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The Incident at the Mango Farm
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Everything began when the mango fell right in front of me. To me, it was just a large, ripe mango that had dropped to the ground while I was cutting through the trees with my beloved dog, Pepper. Since I love mangoes, I picked it up with both hands in delight.

"What a lucky little boy you are!" my grandfather said joyfully.

I turned to him and said, "Hello, Grandpa. Here, have some." I extended my hand to him with the fruit.

"It’s your fruit, Nour, and it fell just for you," he replied.

"It fell for me?" I asked in surprise.

My grandfather pointed to the rest of the trees. "Look, out of hundreds of trees, not a single fruit has ripened yet except for this one."

"And what does it mean that it fell for me?"

He sat on the edge of the lake, so I sat beside him. "I'll tell you. In the past, I dreamed of owning a farm, but I only had a little money. So, I bought a very small piece of land and planted a few mango trees. I took care of the trees and enjoyed watching them flourish day by day until they bore fruit, and then the fruits began to ripen. At this same spot, I would stand and wait for the moment when I could pick the first fruit with my own hand. Suddenly, a ripe mango fell right in front of me, and I grabbed it happily, just like you did. I thanked God and wished, as I held it in my hand, that God would bless my sustenance and the fruits of this land, and that the farm would grow. My wish came true, and the land produced the finest fruits, and sustenance flowed quickly. Since then, at the same moment every year, I've noticed that whoever finds the first mango that falls in front of them on this farm sees their wish come true immediately."

I was even more delighted with the large, shiny fruit. I closed my eyes and wished to achieve my dreams and that this year would be the beginning of success.

"Be careful not to waste your fruit," my grandfather said, patting my shoulder. "I'm going to the small lettuce field now. And you?"

"I’m going to the farmhouse," I replied.

.....................

The story of the fruit gave me a boost of optimism, but I still felt a deep sadness that no one knew about, not even my father and mother. I was afraid they might think I was a failure and lazy. I kept asking myself: Is there hope, or is it too late?

I returned home, and since it was early, no one had woken up yet. I made myself a cup of hot chocolate, put my bag on my shoulder, and went to the library. The quiet room had walls lined with bookshelves that my grandfather had filled over many years. I sat on the rug with Pepper beside me and emptied the contents of my bag in front of me: a large file, pens, dozens of scraps of paper, and an old book my grandfather had given me, which I hadn’t read yet. I looked at everything, took a deep breath, and began to work.

I didn’t realize how much time had passed until I thought I had fallen asleep. I dreamed that a strong wind blew into the room through the window, causing the papers, scraps, and the book to fly around, scattering and spinning as if caught in a whirlwind. As I reached out to grab the swirling items, the wind pushed me backwards, causing me to fall to the ground.



Gingerland

What a strange dream!

I sat up, feeling a sharp pain in my back and neck. How many times had my mom and dad warned me about sitting like that?

When I looked around, I couldn’t believe my eyes and took two steps back. I was somewhere entirely different. My room, the walls, everything was gone. It was just me, Pepper, and my bag lying on the ground. But it wasn’t the same ground. It was covered in vibrant blue-green grass.

I asked myself, dumbfounded, "Where am I?"

I realized I was on a small hill with a giant tree in the middle, and the blue grass swayed in the breeze. With each movement, flashes of orange appeared and disappeared.

I couldn't tell if it was day or night. Looking up, I saw thick clouds moving slowly across the sky, and a fine mist was falling on my face.

I felt like I was inside a never-ending painting, painted in shades of blue, and it smelled like a mix of wet grass and the sea.

I wasn't scared so much as I was astonished. Where was I, and how did I get here?

Pepper seemed to sense my unease. He sniffed around, yawned, stretched, and then lay down beside me as if to say, "It's safe here."

......................

Perhaps Pepper had given me a sense of security, so I leaned my head against the tree and closed my eyes, trying to organize my thoughts.

I said to myself: "There's no need to panic, you're just in a dream... just keep sleeping and then wake up and it will all be over."

Suddenly, Pepper stirred from his slumber for a moment, lifted his head slightly, and I saw his ear twitch to the right. Then he yawned and went back to sleep.

He must have heard something, for I looked in the direction his ear had pointed and listened intently.

Indeed, I could hear a faint sound breaking the silence.

.........................

From my vantage point, I saw a boy about my age with short, curly orange hair. He was wearing a strange hat and gloves, and his clothes looked old and too big for him. He was busy gathering grass from the ground.

Then he sighed, took a handkerchief from his pocket, and wiped his sweat.

But what amazed me most was that he was standing next to something that looked like a large wicker basket, with a pole like a ship's mast at one end.

At the top of the pole was a wheel with blades like a windmill, and at the bottom were propellers like those of a boat.

And what was even more amazing was that it was hovering above the ground, not resting on anything, and there was a rope ladder hanging down from it.

It was all like a dream, right in front of me. Even after I calmed down and my anxiety subsided, my mind couldn't comprehend what I was seeing. The most important thing was that the overwhelming sense of fear started to fade, I thought to myself.

The orange-haired boy seemed harmless; his appearance was so friendly, like a character from a comic book, I observed.
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