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Also from Nina Kristiina Honkanen


Pearl Substance


– Who Am I? –




For Theo




“I Love that´s why


I Am here – now - here Am I


that´s why I Love”


NinaKHonkanen




CALMING DOWN:





-Bedtime-


I am lying in my bed, and my mother stays with me for a while before I fall asleep as she used to do when I was little. Countless times she read bedtime stories to me, sung to me, gave me massage, or uttered her prayers. I enjoyed all of that very much, but what I loved the most, was when she made up her own stories. She drew them from her “story hat” as she put it.


Tonight she holds my hand, caresses my arm tenderly, and says, “Mira dear, I have missed those times together when you were little, and I told you bedtime stories.”


“I´ve missed that, too, mum. I loved it when you drew stories from your hat! Could you tell me about the Dream bird with wings of blue? Do you remember how you first led me to breathe through my heart, and then you sang the song? Please?” I plead and notice how my mother´s face melts into a soft smile.


“Yes, why not, it´s been a long time. Let´s see if I still remember it,” she says and contemplates for a while before she starts.


“Once upon a time there was a little bird with wings of blue and so distinct a song that it distinguished him from all other birds. His song was so special that it caused a change in the consciousness of the listeners if they were ready. This is a story about how the Dream bird with wings of blue to the Dream world flies leading us to a place where everything is possible...”


I feel safe and warm listening to my mother´s tender voice that starts guiding me softly towards the Dream world like “a blue river of words”...





-Heart breath-


“What´s on your mind beloved child;


what the days after this will bring


– the future worries,


troubles from yesterdays


– all the past unanswered queries?


Oh beloved child, is it possible


not to brood on the worries,


not to dwell on the queries?


Is it possible to stop the endless movement


of your restless mind?


Can you feel, with your inner eyes behold


that place inside moved by your breath,


that spot where your heart ´breathes,´


that spot naturally filled with joy


and gratitude at the seams,


that place where the transformation


can happen of your unease,


where your unhappiness and pain can cease?


Breathe, beloved child, through your heart.


Breathe; breathe through your heart


peace and love to yourself, to all your loved ones,


and to all beings of this world!


The time has come now for the Song


of the Dream bird with wings of blue,


and who is guided to the Dream world, is you.”





- The Song of the Dream bird -


“Sleep, oh sleep, little muffin,


be tired, be tired, little dear,


slumber, oh slumber, little sweetie,


it´s time to die to this day, little jay


when the Dream bird with wings of blue


to the Dream world flies...


Where is the Mountain of dreams? -- Behind misty clouds.


Where is the Castle of dreams? -- On the Dream mountain.


Where is the Gate of dreams? -- By the Dream castle.


Where are the guards? -- At the Dream gate.


That´s where the Dream bird flies


carried by the wings of blue.


He hurries through the misty clouds


and halts at the Dream gate.


Cradling his tail, parading his feathers,


lifting his feet, and flicking his beak,


he says:


´Open the gates to the Dream world!´


-- squeaking sound --


The Dream gate opens, the Dream bird flies in,


and he sings as he invites us to follow him.


´ze-erp, ze-irp, ze-irp...`“




FIRST DREAM:



Garden of Dreams - Seeking the Treasure






- Protective shield -


T here we are, the three of us; I, my brother Michael, and Auntie Chris, walking on a narrow path deeper and deeper into the woods with leafy trees. Our auntie has given us a treasure map as our birthday present, and we are now seeking the treasure together. Yes, we both have our birthdays on the same day. We are twins, my brother and me, not identical, of course, because I am a girl. We are also very different; my brother is stronger but more anxious, whereas I am the clever one, at least in my own opinion. I like my brother very much. We are the best of friends, and Auntie Chris is our favourite auntie who always finds the coolest things to do together.


The path leads us to the first landmark on our treasure map, a small river and an arched bridge that leads over the river. The sound of the purling of the water is like beautiful music from which words like messages and sentences like messengers start to form. Lightly like a feather “the blue river of words” settles into my mind...


We walk on a narrow path deeper and deeper


into the woods with leafy trees,


and what do we see?


The gleaming water of the River of Dreams,


the Treasure Seekers´ Bridge,


and the Dream bird standing on the railing of the bridge,


cradling his tail, parading his feathers,


lifting his feet, and flicking his beak.


With booming steps we walk over the bridge


and cross the river


while the song of the Dream bird is causing a joyous shiver:


“ze-irp, ze-irp, ze-irp...“


Water is streaming, water is streaming,


water is streaming...


With its hypnotic flow, it keeps us dreaming.


The Dream bird takes wing right away when we come near to him and starts flying circles above our heads singing his song. When we walk over the bridge and cross the river, it feels as if we arrive into a different kind of reality all together. We pause for a while and sit down on the river bank to watch the hypnotic flow of the water.


“Look, Mira, here we are, right here,” Michael says to me and points at the bridge on the map. “Now we need to find our way to the next landmark.”


“Let me see,” I say, and Michael hands the map to me. “Auntie Chris, Michael, the second landmark on our treasure map seems to be the Gate of the Garden of Dreams, and it looks like we have to go that way to get to the gate,” I say and point to the path that continues along the river to the right.


“You are right. You both are very good at reading the map. If we are navigating in the forest, first we need to know our starting point in order to find our destination. That´s how it is in navigating in our everyday life, too; first we need to acknowledge our present situation as a starting point in order to be able to fulfil our vision. We will surely find our treasure if you keep up the good work,” Auntie Chris says and smiles.


While we are still sitting on the river bank, a cute little bird with a yellow stomach, a great tit, flies near to us. It flutters its wings in such a way that it stays in place in the air for a while right in front us. It looks me in the eye as if it had something to tell me. I am delighted! I love little birds, especially great tits, because they remind me of my beloved grandmother who passed away some years ago. One of my dearest childhood memories is when we together with grandma watched the great tits visiting the bird feeder on the window sill of her kitchen.


A little bird, a great tit, to us flies from the sky.


It holds itself in place in front of our eyes.


A message it brings from the late grandmother,


the beloved and wise old woman – who other:


“Walk your path with blessings and courage,


and know when finding your treasure,


it´ll fill your heart in great measure.


It´ll lead to a time when you are used


as an instrument of the Heavenly Musician


who will play through you the most beautiful tune.”


“Oh look, listen, grandma sends us blessings for our journey!” I say giving a joyous laugh.


We continue along the path to the right, and after a while, it turns away from the river into the woods again. The Dream bird is now flying all the time near to us circling above our heads singing his song:


“ze-irp, ze-irp, ze-irp...”


Soon we come to a high stonewall and a huge ornamented two-piece gate with a metallic bolt across its entire width. There is a padlock hanging from the bolt with a key in it. Michael runs eagerly to the gate and tries to turn the key that seems somewhat rusty. He is struggling, so I go to his help, and together we manage to unlock the gate.


The path leads us to a high stone wall


and an ornamented gate that is locked with a bolt.


On top of the gate is a sign with golden text and four letters


of a sort:




- Garden of Dreams -
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Yod-Hey-Wod-Hey


Now courage is needed to enter and a very good reason to stay!





We loosen the bolt and step in when the gate opens,


and a most beautiful sight we get to see:


the Garden of Dreams is filled with flowers!


To try to pick them all would take several hours.


“Oh, how beautiful this is! The Garden of Dreams is filled with flowers!” I exclaim elated.


We are all overwhelmed by the magnificent manifold multicoloured flowerbed that seems to have been built according to a precise geometric pattern.


“It looks like a huge colourful snowflake or a flower,” Michael suggests.


“Or it looks like a Star of David. You know the pattern that is formed by two opposing triangles brought together,” I suggest to Michael. I had seen pictures of it in a book on Auntie Chris´ bookshelf.
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