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    "Every page of this story is dedicated with love and infinite tenderness to the existing inner child in every human, active or rebellious, asleep or waiting for an opportunity to bring their dreams to reality.




    This is a magical journey into the world where everything is possible, beautiful and everlasting; just like a child would feel it and only seen with the eyes of the soul.




    And in recognition to "Rotocopi", my inner child, curious, funny, irreverent, and naughty. Thanks to her unconditional support, she has been a tireless warrior who have never let reality snatched my true dreams away and has defended my wings of freedom-my imagination-at every moment.




    Thank you beloved children! Because without your feelings, there would not be an imagination to truly be, have and create.




     




    May the light always guide your steps and love surround you.


  




  

    DO-DO




    I couldn’t sleep for several nights, I woke up in the early hours of the morning, when the city sleeps and the night is quiet. The peace of the night was occasionally pierced by the wailing of an ambulance or police siren -I learned to know the difference. Often, out of the silence, came an explosion properly of the sound of a bullet. My thoughts were full of anguish, and I thanked God for being protected at home. I seldom got up. I was careful not to stir too much in bed because my husband had a very light sleep, and, in a sense, I thought that I was becoming like him.




    At the beginning, I didn’t pay much attention to missing sleep, since my awakenings lasted for only several minutes. However, as time went by, my anguish increased as my awakenings became more frequent; in order to pass time, I began to play with objects in the room. I would open my eyes, and could see nothing at first, so that I imagined them there; and, recalling from memory I knew their size, color and location. The most agreeable thing of all that is that I knew the reason for these were there, I can’t deny reviving good times through the photographs on the dressing table. And, it could seem reasonable that we wish to catch the magic of time.




    As time went by, my nightly awakenings increased and so did the tiredness of my body. At first, I didn’t want to tell the others. I was sure that it would go away. I would use my will power to control this annoyance. I searched for new ways to end my sleepless nights. I drank herbal teas, I fed my brain with beautiful thoughts; but as I was beginning to get anxious, I paid attention to my health. Anyway, I was healthy. I thought of the problems that I could have as mother, wife, professional and house keeper. My problems were normal, nothing serious or difficult to solve. In fact, I consider myself a sufficiently strong willed person, in body and mind to be able to handle any situation, no matter how annoying it may seem. However, I was worried. Each night this feeling of "searching" increased. It wasn’t an acute discomfort, it was more like knowing that I had something to find.




    Thus began a period of internal seeking. I was totally aware of being a human being involved in the daily pressures of living in a big city, I feared neurosis. However, this was not my problem. I tried the conventional methods to get some sleep: I counted sheep. This worked occasionally, until the night when I counted up to 999. The next day, I was exhausted! That wasn’t the solution either.




    I remembered my bed time stories. I thought of making up a story, or of telling myself a beautiful story before I went to bed. The day went by, and my daily routine didn’t allow me to create stories. I wanted to write. I was enthusiastic with the idea. But, I couldn’t because it should be an early morning task.




    When the night finally came, and I woke up, I thought a lot about what it would be. It would be a fairy tale -my childhood preference. As I spent all night, and didn’t find the theme that I wanted, so I fell asleep. I explored the stories and legends that I already knew, but I didn’t feel motivated. When I thought about horror stories, I spent an agitated night; but, truthfully, this was not for me. I admit that I'm still scared at my age. Anyway, I considered adventures, but this was no good either. It didn’t go with my personality. I’m too much of a city girl with no practical experience in that field. During the day, I thought about the idea of inventing a story. At times, I was surprised to realize I had been wandering, floating in the air, on office time. Finally I got it!




    It would be a story of love, magic and illusion, where each person was a beautiful person, I mean beautiful internal and external, having wonderful qualities, living in a clean, healthy and fair place. In my thoughts, I considered it an ideal place, the kind one that every human is looking for –and it is discarded yet as impossible. But, that is what it would be.




    I was enthusiastic with what I had achieved when it suddenly downed on me that the elements that I wanted to write about contrasted with those I wanted to get rid of. How could I write about love, without the existence of hate, of peace without war, of illusion and magic without true reality? How could I praise nobility without mentioning evil, good without bad, justice without injustice? Again, I found myself trapped in chaos and confusion. I looked for the solution to my problem. I wanted to make myself a gift with a beautiful story, without having “big” in comparison to “small”. It should be big all by itself.




    As I was getting tired, my family told me that I had to go to a doctor. I didn’t share this idea. In fact, I hate swallowing pills, and I knew the solution that would be offered me: sleeping pills. As a matter of fact, I was afraid to take them. I didn’t wish to have artificial sleep.




    The cure would have to come from me in a few days. As solution to my problems was creativity, but as I hadn’t found the theme that I wished to write about, I spent the first few hours thinking about who I would dedicate the book to. "This is really easy," I thought, "To all my beloved, especially my parents, brothers, children, and husband." But, I also wanted to include all those people that have enriched my existence and fulfilled my life. Once that my dedication was ready I began to doubt again. My first list included all those that I love, but it was incomplete yet. After all, I am who I am, and they are some people who have in some way contributed to fulfill my existence. There are those who have left me, those who have made me cry, angry and frustrated -not worthy them but human ones; apart from insecurity and other feelings. Then, I began to think that I also owed those people who gave me a hard time, by an unpleasant experience I am who I am. So I am able to recognize laughter for having cried, and for having been alone, I can cherish company. I admit that I sometimes need time out, because by being on my own, I realize that I wasn’t alone.




    In short, I would dedicate this story to all those people who have fulfilled me and those who have emptied me too, because, by taking away, these have also granted to me: the assurance of knowing that I can fulfill myself again.




    It was a most productive morning. I got up and wasn’t tired at all. I hadn’t slept much, but I had rested. I had reconciled the past with the present. A new day was born, and I felt fine. Apart from having the sense that I was on the right track -even if I hadn’t found the story’s plot, I was satisfied. Some of my questions were becoming answered. To understand people were very important the experiences of my life. I was in a great peace. The past could now hold hands with the present, and the past would never hurt me again. I stopped worrying. The memory of names and places, of themes and actions could live in the present and come out into the sun; anyhow they lost their destructive force. I was been able to drive benefit from hardships. And, most important, they have enriched me; and, something good was left. I took conscience of yesterday, and realized that it’s, in fact, yesterday -with its own time and space. It’s in its place, and today is my present, which is the outcome of my past. I am in peace!




    After this experience, the need to cure myself sprang out; then I started to play a mental game. I’d use hours of the day, wondering. The urge to tell a story made me observant. I’d scan those people and things that drew my attention, because each one gave me a message; in fact, everything talked about itself. It was like learning to talk with no words. It was like listening to the sound of silence, understanding the why and how -for which reason we lived. In a sense, it’s to catch the sense and the feeling of each being. It’s the feeling of belonging to this time and place. Thinking becomes a feeling, and this feeling is peace. This whole process changed my world, and gave color to my routine. At night time and early morning, I had a new reason to me. I stayed awake because I wanted to take advantage of the peace and quiet.




    Last night, I went to bed -as I always do, but it wasn’t insomnia that didn’t let me sleep. I closed my eyes, and journeyed inside me to seek my true being. I heard the beating of my heart: Bum.., Bum.., Bum. Slowly, a great feeling of peace fulfilled me -it was in the bottom of me. I had no emotions, nor memories. All it was I, aware of my ego. Time and space have stopped. I floated in infinity.




    Suddenly, in a dream, I was transported to a place, a beautiful and bright wood, full of green leaves. The ground was full of a thick soft turf. And, tall bushy pine trees were aligned in a long row, and in a distance between them. Despite the thick foliage, the sun rays piercing through. The bright of each ray was different to the next and splendid.




    From where I was, I could hear the noise of several water falls. It was a place full of flowers and unequaled beauty. Some wild fruits harmonized with this place. It gave me the impression that it was made by a great wizard of fantasy and imagination. I’d never seen a similar place. The feeling was present. As I slowly walked around, each pore of mine was impregnated. I followed the sound of the pouring water, it wasn’t far. As I watched, I felt overcome. I found a place where I could sit down freely to enjoy.




    A soft tinkling of a bell interrupted my contemplation of the scene. I was slightly distracted. As I was wondering from where this sound was coming, I saw a tiny man coming up to me. He was about six feet high. Dressed in a green and red check patterned woolen suit, his pants were wide, wore a waist coat and a pointed hat. His head was covered with curly auburn hair, as his face with a beard of the same color, which was neatly trimmed. He came closer with great curiosity, and took off his hat and made a significant bow, he smiled and spoke. "Welcome, it is not often we see people here. They usually have other places to explore."




    "Oh, well, thank you for your welcoming. It's my first time here. It’s a beautiful place. Could you tell me where I am?"




    ''Do you mean that you do not know?"




    "No, I don’t"




    "Ha… Ha... Ha. You will find out soon," he said.




    "What is your name?"




    "Whatever you want"




    "How..? Is your name whatever you want or whatever I wish to call you?"




    "Call me as you please," the gnome told.




    "Don't you have a name?" I asked in surprise.




    "My name will be whatever you wish"




    "Do you really want me to give you a name?" I insisted.




    "Yes. You must."




    "Why?"




    "Because these are the rules of the game," he explained.




    "Game..? Are we playing a game?" I asked, bewildered




    "You know, you do really ask a lot of questions. Let me tell you something. Please, listen to me. Just let yourself go with the happenings. This is one of the rules, and one of the most important. To begin, we have to give each other a name, right? I will help you a little, but that is all!" he added. "Allow me to introduce myself. I am a gnome, a primary earth being. I am small and playful: I appear and disappear as I please. We are many, and our task has to do with all of Nature's creations linked to the Earth. We take care of the plants, animals, stones and minerals. We know all the secrets of our sister Nature, for she has granted them to us, so that we may help her and keep her. We have made everything. This is why we feel infinitely sad when things are destroyed with no good reason, and with no good intention. As when one of your specie lights fire to the trees and plants, not caring about the flowers or animals, not thinking about the consequences of that destruction, because it brakes the natural balance. Bringing despair and death make our work much harder. First of all, we must rebuild what has been destroyed; secondly, ask for that destructive being to evolve in the name of love, because the destroyer is spiritually primitive. You know, when someone chops down a tree to makes his home, we feel proud. It has been useful, and we will make another tree with more enthusiasm. The same happens when you eat the fruits that we prepare for you. That is what we are here for. Everything is to be used for a good reason. The same happens when flowers are given as a token of love and affection. It is very beautiful when they are used to express love. We jump and sing happily for having fulfilled our mission. That is all!" He said, giving me his little hand. “Come on."




    "I have already a name for you. Lucky! Do you like it?"




    "Lucky? Ummm, hummm," his face was quite serious. "Lucky? So be it. I like it, but tell me why?"




    "I’m lucky to be here, as to know you," I added. "What will you call me?"




    The gnome laughed and made his bell ring. He began to sing, jumping around me; he clicked his heels in the air. In fact, his great happiness was truly contagious. We laughed together.




    "Your name, your name will be…Guess now, your name is Light!"




    "Why Light?" I asked with curiosity.




    "Why not!"




    "You're cheating. Tell me..! I told you why I called you Lucky."




    "You will find out. Come, let us go… There are many things that I want to show you, and remember to let yourself go. It is an important rule. Let yourself go!"




    "Hey! Lucky, ever since I was a little girl, I heard people talk about gnomes. In many fairy tales, that I read, talked of your existence. Is it true that you are magicians, and your magic depends on a pot of gold? So that no having it, your power is lost? Is this true..?"




    Lucky stopped and stared at me, conveying understanding in his eyes. He shook his little head, and answered me with great tolerance. "Light, we do have magic, our creator made us that way. We have kept our magic because we have used it wisely. We like a world of harmony, unity and love. We work for nature. Our magic is to give. We can have gold if we want to. It is at hand. Now, you tell me why we should lose our powers by something that we can have just by thinking about it?"




    "I suppose that what I said was silly."




    "And, I will tell you more. We are here, even if many do not know about it, even if they think we are the product of a writer's mind. In reality, we were made by the Creator. Humans tend to have a great deal of bad appreciations or wrong interpretations. Now, Light, let yourself go. Please, give me your hand, and we will go to talk with a girlfriend of mine, in this same place."




    "A lady gnomo?" I asked.




    "Ha… Ha… Ha. No… No."




    He laughed and rang his bell. He jumped and skipped, and laughed all over the place. He stretched out his tiny hand. I took it. As we touched, I felt strange, as if my hand began to fit into his. I let myself go. This was a rule of the game. I felt very light.
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