t have memory problems?” His eyes widened, full of theatrical suspicion.

“Josh!” Emily raised a brow, lips twitching. “Stop kidding.”

But he was already winding up for the next act.

“You know what?” he said, practically bouncing in place. “I heard your new rhyme. Loved it. So now... let me declare my version!”

He cleared his throat with a flourish and launched into an exaggerated, tragic tone:
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He strode where none had trod...
His life was short and odd...
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Or should I say,
“His WIFE was short and odd?”
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He paused, tapping his chin, clearly pleased with himself, then dove into the next verse:

“He birthed a seismic fart...

That’s when things fell apart.”

And with great dramatic triumph, he declared the finale:
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Then came one fatal fart...
It blew their love apart!
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Emily froze mid-motion. Horror and amusement wrestled on her face.
“Josh,” she said, stifling a snort, “that’s... both disgusting and hilarious. But seriously—stop.”
He held up a finger like a professor revealing a final thesis.

“No, no, no! Wait! I’ve got another one. This one’s a masterpiece!”

He struck a theatrical pose, hand over heart, and began again, each line delivered like a drama:
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He had an icy heart
To match that cold butt.
His nose was ‘coconut—
That guy could really strut.
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Once, he went to a mart;
But not being too smart,
He grabbed a shopping cart
And bought a spoiled tart.
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It all came down to fate:
His belly couldn’t wait—
He blew himself apart
With one enormous fart...
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“Joshua!”
“Sorry—explosion of art!” he finished, cackling.
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Emily groaned. “You’re impossible.”

He bowed. “And yet, incredibly talented.”

Before she could reply, he dashed toward the door shouting, “I’m going outside to build Sir Farty the Second!”

“Don’t you dare—” she began, but the door had already slammed.

She couldn’t help it—she laughed hard. The kind that made her ribs ache. The kind she hadn’t had in weeks.

Emily stared after her brother, head shaking, the corners of her mouth lifted in reluctant delight. In a world that often felt too heavy, he was a kind of buoyant light.

Joshua could drag laughter from the depths of even her gloomiest moods. With his cute grin and unfiltered imagination, he had a way of cracking her composure until she was breathless on the floor, clutching her sides in helpless giggles. Mischief wrapped in a bundle of clever wit, he was impossible to resist.

But today, she needed some space—a piece of silence to call her own in the noise of the world.”

The girl sinked into her favorite armchair like a wave receding into the sea. Now—finally—she was ready to return to her own thoughts. Outside, the snowfall softened the world into a hush. Inside, her heart was awake, full of stories waiting to be inked.

Emma opened her diary to a new page, her pen gliding effortlessly.
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“One day last fall, our school authorities decided to assist local farmers with the sweet pepper harvest,” she began. “And once again, the above-mentioned Bengalian fellow caught my eye...”

Her pen paused for a second as her lips curled into a grin.

“He was stationed on the back of a truck, lifting heavy buckets of sweet peppers that we and the other students from two neighboring grades delivered. This time, no ridiculous hat in sight.

Damn... how could he look even MORE handsome?”

The scene unfurled in her memory. The brisk autumn breeze had conspired with the sunlight, tousling his dark-brown hair into a mess so artful it looked deliberate. Beams of sun caught in his almond-shaped eyes, which smiled beneath the shadows of thick lashes.

She could’ve watched him for hours—entranced, motionless—until Lesley’s voice yanked her back to reality.

“Emily,” she had whispered, nudging her shoulder with a giggle, “could you please stop making it so obvious every time we see that Bengal boy? Your jaw’s practically on the ground!”

“I don’t think he’s actually Bengali by ethnicity,” Emma had replied, straightening her shoulders and trying to sound far more composed than she felt. “It’s probably just his surname.”

Lesley rolled her eyes playfully, her pixie haircut swinging. “Who cares? I’m more interested in his first name.”

Emma had smiled at that. “You’re right, Less. It wouldn’t hurt to know...”

But Lesley’s grin dimmed a notch, her voice growing more tentative. “There’s just one thing... You and I both like this guy... So... Umm... What are we going to do about that dilemma?”

Emma had paused—really paused—before answering. “I have no idea. But one thing I am sure of: we can’t let this mess with our friendship. You and I? We matter too much to risk it.”

Lesley’s eyes softened. She reached out, and they locked pinkies like they’d done since they were eight.

“Deal,” Lessy whispered. “Best mates, no matter what.”

After that, the two of them returned to their rows—knees deep in loamy soil and green pepper vines—trying to focus on the work. But staying focused was a battle neither one truly won.

Emily’s gaze kept flicking toward the truck, and every time she caught Lessy sneaking a glance of her own, they’d both stifle snorts and crack up in perfect sync. Their buckets filled slowly, one plunking pepper at a time, but their hearts were already overflowing with the giddy electricity of a shared secret.

For now, their pact was enough.

But Emma couldn’t help wondering, as she scribbled down the memory—what was his first name? And would she ever be brave enough to ask?
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“By the way... did you know this type of vegetable is also called a Bengali pepper?” she said to her girlfriend, winking. “Kind of hilarious that we’re out here picking red Bengal peppers... while that actual Bengalian guy is ten feet away.”

They both succumbed to uncontrollable laughter, the kind of full-body hysterics that made your stomach ache and your face hurt. Their noise ran out across the rows of plants until their grade master, Mrs. Wilma Knolls—whom everyone called Willow—snapped her head in their direction. Her eyes narrowed into a glare sharp enough to slice through steel. The giggles withered instantly, smothered beneath her storm-cloud presence.

––––––––
[image: ]


Later, during a short break, Lesley reached into her jacket pocket and fished out a stash of fried sunflower seeds. She poured some into Emily’s palm, and they munched in contented silence. Emma carried her bucket toward the truck, crunching the salty seeds between her teeth, when suddenly—

“Can I have some of those sunflower seeds, please?” a voice asked behind her.

She turned—and there he was. The boy. The so-called Bengalian. His almond eyes glinted with mischief, and the smile tugging at his lips nearly knocked the air from her lungs.

She froze. Utterly unprepared. “Uh... no,” she said, then promptly spun on her heel and walked away.

Smooth, Emma. Real smooth.

But of course, he didn’t let it drop. Every time she got near the truck, he teased her, that same grin playing on his face. It was impossible to tell whether he was joking or secretly enjoying the chase. Eventually, she cracked and handed him a tiny handful.

“That’s all I’ve got,” she muttered, trying to sound firm.

His eyes twinkled. “I don’t believe you.”

Mortified by her awkwardness, she jabbed a finger in Lesley’s direction. “She has more.”

Heck... Could she be any duller?

The exact same scene played out with Lesley—him asking, her flustered, seeds surrendered. They were two deer caught in the headlights of his smile.

Neither of them found the courage to ask his name. And so, he remained the mystery guy. The Bengalian. Almost a figment of their combined imagination—except that he was so very real...
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Emma tossed her leaking pen into the bin behind her desk, ink blotting her fingers like guilty secrets. She stared at them, then rubbed her hands against a napkin, irritated with herself—not just for the mess, but for how she’d acted around her heart throb.

Her family had raised her to be simple, direct, unflinching in truth. But lately, she’d begun to realize that simplicity wasn’t always the most graceful path—especially when it came to people she actually wanted to impress. A direct way could be clunky. It could land like a brick instead of a feather.

Too many of her relatives were proof of that. Rigid, blunt, allergic to nuance. They might’ve made excellent case studies for a book called “How to Be a Loser,” she thought wryly.

Bengalian fellow was the opposite. Effortless. Magnetic. Talking to him had been easy... for him. For Emma, it was like walking a tightrope in a hurricane, every word forced and unnatural.

She adored his charm. His lightness. His ability to glide through a moment with that smile and make people laugh without even trying...

With a sigh, she sat back down, her fingers still faintly smudged with ink, her thoughts circling around him like leaves caught in an autumn gust.

If only she could be more like that. If only she didn’t always feel like she was pretending to be a normal version of herself—one that didn’t overthink every word, or freeze up when it mattered.

Maybe then, she wouldn’t feel like she was constantly just one step behind.

___________________________
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