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About the Author’s Name

My legal name is Pantiliu—the name given to me at birth and recorded in all of my government-issued identity documents. I have never used a paternal surname or a married surname. Pantiliu is my one and only real name, and I have carried it throughout my life with pride.

The name Ruangmeiluh is a pen name I adopted as a tribute to my roots. It comes from my paternal clan and means “daughter of my paternal clan.” As an artist—both in music and writing—I have long introduced myself as Pantiliu Ruangmeiluh, a name that honours both my true identity and my creative voice.

This combined name reflects who I am: a woman of faith, a widow, a storyteller, a singer, a dreamer, and a witness to life’s deep truths. It is not a made-up name or an attempt to hide; it is simply my own way of being fully myself.
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To the Divine—who gave me unseen wings to fly beyond my dreams, and carried me into the secret magical valley and Queendom.

To the unseen wings—without you, I could never have flown to any realm of this universe. You are the breath beneath every step I took into the unknown.

To the dreams—that revealed what I could never think or imagine. You opened the doors to a sacred realm and whispered a truth only the soul could understand.

To the Princess—who chose death over captivity. Your courage carved the path that bloomed into a Queendom. You awakened more than yourself; you awakened eternity.

To the magical valley of flowers—that received the Princess’s awe and became the cradle of her transformation. You are forever sacred.

To the living creatures of that valley—silent guardians and companions who honoured the Princess in her rebirth. Your support was holy.

To the Queen—there was and is no woman who has ruled womanhood as you have: not with power over others, but with the love of a sister to thousands. Your name will be remembered as long as this earth breathes.

To the Queendom—you are a paradise for uncountable silenced souls. Your soil was virgin and sacred, chosen to uphold the spirits who dwell upon you. Heaven poured its love and affection into your earth, and your mists nourished surpluses for the women who called you home. You were blessed and owned by an unseen force to serve its purpose.

To the women of all ages—who created the Queendom. Without you, there would be no Queen. You are the roots, the bloom, the song. You are all queens.

To the kings and kingdoms—who could not see the worth of your own daughters, who found power in fear and comfort in spilled innocence. May the cries that rose to heaven haunt your legacy and awaken what still sleeps in the hearts of men.

To the women and men who walked through my dreams—without you, this dream would not have become so beautiful. You carried the mystery. You made it real.

And lastly, to the unseen forces that guided my hands—I was only a dreamer; The voice was always yours. thank you for choosing me.  

Tribute to the Women of All Ages of the Queendom

To the women who came in silence, with burdens too heavy for words—

You crossed deserts of sorrow and oceans of exile, 

Yet you brought nothing but your hopes, your hands, and your hearts.

You did not seek crowns. 

You sought only freedom.

And in doing so, you built a Queendom the world could not ignore.

To the youngest daughters—

You came with ribbons in your hair and songs still caught in your throats.

You taught us that innocence is not weakness, but sacred power.

You carried joy like fireflies in your palms, lighting the dark places with your laughter.

To the maidens—

You arrived as dreamers and stayed as builders.

With bare hands, you tilled the soil, stitched the banners, and laid the foundations.

You redefined beauty as strength—and strength as softness woven with steel.

To the mothers—

You came not just to shelter your daughters, but to raise them anew in a land that would never betray them.

You turned your grief into grace, your pain into protection, your prayers into presence. 

You birthed not only children, but a sanctuary of sisterhood.

To the elders—

You were the roots beneath our flowering. 

You walked slowly, but your wisdom reached farther than any banner could fly.

You carried the old songs, the ancient stories, and placed them like jewels in the hearts of the young.

You reminded us: a Queendom without its grandmothers is a garden without shade.

To the widows, the forgotten, the exiled—

The Queendom was yours before you ever arrived.  

You wore sorrow like a veil and still brought seeds of love in your pockets.

You showed us that life can bloom again, even after the longest winter.

To the warriors of peace—

Who stood without swords,

Who held your ground with open arms,

Who chose dignity over violence, and silence over hatred—

You were the shield and the song. The voice and the vow.

And to the Orphanage of Light—

That sacred cradle where the most forgotten daughters were gathered.

You took in those without names, without pasts, and gave them not just shelter—but belonging.

You wove their laughter into lullabies, and their sorrow into strength.

There, the young became radiant. The bruised became bold.

The orphans became princesses—not by blood, but by worth.

You proved that family is not made by lineage, but by love, by care, by dignity freely given.

To every woman who said “yes” to freedom,

Who stayed when it was easier to leave,

Who believed when belief felt foolish—

You are the living stones of this sacred place.

You are the heartbeat of the Queendom.

And to all the women yet to come—

Know that this land was made for you.

Its soil remembers your name, even if you have not spoken it yet.

May your footsteps echo alongside ours.

May your laughter ripple through the valleys. 

May your crown—seen or unseen—always sit gently upon your soul.
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Disclaimer

This story is not intended to reflect, portray, or critique any specific culture, religion, political system, historical event, or nation. It exists solely within the dream-realm from which it was received—beyond borders, ideologies, and earthly design.

The author does not claim psychological, theological, or historical authority. This work is a personal record of dreams and inner visions, written exactly as they were experienced, without alteration or interpretation through academic or doctrinal lenses.
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This book is shared in good faith and with deep respect for all cultures, faiths, and peoples.

A Covenant Light from the Sky

I, the dreamer, believe that Queen of the Queendom—and many other visions entrusted to me—are not inventions of my mind, but purposes planted deep within my soul.

Each dream, each vision, has pulled me toward a destiny I did not choose, yet could never turn away from. For years, I thought they were only passing wonders, like fragments of a story seen in sleep.

But everything changed when I saw the Covenant Light.

In that moment, I knew He watches me—day and night.

Perhaps it is through His Light that these dreams are sent.

I felt both awe and fear—fear that I might misread their meaning or fail the One who gives them. Yet on the morning of July 11, 2025, when I looked upon the photograph I had taken the night before—of the Divine finger of light touching the full moon—my heart was filled with joy.

Though I am not without flaws, I trust that His mercy is greater than them all. That light was not only beautiful; it was a promise—

a sacred sign from the Divine Light to me, a reminder that He is the Giver of these visions.

That night, it seemed the sky whispered:

What I give you in dreams, you must give to the world in words.

So I write—not for fame,

but to keep this covenant.

Though fear may walk beside me,

I choose to trust this Light and follow where it leads.

The telling of this promise first found its form in my work The Owner of Celestial Lights: A Divine Signature, now published through Draft2Digital and Google Partner Books.

It now stands here, at the threshold of Queen of the Queendom, as both origin and oath.
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A Glimpse into the Story

The Queendom was not born from war, but from a whisper—a question carried through silence:

What would happen if women no longer waited to be saved—but remembered who they were, and walked into their own sacred destiny?

This is the story of a Princess who leapt from a palace tower, choosing the unknown over captivity—and awoke in a valley where even the flowers knew her name.

There, far from the noise of kingdoms, she listened to the earth, and slowly, she became a Queen.

As kings across the world trembled, as daughters vanished into silence, as mothers wept without answers—the Queendom rose.

Not through swords.

Not through fire.

But through grace.

It became a haven for the forgotten, a gathering place for women of all ages—the orphaned, the widowed, the brave, those who remembered, and those who were learning to remember.

But no sanctuary rises without challenge.

When the kings called for war, when drums thundered across the hills, the Queen stood still.

She did not fight.  She did not flee.  She listened—and the earth itself answered.  This is not merely a tale.

It is a dream carried through time, a vision whispered through the soul, a remembrance passed from spirit to spirit.

For every daughter who ever asked if she was enough—

For every mother who ever prayed her child would be free—

For every heart that still believes in something more—

This Queendom is for you.  Step into its gardens.  Drink from its rivers.

Let its winds carry your own forgotten song back to you.

Because freedom is not granted by kings.

It is awakened within those who remember who they are.  

About the Author

Pantiliu Ruangmeiluh is a fearless storyteller, dreamer, singer, songwriter, and composer from the hills of Nagaland in Northeast India—born in the rural village of Mhainamtsi and now based in Bangalore. Her voice rises not only in song but in stories woven from lived pain, prophetic dreams, and a deep longing to heal and uplift others.

Since the age of six, Pantiliu has experienced vivid, often prophetic dreams—many of which became the exact titles and scenes of her stories. One recurring vision stands out: orphaned and underprivileged children wandering the streets—not just in places she’s known, but even in the outskirts of New York, a city she has never visited, but saw clearly in her dreams. These dreamscapes, filled with lost and forgotten children, echoed something close to her own heart.

Though she had loving parents, Pantiliu once lived for more than a year as if orphaned—isolated, without comfort, and struggling to survive. Her own hardship, paired with these powerful dreams, gave her this realization:

If I suffered so deeply despite having parents, how hard must life be for children who truly have no one?

That truth—shown both in her reality and her dreams—became her life’s mission: to use her voice, her stories, and her songs to speak for the voiceless.

She is the author of two powerful collections—Life’s Events Series and Dreams Beyond Reality Series—each drawn from instinct, memory, and divine messages. Her stories are not imagined; they are lived or revealed.

With more than 50 dream-born titles and countless original songs, Pantiliu’s goal is not fame but purpose. She dreams of one day singing her song “How Beautiful Life Is” to thousands—and building schools for orphaned and underprivileged children in villages across the world.

“Even my basic education gave me the power to write,” she says.    “Without it, I might still be living today in torn clothes.”

Her work is a testimony to pain transformed into purpose, to truth remembered through dreams, and to the power of a voice determined to heal. They are truth wrapped in light, a call to love deeper, and a voice for those still waiting to be seen.
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This is a story born from dreams and the soul’s visions.

It is not a tale born of outlines or crafted plots.

It began with a dream—quiet, mysterious, and sacred.

And from that dreams, a vision unfolded.

I did not know where it would lead.

I only followed the whisper.

First, I saw a Queendom—vast, luminous, and unlike any kingdom of this world.

It rose not from conquest, but from grace.

Its courtyards were filled with women of all ages—mothers, daughters, widows, sisters—walking together in freedom.

On Queen’s Day, I saw banners the colour of dawn rippling in the wind, and processions moving like rivers through streets lined with flowers.

Later, I saw a Princess—alone on a high tower—choosing the unknown over captivity.

She leapt, and awoke in a valley where even the flowers knew her name.

There, she listened to the earth, and the earth crowned her.

And somewhere between these dreams, the Queendom bloomed—a world where womanhood is honoured, where sorrow becomes strength, and where the divine speaks through silence, wind, and earth.

This book is not merely fiction.

It is a remembering.

A prayer.

It is a reflection of all the women—seen and unseen—who have carried burdens in silence and still chosen dignity over despair.

It is a tribute to orphans and widows, young daughters and aging mothers, sisters and strangers who became family not by blood, but by courage.

This Queendom is not perfect.

It was born of defiance, grown in pain, and tested by the fury of kings.

But it stands as a dream too powerful to dismiss—

A vision of what could be,

If the world were brave enough to listen to its daughters.

I am not the author of this alone.

I am the dreamer, the listener, the vessel.

The story came through me.

I gave it form, but the spirit behind it belongs to something greater—

Something divine.

Though this story came through dreams,

It is not intended to reflect any specific people, cultures, religions, or political systems.

It lives beyond the boundaries of this world, and speaks only from the realm of spirit and soul.

To all who now open these pages:

Enter gently.

You are not just reading a story.

You are walking sacred ground.

And to the daughters of the world—

This Queendom is yours.

With reverence and gratitude 

Pantiliu Ruangmeiluh
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Prologue
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Before the Queendom, there was silence.  Before the Queen, there was a girl—lost, wounded, unnamed.

She did not come from a throne.  She came from sorrow.  A runaway bride.  

A daughter who chose the edge of a mountain over a lifetime of chains.

And yet—death did not take her.

Something else did.  A valley, hidden beyond the eyes of the world, received her.  It was not marked on maps, nor spoken of in kingdoms.  Flowers bloomed there that no hand had planted.  Winds whispered secrets that no voice had ever told.

And when she awoke upon that sacred soil, she was not the same.  She was still a girl—  but something within her had shifted.

Something ancient.  Something divine.  

She rose not as a victim,  but as a vessel.  Not as a queen crowned by lineage,  but as a queen called by spirit.

She began to walk—alone at first.  But not for long.  

Others came—daughters like her.  Cast out. Forgotten.  Or simply longing for more than the world had ever offered them.

They did not come with armies.  They came with stories.  With wounds.  With hope.

And from their gathering, a Queendom was born.

It was not a nation built for war.

It was a refuge—stitched together by dreams,

guarded by grace,

and ruled not by law, but by love.

A place where womanhood was not a burden, but a birthright.

Where orphans became sisters.

Where widows became mothers to many.

Where freedom was not granted—it was remembered.

But the world beyond its borders was not ready.

What began in peace would stir the rage of kings.

What rose in silence would echo like thunder.

And the girl who once leapt from a cliff to end her life

would become the Queen whose stand shook the earth.

This is her story.

And the story of the women who followed her.

And the dream that dared to live.

A Note from the Dreamer

Dear Reader,

This story is not a product of imagination. I never planned to write a novel from my dreams, nor have I studied myths or read other stories to craft it. What you are about to read came to me through vivid, living, unforgettable dreams—visions that spoke through my soul. Each vision was real to me. I did not invent these events; I simply wrote what I saw and felt—nothing added, nothing exaggerated.

I flew and walked through ancient lands wherever my unseen wings took me. From a western virgin mountain, I saw, so close to my face, a Princess running on the eastern mountain to escape captivity. She leapt from a cliff into a dark valley no human eye seemed to remember. I did not know if she survived or perished. I could not turn away without knowing, so I descended into the valley, my lantern the moon, and witnessed a world awakening around her. She belonged to another time, and taking her to mine might have meant her ruin, so I left her among the blossoms.

I saw a Queen sitting silently before her throne on the floor, making jewellery with an older woman, waiting for a war she could not stop. I flew above ancient warriors, giants of forgotten kingdoms, and carried a man I loved across the sky. In that dream, the earth itself split to protect the Queendom as I flew toward it.  I had no mind to imagine these things. While dreaming, I knew I was not in my world. The language was not mine. The time was not now. And yet, my soul understood. It sensed the hearts and intentions of those I watched. Maybe my soul travelled too far. Maybe I was shown what once was in distant times. Maybe it is meant for someone who will one day read this and remember.  Some details were clear in my conscious memory; others flowed through my soul, and I had to read them again, as if reading a book written by another hand. My task was only to record faithfully what the visions showed. Every joy, every step, every song, every procession, every heart of the Queendom—these pages carry them exactly as they appeared to my soul.  May you receive this story as it was given to me: a reflection of dreams, of the sacred, and of the beauty, courage, and freedom of the human spirit.

With Gratitude and Love,  —Pantiliu Ruangmeiluh
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Fear Without Words

In my dream, I found myself walking through a land I did not know.

It was strange, unfamiliar, and ancient—an era untouched by our modern time.

I did not know the people, nor could I understand their language.  I could not even name the place.

But I flew there, then walked, as though led by some unseen hand, observing in silence.

The land was quiet at first.

Dawn broke, the morning sun spilling soft gold across rooftops and empty paths.  Then—without warning—panic gripped the people.  It began like a tremor, spreading fast.  I saw men, women, young boys and girls, the elderly, and children scatter in all directions like leaves in the wind.

They were not escaping to some safer place—only running here and there, as if danger had no clear source, only urgency.

It was panic born of something unseen.

Their voices rose—frantic and sharp—but I could not decipher a single word.

There were no alarms. No soldiers marching. No threat visible on the horizon—only the heavy, unshakable sense that something terrible was coming.

The fear they carried didn’t need translation. It was written across every face, etched into every hurried movement.  Some carried bundles. Others left everything behind.

I passed them like a ghost—invisible, yet present inside their storm of emotion.  It felt as if the whole land was holding its breath.

In time, I understood—their panic was not for their own village, but for another land far beyond the hills.  Rumours had spread that many kingdoms were forming an alliance to destroy a Queendom.  The danger was not here—not yet—but everyone knew what war meant.  When fire is lit in one corner, its smoke reaches every direction.  Armies do not see lines on maps; they only see roads, rivers, and villages.  And villagers—simple, working people—are always caught in between.

These people were not foolish.  They remembered the scars war had left.  They knew that when kingdoms fight, no place remains untouched.

Even peace can shatter in a day.

Supply routes vanish. Food disappears. Homes are seized. Strangers with swords arrive in the night.  It is not the battle itself they feared—but its chaos, its hunger, its aftermath.

And so, they panicked.

I kept walking—not because I was brave, but because I did not know where else to go.  I did not belong to that land, yet I felt I had been sent to witness its sorrow.  No one noticed me. Perhaps I was never truly there.

I watched mothers clutch children, old men drag carts, young ones shouting for their families.

No one had answers. Only fear moved them. No speeches. No commands. No rescue.  Only fear—loud, yet voiceless.

And in that moment, I understood something deeply human:  fear does not always need words.

It travels in the silence between heartbeats.  It passes from eye to eye, hand to hand.  It seeps through villages, through generations, through time. 

In that ancient dust, I sensed it stir—a shadow too old to name.  The fear of war ruled their lives.  Life was not hard only because they were poor, but because kingdoms fought.  Any moment, a life could be taken without mercy.

Peace was as fragile as a candle in the wind.  Even gossip could cost a life, should it reach the ears of the wrong authority.  Their faces carried more fear than smiles.  They ate early—not from leisure, but from caution, to be ready to flee at any moment.

An empty stomach could slow escape.  Life itself felt balanced on the edge of swords and spears.

Parents with beautiful children lived with the constant dread of losing them to the cruelty of merciless kings.  It was a land where fear was as common as breath—and where sleep at night was never truly peaceful.
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Echoes of Fear in Ancient Dust

Some dreams carry the weight of forgotten centuries—and this one came to me like a whisper from a time buried in dread.

It wasn’t just a dream.

It was a memory not my own,  carried by the wind across broken lands,  stitched into the silence of ancient lives.

In this vision, I saw a world older than ours.

The people wore garments of rough-spun cloth and moved about in streets of earth. Their faces were hardened by the sun, softened by sorrow.

And though no one spoke to me,  I understood them—not through words,  but through the tremors in their spirit.

Their fear was not sudden.  It was constant—  like breath,  like shadow.

They lived beyond the walls of kingdoms,  far from the safety of royal halls and fortified cities.  They were villagers, farmers, travellers—people whose homes could be taken, burned, or forgotten.

Every dawn brought uncertainty.  Every nightfall came with questions:  Would warriors appear from the hills?  Would taxes be raised again?  Would their daughters be taken to serve the palace?  Would their sons be conscripted to die in a war they never chose?

I saw how one mistake—one rumour, one careless word,  one accusation whispered in malice—could cost a life.

A fruit picked from the wrong orchard.  A glance mistaken for defiance.

These small acts, these simple moments, became deadly under the boots of authority.

In the dust of that world, fear was survival.  It moved through streets and homes like a second skin.  Then came the moment when everything changed.  The land trembled—not from earthquakes,  but from the approach of war.

Not metaphorical war,  but the kind that fills the sky with ash and makes mothers dig shallow graves.

Warriors were coming.  Someone shouted in the early morning,  waking those still in sleep—  running through every street.

He might have been a village guard,  might have seen from far away.  It was not just one army,  but too many.

And though they were not riding straight to the village,  they were passing close—too close.

I heard their roars,  echoes carried by the wind like thunder across the hills,  like beasts loosed from cages.

And the people knew.  Long before they saw them, they knew.

They ran—not toward anything,  but away from everything.

Children screamed.  Animals were abandoned.  Fires were left burning in hearths.

There was no time to gather,  no time to plan—only to flee.  Many didn’t even know where to run or hide.

I stood watching,  untouched by the chaos,  invisible in their despair.  And in that silence, I felt what they could not say aloud:

That life, to them, was never sacred.

It was offered to kings,  to gods,  to war—  like a coin tossed into a well,  gone before it ever made a sound.

Women existed to serve,  to seduce,  to survive.

Men were born for the sword,  the plough,  or the grave.  And no one—no one—was safe.

There, in the choking dust of that dream,  I understood a terrible truth:  fear can be passed down like an heirloom.

It lingers in bloodlines.  It settles in the bones.

And though kingdoms may rise and fall, though banners may change,  the common people still carry that old, trembling silence in their chests—  a silence that echoes through ancient dust. 
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Chapter 3
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The Echoes of Distant Wars

Even in waking life, I have known the tremors of distant wars.  I heard of the terrible clashes between the Meitei and the Kuki in Manipur state, Northeast India—how entire families were displaced, how people fled with nothing but their lives, without clothes or food, leaving behind everything they had built.
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