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    This book is dedicated to my two lovely grandchildren.

Luc and Aiden, may you always make wise life choices. May you focus on kindness and honesty. May you be happy.
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The upper house story started one stormy night in Haris’ dream. That’s where Haris and the peculiar woman first met. She was gorgeous and exciting, wise and childlike, sweet and powerful. Their dream encounter was the beginning of an unusual and dear relationship that carried Haris to places unimaginable.

			It was a very loud and turbulent night. The heavy rain was drenching everything. The wind was raging fast and furious, bending the branches on the trees. It was rearranging everything that stood in its way. Mixed sounds of forceful rain and gusty wind were creating a song that was both beautiful and scary. It was that very song that made Haris feel the safety of his warm bed all the way down to his bones. Haris was lying there, very grateful for being indoors and out of all the turmoil. The crackling sounds were growing louder outside his window. The whistling noises made him appreciate the snugness of his bed and all the cozy sensations that it brought up in him.

			In the meantime, the leaves outside found themselves here, there, and everywhere. The wind seemed merciless. It was tossing them from one end of the yard to the other. They found themselves against tree trunks, upside-down, or crunched in a pile. They were unrecognizable from their bright looks of a few hours back. Although under the covers, Haris knew exactly what was happening to the leaves. He knew how the wild wind and rain were blasting and destroying them.

			Earlier today, the leaves were on their mother tree or on the ground enjoying their outdoor home, Haris thought. Then this storm came up and changed everything. How fast it all happened! Did they have a warning? He wondered.

			Haris’ good friends Alex and Stefan popped into his mind. He had fun with them earlier today. The three boys loved exploring the little town they lived in. That was their favorite pastime. They liked playing all sorts of games while riding their bikes up and down the narrow streets. Sometimes they would pretend they were acrobats in a circus riding on a tightrope. They would draw a long thick line on the sidewalk with chalk and would try to ride very carefully on it. Alex was really good at this game. He could go the width of two houses or more without falling off the chalk line. This imaginary rope act had always been easy for Alex. 

			Haris on the other hand, was a poor circus performer. He would shake a lot trying to keep his bike straight. Nothing like Alex, for sure. Most of the time Haris would fall off the line before he got started.
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			Stefan was not very good at riding the imaginary tight rope either. Haris remembered how sometimes Alex would be at the end of the white chalk line, while he and Stefan lay on top of one another. That’s when they looked like the leaves in tonight’s storm. Haris, Stefan, and their bikes crunched up in a pile. That image made Haris smile.

			Haris pulled the covers over his head wishing hard he could ride the imaginary rope as well as Alex. I really want to ride the chalk line without falling off, he thought. But I always fall off, just can’t do it good, he complained silently.

			Haris, Alex and Stefan, had been friends since they were little. The three boys loved to talk. They loved chitchatting about everything and anything that came their way. They talked about what they saw, what they heard, what they imagined, even what they dreamt of.

			Listening to the raging weather, Haris kept wondering about the fate of the leaves. With heavy eyes he was also thinking about Alex and Stefan.

			Thoughts of leaves, Alex and Stefan, were tumbling in his mind as he drifted off to sleep. Then he had that exciting but bizarre dream. His peculiar encounter with the strange woman felt very real.
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Haris was not sure if all of this had really happened during the previous night. I never had a dream like that before. It sure was different. I’m not sure if it was happy or a little scary, he thought with his eyes still closed. He was trying hard not to let the feeling of the dream dissolve in the morning sunlight.

			Bright sun rays were pouring through the open bedroom window and onto his eyelids, welcoming him to a new day. Haris didn’t know why he had such a mixture of emotions this morning. He only knew it all had to do with his visit with the peculiar woman in the dream.

			During his night travel he met a woman who was quite strange. It seemed she appeared into his awareness from nowhere. It almost felt as if she floated out of his body! How could that be possible, he wondered in the morning. I guess dreams are like that sometimes. They don’t make any sense when we’re awake.

			In the dream the strange woman was looking into his eyes. Her stare made Haris feel a little uncomfortable, but also at ease.He somehow knew that she was aware of everything about him. There was nothing he could hide from her even if he tried. He also knew she could read all his thoughts. They were hers too. In a strange way, Haris was OK with that. It didn’t bother him that she knew what was going on in his head.
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