







































To have a sudden glimpse of beauty and feel in that moment the pain of our

awakening heart is a privilege and also a call. This book is dedicated to the

noble souls who have responded to the call, and to everyone who has ever

dreamed of flying.
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Green Mountain was a massive peak of rock that towered like a grandfather with snow white

hair above the lands around it. As travellers approached, even from the distance of a day’s

journey they could see it shining upon the horizon.

And when they climbed the rolling hills

at the foot of Green Mountain, they found flocks of sheep, broken walls that might once have

been a palace, and a small scattering of houses leaning one way or the other or sagging in the

middle.

In one of these lived a young man named Jack and his mother.

Jack the dreamer

Chapter 1
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Jack was thin, with dark curly hair, a mole on

his cheek, and brown eyes that always see-

med to be looking at something far away.

He

was as quick and agile as a pine marten, and

it was only if you watched him closely that

you noticed that his gait was slightly uneven,

for his body was not quite perfect when he

was born.

But Jack’s mother loved him and

declared that in the whole world nobody’s

body was perfect.

She said that Jack would

have a remarkable destiny, for she had a

dream before he was born that told her so,

but the shape of the dream was something

she kept in her own heart and did not share

with anyone.
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Jack did not spend much time at home.

Every day he went rambling far up and over Green

Mountain.

When light began to show in the east he would be away, and if he did not come

back by evening, then perhaps his mother would see him the following night.

“Why sit clo-

sed up within four walls,” Jack said, “when the whole mountain is my home?”

The villagers said that you could find anything you wanted on Green Mountain, from a brook

trout to a king’s crown, but the truth was that very few of them ever went looking.

It was only

Jack who climbed the slopes and explored the narrow valleys and listened to the secrets of

the woods and streams and cataracts.

It was Jack who knew the colour and scent of every

plant that grew amidst the stones, and what time of year they bloomed, and Jack knew the

habits of all the bright-eyed creatures that scurried and rustled amongst the fallen leaves. As

he roamed the rugged saddles and cliffs Jack admired swallows skimming over the surface

of rock-bound pools, or he observed the industry of ants as they built their nest on a sunny

morning, or sometimes he simply lay on his back and watched the clouds go by, imagining

what it would be like to fly like a bird through their soft whiteness.

The other villagers, busy with their affairs, did not understand Jack, and they thought he

was not quite right in the head.

They joked about him behind his back, and they had many

names for him, some more cruel than others. Perhaps the kindest name they called him was

simply ‘Jack the Dreamer.’
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One evening, while Jack, as silent as a ghost, crept softly behind the shadow of a deer lea

-

ding her faun through the deepening twilight, he suddenly found himself in a hollow he had

never seen before.

He stopped in surprise, and as the deer and her faun vanished into the

darkness, Jack sat down to look at his surroundings.

“How can it be that I never saw this

place before?” he thought.

The hollow was like a shallow bowl or the cupped palm of a hand, and it had a strange at-

mosphere, as if the mountain was holding its breath there.

The air was still, and the bushes

and rocks seemed to be waiting for something.

For a moment Jack caught the trace of some

unknown scent, a flower of some sort, but then it vanished.

While he sat, the sky overhead

faded into darkness and stars began to appear.

A falling star streaked briefly, and then ano

-

ther. Meanwhile, the hollow grew still more quiet – until Jack thought he heard something.
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At first it was no more than a slight wavering at the edge of his hearing, two or three faint,

falling tones, but then little by little it came to him more clearly.

Was it the call of a bird in

the night?

A flute? Or a singing voice? Jack could not say, but the notes made a music that

cried to him with an unbearable loneliness and pierced his heart.

Then, in the deepest and darkest part of the hollow, folded within a rough cleft of rock, a

soft cloud of light began to appear

– as indistinct as a spider’s web at midnight, as faint as

the glow from a rotting log in the dense shadow of the forest. Slowly, as if it were breathing,

the light drew together and moved, and Jack understood that the music and light were one.
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The glow drifted around the hollow, slowly turning.

Then it came to the center of the space, and in a quick

twist drew itself into a column in which there was the

faint silvery form of a young maiden – with the most

beautiful face that Jack had ever seen.

Jack stared, transfixed. Sorrow seemed to have was

-

hed her face the way water scours a piece of driftwood.

She stretched her arms wide, and then lifted them

toward the sky, as if she was pleading for something.

But when Jack silently leaned forward to study her

face more closely, the maiden threw a startled glance

in his direction, a look of alarm and despair that gri-

pped the root of Jack’s heart, and then, like the flame

of a candle snuffed out by the wind, she disappeared.

Jack stayed in the hollow until morning, but neither

the figure nor the music returned. At dawn he studied

the cleft in the rock where the light had first gathe

-

red, but he found only a small clump of wild violets

clinging to the rock.

As he made his way down the

slopes he left trail-marks, to be sure of finding the ho

-

llow again, for he intended to return.

He desperately

wanted to know about the mystery of the light and es-

pecially to learn what sadness tormented the beautiful

face he had seen.
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