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In Metaland where dreams take flight,

Alice stepped into glowing light.

A garden bloomed with choices near,

Each one shaping her path so clear.

A bridge appeared when truths were said,

But vanished quickly if lies were spread.

A robot learned its heart could shine,

Through kindness, love, and being kind.

The clock revealed that patience grows,

Treasures hidden the patient knows.

A river flowed when all would share,

Its endless waters bright and fair.

She climbed a mountain, faced her fear,

With courage found her strength was near.

Forgiveness made the tree bear fruit,

Its sweetest gifts took gentle root.

A mirror showed her truest face,

Brave and kind, unique in grace.

Stars of thanks lit up the skies,

Gratitude sparkled in her eyes.

Books of wisdom whispered true,

Teaching lessons old yet new.

With friends she danced in joyful song,

In balance learned where hearts belong.

Compassion healed a dragon’s pain,

Her inner light would still remain.

And when at last it came to part,

God spoke gently to her heart:

“These truths you’ve learned are gifts to keep,

Awake in life, in dream, in sleep.

Carry them out where real hearts live,

And share the love that you now give.”
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When Alice Met God


[image: ]




Alice was not like most children in her neighborhood. While others spent their evenings chasing footballs across the park or skipping ropes under the banyan tree, Alice preferred to tinker. She tinkered with wires, with old computers her father kept in the garage, with half-broken smartphones and toy robots that no longer worked.

She loved stories too — not just any stories, but the ones about hidden worlds, secret doors, and adventures waiting just a step away from ordinary life. She would often say to herself, “Why should magic only live in books? What if one day I find a door of my own?”

Alice’s parents found her curiosity both amusing and puzzling. Her mother would laugh whenever she caught Alice trying to connect the toaster to a tablet charger “just to see if it talks.” Her father, a software engineer, always encouraged her to explore but warned her gently:


“Alice, technology is powerful, but it is only as wise as the one who uses it. Always use it with a good heart.”



Alice would nod, only half-listening, her bright eyes already sparkling with the next idea.

One rainy afternoon, when thunder drummed on the rooftops and the world outside looked like a gray watercolor painting, Alice was rummaging in the attic. She loved the attic — a place where forgotten objects seemed to whisper stories of their own. There were old suitcases, photo albums, floppy disks her father had once used, and a typewriter with keys as stiff as biscuits.

But in one dusty corner, under a faded cloth, she found something that didn’t belong to any decade she recognized.

It was a sleek, futuristic VR headset. Its surface gleamed faintly, even though the attic was dimly lit. On its side, in shimmering letters, were the words:

“Metaland: Enter to Discover.”

Alice tilted her head, frowning. “Metaland? That’s not one of Dad’s old projects, is it?” She brushed off the dust, and the letters glowed brighter, almost as if the device could feel her curiosity.

She ran downstairs, holding it carefully. “Dad! Where did this come from?”

Her father looked up from his laptop, puzzled. “Hmm... I’ve never seen that before. Maybe it’s some prototype from an old tech fair. Be careful with it, Alice. It could just be a broken gadget.”

But Alice’s heart was already racing. She felt that same tingle she used to feel when opening her favorite storybooks — the sense that something extraordinary was about to happen.

Alice placed the headset gently on her head. For a moment, nothing happened. Then — whirr. A soft hum filled her ears, and tiny lights flickered like fireflies before her eyes. Suddenly, the room dissolved.

The gray attic, the dripping rain, even the creaky wooden floor beneath her feet — gone.

In its place spread a dazzling, limitless world.

She stood on a bridge made of light, stretching into infinity. On one side floated towering castles made of crystal, their spires glowing in rainbow hues. On the other side stretched vast forests with silver leaves that chimed like bells in the wind. Rivers sparkled like liquid gold, and skies shifted colors as if painted anew every moment.

Alice gasped. “This... this isn’t a game. This is...” Her words trailed off because she didn’t know what to call it.

“Metaland,” said a gentle voice.

Alice turned sharply. Before her stood a glowing figure. Not frightening, not like the gods she had seen in picture books with thunderbolts or crowns. This figure was warm, almost playful. His presence made Alice feel both safe and curious, like a kind grandfather who also knew the secrets of the universe.

He smiled, his form glowing in hues of gold and soft white. “Welcome, Alice.”

Alice blinked. “You... you know my name?”

The figure chuckled, a sound like tinkling bells. “Of course I do. I know every child who dares to dream and explore. You are Alice — the curious, the seeker, the dreamer.”

Alice tilted her head. “And... who are you?”

The figure stepped closer, and the world around them seemed to brighten as if the very stars leaned in to listen.

“I am the God of Metaland,” he said, not in a booming, distant voice but in a calm and friendly tone. “Not a god of temples or thrones, but of stories, choices, and truths. I am here not to command, but to guide.”

Alice’s eyes widened. She had read about gods in books, heard about them in stories, and even prayed sometimes before exams. But this God was different. He didn’t seem strict or unreachable. He seemed... close.

“You... you don’t look like the gods in my storybooks,” she whispered.

The figure laughed gently. “That’s because I appear in a way you can understand, Alice. God is not one shape, one face, or one form. God is light, wisdom, and love. Here, in Metaland, I am your companion.”

Alice felt a strange warmth in her chest — not fear, but comfort. She took a small step forward. “Why am I here? Did I... find you by accident?”

“There are no accidents,” God replied kindly. “Metaland is a place where children — and even grown-ups — can learn life’s biggest truths. Not through boring lectures or long sermons, but through stories and choices. Every story you live here will teach you something precious.”

Alice’s curiosity burned brighter than ever. “Stories? Like fairy tales?”

“Stories more real than you imagine,” God said. He raised His hand, and suddenly the sky above bloomed into shifting images. Alice saw a garden full of glowing flowers, a bridge floating in the sky, a lonely robot waiting for help, and even a river that sparkled when children shared their toys.

Each image shimmered before fading into mist.

“These,” God explained, “are doors. Doors to adventures where you will face puzzles, meet friends, make choices. And with each choice, you will learn.”

Alice’s heart skipped. “Learn what?”

God’s eyes twinkled. “The things no schoolbook can fully teach: honesty, courage, kindness, patience, gratitude, forgiveness. You will learn how to be not just clever, but wise. Not just strong, but good.”

For the first time in her life, Alice felt both excited and nervous. Adventures were one thing in books, but here she would live them. She looked at the glowing figure and asked, “Will I be alone?”

God shook His head gently. “Never. I will be here, guiding you — sometimes as a voice, sometimes as a friend you meet along the way. But remember, Alice, the choices will be yours. That is how one truly learns.”

Alice thought for a moment. Her father’s words echoed in her mind: “Technology is only as wise as the one who uses it.” Maybe this was what he meant. Maybe Metaland was a chance to discover not just new worlds, but who she really was.

She took a deep breath. “Alright then. I’m ready. Show me the first story.”

God smiled warmly. “Very well, Alice. Remember: each story will be like a mirror. What you choose will reflect who you are.”

And with a wave of His hand, the bridge of light beneath Alice’s feet began to shift. Ahead of her, a glowing doorway appeared, shimmering like liquid silver. Beyond it, she could faintly hear the rustling of leaves and the hum of bees in a bright garden.

Alice’s eyes shone. She took a step forward, her heart beating fast.

She had no idea what awaited her. But she knew one thing for certain — this was the beginning of the greatest adventure of her life.

And so, in that moment, Alice entered Metaland — a realm where imagination and reality blended, where stories held the power of truth, and where every choice could shape her destiny.

She didn’t just meet God. She met a guide, a teacher, and perhaps, a friend for life.

Metaland had opened its gates. The adventure had begun.
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The Garden of Choices
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Alice stepped through the glowing silver doorway.

The light around her dimmed, and she found herself standing in a garden more beautiful than any she had ever seen. The sky overhead was painted in soft pastels — pink, lavender, and gold — as if it were sunrise and sunset at the same time. Butterflies with wings made of glass drifted lazily above rows of flowers, and a breeze carried the fragrance of blossoms she couldn’t even name.

The garden seemed endless, with paths winding in every direction. But what struck Alice most were the flowers.

They were unlike any flowers she had ever seen. Some glowed with soft blue light, others sparkled like tiny stars, and some even hummed with gentle music when the wind passed through them. Each flower seemed alive, as if waiting for her to notice it.

Alice whispered, almost to herself, “It’s... magical.”

A voice answered, warm and familiar — the voice of God of Metaland.

“Yes, Alice. This is the Garden of Choices. Every flower here represents a choice. When you pluck one, it doesn’t just change the flower. It changes the whole garden — for better or worse.”

Alice turned in awe. “The whole garden? Just because of one flower?”

God smiled. “Yes, child. Every choice we make has consequences. Even small ones.”
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