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“White”

Once upon a time, in “Dreamland”, a pony called “White” lived with his father “Speed” in a hut, above a small incline overlooking the shore of the sea. 

“White” was white, while his father, he was black, muscular, swift, faster than the wind, intelligent and wise, he would stay for hours and hours in front of the stars of the night, in front of the waves of the sea or in front of the wonders of the earth between plants and small beings.

“White” lived an orphan, his mother went from cot. But he didn’t know the reason for her death, and his father didn’t like to talk about the subject, and he became irritated whenever “White” asked him about it.

The father loved his deceased wife dearly, he was always talking about his adventures with her, about her beauty, compassion, and her bravery. But his sad face was hiding many secrets that no one knew about. 

“White” grew up alone, without a brother or friend or kin. He didn't know anyone in this world except his father “Speed,” and he was according to him a father, brother, teacher, and friend. 

Despite their isolation, “Speed” was adamant to train his son and teach him. He taught him loyalty, trust, and nobleness... “White” was amazed why his father insisted to remind him of it every day, despite his lack of familiarity with its meaning and its opposites. How was he to know about treachery and lying and vileness...and he didn’t know anyone who wasn’t his father?

The father also insisted on teaching his son astronomy and oceanography, and the arts of war and peace...numerous languages the most important of which was the Old language. The language that united in the time of times the kingdoms of “Dreamland”.

The father insisting on teaching his son every one of these sciences, at a young age, was peculiar. So how was “Speed” learned himself these sciences? And why did he insist on teaching “White” this way? A question that exhausted the pony. He didn’t find an answer except a tense that was repeated by his father a lot: “I am your past, and you are my future.”

Mountain of Darkness

“White” grew up in an atmosphere of a lot of love, and a lot of rigors. And in times about which he knew a lot, and a most was unknown. He knows the past that his father tells. But there was much left untold. While the present and the future had no meaning if the anecdotes of the past weren't completed, and he didn't discover the link between them.

“White” was raised in an extended and enclosed place. Extended by the sea and the horizon and enclosed by a shrubbery hedge surrounding a high mountains, that allowed some to climb it with training, while others are prohibited from climbing. And further, the mountain has been banned the “Mountain of Darkness,” as “Speed” calls it.

“White” gave the mountain the name “Forbidden Mountain”. He never liked the name his father gave the mountain, and the reasons for prohibiting him from climbing it under the pretext that it was a mountain cursed with evil spirits. For all of the mountains resembled one another, but the “Forbidden Mountain” is the most beautiful and most verdant among them, while the only source of freshwater springs from it, and gushes forth like a beautiful painting of small following waterfalls of surpassing beauty.

“Speed” wasn’t an authoritative person, but the opposite. He was cheerful, optimistic, extremely observant, and a little reproachful. He was rarely angry, but his anger was extreme. Because of that “White” learned to avoid disputes whenever he felt that his father was uncomfortable with their discussion.

On the other hand, “Speed,” taught his son a lot of lessons around logic, argument, and persuasion, and discussed with him various and many-sided subjects. He even taught “White” about freedom of expression, self-valuation and carrying responsibility.

But some of his father’s behavior and his orders remained obscure, and illogical. And the only answer by the father, was : “I am your past, and you are my future.”

She's my Mom

The sun rose on a new routine day, and as was their habit, they awoke early anew, and headed to the shore. Carrying a heavy rock and moving with it on top of the sand, then surging and swimming with this weight, became a routine order for “White”. Climbing the rough mountains and jumping between the deep gaps are things he has mastered and become accustomed to.

At sunset, teacher and student sat near the fireplace, talking about a history of the Greats, and the rulers, and teaching him various  sciences. Then, they went to sleep, prepared for a new day and new studies.

And on one of these nights, while “White” was deep in sleep, something strange happened. He saw a dream. He’d never before seen a dream. He saw a white horse that resembled him a lot, but it was bigger. Not only that, it had no body and no bursting muscles like his father “Speed,” but it was a more beautiful sight. Then the horse approached “White,” and his heartbeat increased and he felt a strange warmth in his body. And surprisingly, the horse disappeared, and “White” awoke, terrified.

The pony left, sweat dripping from his forehead, to find his father outside, looking at the stars as usual. “White” was unable to reveal his dream to his father, so he left it in his contemplations and went back to sleep, confused.

- “What is this I saw in this night?”

- “Is this what they called a dream, that my father told me about?”

- “And why does this dream resemble me?”

- “Why is it bigger and more beautiful?”

“White” woke up again to his father's voice calling him:

- “Wake up, ‘White’, this isn’t your custom, it is late.”

“White” remained in this state for three nights, and the same dream haunted him, and he was clearly tired and sad.

Whenever “Speed” asked him to about the change in his condition, he couldn’t answer, because his tongue became heavy and he didn’t have the strength for words.

“Speed” stopped the training, and returned to sit in front of the fireplace, but the night lesson was distinguished.

- “I will teach you how to make the most delicious soup you’ve ever tasted. It was taught to me by the most gentle and kind wife in the world.” The father said this to his son jokingly, perhaps to relieve him of what was worrying him.

- “My Mom!!!” replied “White” excitedly, and his tongue started to obey him.

- “Yes, your Mom,” responded the father.

- “White” was silent for a little then said: “Did my mother's body resemble yours, father?”

- The father smiled, and responded with his usual wisdom: “No, son. Females are too delicate, and more beautiful to have rough bodies and bulging muscles like males.”

- “She's my Mom” “White” said emphatically, then shouted “She's my Mom, She's my Mom.”

“White” headed towards his father, and there were clear signs of happiness on his face: “She's my Mom, I saw a dream, She was my mother”.

“Speed’s” expression changed, and he was stunned in place. He sat silently watching his son’s happiness, who quickly felt his father's lack of response.

- “What is there, Dad?” “White” said to him excitedly.

- “Nothing, son...” replied “Speed” and he quickly left the hut.

The Stranger

- “How does my father deal with this this way, when he always spoke of my mother with love and pride?”

- “Why does his face appear so worried and nervous?”

- “Why doesn’t he join me in my happiness in seeing my mother for the first time?”

Questions that confused “White” and he placed it in the vortex of his endless doubts.

- “Did my father really love my mother?”

- “How did she die?”

- “Why doesn’t he want to talk about that?”

“White” couldn’t be patient, so he decided to confront his father. The way “Speed” received his son's dream was shocking.

“White” left from the hut wanting his father: “Dad... Dad...”

“Speed” wasn’t there in the surrounding the hut and not on the shore. “Where did my father go?” repeated “White.” “I will search for him in the forest.”

“White” entered the forest, taking advantage of the light of the full moon that night. “Dad... Dad...”

He headed toward the river first, then to the edges of the forest, then to the middle of it, where there were the medicinal plants that “Speed” studied.

No body here. Suddenly an idea came to “White’s” mind.

- “’Mountain of Darkness’, there was no place left that I did not go to except the Forbidden Mountain. “White” headed quickly toward the mountain, but he stopped. 

A person walked towards him, but he seemed different than his father. He was larger than “Speed” and his muscles seemed stronger.

“White” hid among the trees and watched the stranger approach. The stranger passed in front of him without noticing his presence, but “White” couldn’t see his features. He was wearing a hooded cloak hiding his head.

It is the first time that “White” saw someone other than his father. “White” followed the stranger cautiously, then there was a surprise. The stranger arrived at the entrance of a cave neighboring and was greeted by another person.

- “Oh my God! That’s my Dad! And who is that strange person that my Dad received?

“Speed” and the stranger entered the cave, while “White” spied and listened to their dialogue. 

- “I don’t hear anything! I will enter the cave and confront them.”

“White” entered the cave but, he didn’t find anyone. He tried penetrating the cave, but it wasn’t deep. He tried searching the walls of the cave for a crack that he could enter, but he didn’t find any. Desperate, he finally decided to return to the hut.

A strange accident

“White” quickly returned to the hut and the sunlight started to shine and lighten up the place. 

He didn’t stay long until his father entered and the features on his face were more severe than before: “Today you start a new phase.”

- “What phase is this? What are these mysteries? Am I destined to live in a maze whose beginning and end I do not know?” “White” asked himself.

There was no point, but to obey his father, for he was sure of the love “Speed” had for him. However, time will answer his questions.

More than a month passed, during which the dream stopped, while the training and studying doubled in an unprecedented way. But “White” didn’t forget his dream. He rushed every morning to the shore searching for a small water puddle between the rocks, to see his face, and the face of his mother in it.

Surprisingly, and while he was sitting remembering his mother’s face, a high wave crashed into the rocks and dragged “white” to the depths of the sea. “White” tried to swim and rescue himself, but without use. Something was sticking to his limbs, and he receded to the bottom. 

He tried and tried and tried. Suddenly a shadow passed in front of him like lightning. “White” finally got free then swam up. He was saved. “White” moved his head right and left, the sea was peaceful and the atmosphere sunny.

“Black Flame”

“White” returned to the hut frightened and exhausted, searching for his father. 

- “Dad!!!... Dad!!!” screamed “White.”

- “What's going on, son? What happened?” replied the father.

“White” told the accident to his father who muttered in a barely audible voice, with features of fear and confusion evident on his face. “ “Black Flame”... “Black Flame”...”

“Speed” left quickly heading for the forest. 

- “Close the door ‘White’ and don’t open it for anyone, don’t light the fireplace and don’t make a sound.”

“White” carried out his father’s orders, and quickly began to watch the place from a hole in the window while trembling.

Suddenly his mother appeared in front of him, and her face was like the moon, giving off light and beauty. Then she approached, and her luster diminished and increased her sadness and sorrow.

- “Run, ‘White’, run, my son.”

- “Why Mom? Don’t leave me, I need you.”

- “Run, son, we all need you. Find the necklace, it’s...”

She was surrounded by a black cover, from which two red eyes spitting out flames emerged.

“White” was pinned in his place and he didn’t have the strength to move, and the two eyes got closer, and closer, and suddenly, a black flame came out of them.

- “Mom, Mom...” yelled “White” and he open his eyes and find himself in his room sitting in front to the window, and the night had lowered its curtain, but “Speed” had not returned yet.

- “Ah, it was a dream. I must find my father.”

“White” left quickly towards the forest looking for his father. Moments after he left, flames fell from the sky, destroying the hut and everything around it by a mile. 

“White” was wounded critically in his right shoulder, but he pulled himself together and headed to the known cave, hoping to find his father there.

Engravings

“White” came to the cave with difficulty, and the fire around him consumed everything. He fell near the cave entrance from extreme pain, and the flames approached him, his face, and his body.

- “It’s very hot...I can’t bear it...I need to enter the cave.”

“White” stood up then revolved towards the cave. 

- “What is this I see!!! They’re engravings!!!”

“White” was awed, when he entered the cave (after the fire had illuminated most of its corners, revealing what ‘White’ couldn’t see before) by the several engravings that he found on the walls, and the level of precision and continuity. 

- “The same way...yes...the same way...like I’m in front of one of my father’s lessons, and he’s drawings for me and explaining above the rocks or sand or wood.”

- “Is it possible that it was him? As if he was telling a story that happened or might happen...”

“White” approached the engravings and inspected them one by one. 

- “Various animals...what is it?...they’re fighting! Yes fighting...red eyes...and this line! It’s a red line passing next to the animals...is it a river? Red river!...”

- “And here are animals standing next to one another...everyone sticking to the side of the other...what is this!... It's a horse...I’m sure... my father also drawing this way...beside him a camel...yes, a camel, then a wolf and a hawk, and finally an octopus...”

- “It is unbelievable... the five wise ones, ‘White’, the wise one of the plains, “Patient,” the wise one of the sands, “Serious”, the wise one of the Mountains, “Cautious” the wise one of Clouds and “Deep” the wise one of the Seas...but...is the wise one of the plains a horse?...I know I have his name, but is it possible that it could be... no, no, not possible, my father is black and this horse in the engravings is white... Could it be me?... Oh my God... What are these engravings? ...Are you past or future?!!!”

- “I need to hurry up ... the engravings are no longer clear... the animals that were fighting became side by side in lines, like one army...”

- “Then what after...two eyes with a black fire coming out of them!... "Black Flame"...I’m sure...it’s "Black Flame".”

- Then... not possible!... not possible!... A horse is lying on the ground with a red spot in front of it, beside it another horse with red eyes... A horse killing a horse!... Was the wise of the plains killed?... the slain horse is brown and not white, and the killer... it’s...”

“White” was horrified by what he saw: “It’s a black horse...!”

The fire started to go out and the light decreased inside the cave. 

- “What about other engravings there...I can’t see well.... I’m helpless... I’ll wait until the light of morning, perhaps it will reveal what the darkness has hidden.”

It's all about destiny

Sleep didn’t find its way to “White”, his body was wounded and his heart filled with fear and sadness, and the mind confused, and the stomach hungry, and eyes were waiting for the "Black Flame”.

The light began to appear outside the cave, with “White” waiting some more, but the sunshine hadn’t arrived yet.

He left the cave to check what was going on, but he was shocked by what he saw.  The trees became grey, and smoke covered the area, you could barely see where to place your feet.

The wounded pony crossed the ashes, heading towards the river hoping to take a gulp of water that would revive him. 

- “Oh my God!!! What is this polluted water? Even the river isn’t spared. I must arrive to the source, but it is the “Forbidden Mountain”...I must try, there is no other solution...Ah...I don’t have the strength to move.”

Here “White” remembered his father’s lessons and training about power of concentration and its effects of his mind and body. The pony could finally overcome his pain and weakness, and head towards the source.

The traces of destruction started to disappear far from the hut, and the way became clearer, and the trees and plants regained their greenness, and radiance. “White” stopped a little to eat and rest, because his stomach was empty, that was another enemy he needed to combat.

“White” laid on his back, as he watched the clouds flowing like days and years. He tried to open the box of his mind, hoping to remember something that could help him to understand his reality.

He could remember nothing but his father, his discipline, his training and his lessons, as if the concepts of time and space had been confined to routine actions and a specific geographical area. The same actions and words and conditions, until the dream came and changed his life into a complication, fleeing from place to place, and the fast pace of events and switching from state to state.

“White” began to call his father with a low voice, as he talked to himself:

- “Where are you Dad? Why did you leave me? All this training and study, were you preparing me for this day? Why did you forsake me? Who am I? And why me? Why do they want to kill me?

Then the sound of his voice rose: “Who is he? Who is he? Who are you? Who am I?”

The pony started to shout as if his mind had gone crazy. Suddenly he heard a voice answering him: “We were not created in vain. It's all about destiny.”

“White” stood on his feet frightened looking to right and left:

- “Who are you? Who are you?”

- “I am your past, and you are my future,” replied the voice. 

- “Dad, that’s you... Dad, Dad,” shouted “White.”

"White" forgot his injuries and start to look all over the place for the source of the voice. But...there was absolutely no one.

The Departure

“White” was tired of searching, and so he decided to finish his way towards the mountain. The water is still fresh and pure. “White” thanked God then rested under the waterfall and began to drink eagerly. “White” returned to the middle of the forest, looking for medicinal herbs for his injury. 

- “How horrible! What’s this damage?”

- “If my wound continues like this, it will rot...”

- “So what is the solution?”

- “ The "Forbidden Mountain"...no...I can’t...but the wound...ah, it pains me.”

- “ I made my decision, I will look for medicinal herbs, then return.”

“White” returned to the mountain. He hesitated a little then started to ascend. He arrived to the peak exhausted and the sun was departing from the sky. He lied down on the grass and fell into a deep sleep.

“White” awoke and sun gently caressed his face, and then suddenly he was horrified what he saw. What this destruction? The hut and the shore had disappeared completely, and a large portion of the forest. In this place a large lake was born. 

-“What horror! As if I was never there!” “White” expressed.

- “What’s this!!” He repeated it in amazement after he turned to see the other side of the mountain. 

- "What are these white mountains! How beautiful...!"

- “Wow!... White huts!... yes, they’re huts. Oh, there are so many of them!... Is for this my father forbade me from climbing this mountain? Why? Oh father, I wish you were with me...You have a lot to answer for.”

“White” remained at the place for a week, where there was water, pasture, and medicinal herbs in abundance (from a side), and hoping that his father came looking for him (from the other side). And on the eighth day “White” decided to go to the huts, maybe he found someone to guide him to his father.

“White” stopped for a long time contemplating what was once his home, his homeland, his world, and tears gushed from his eyes. Then he turned around, heart breaking from the pain of separation, and said in a sad voice: “It’s time to depart.”
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Small animal

“White” began his first steps into the unknown. He had to cross a huge forest that was an extension of the first forest, but it was on the second side of the mountain. Going down from the peak was more difficult than ascending. It took our hero a full day just for that, then he spent the night on the outskirts of the unknown forest.

“White” woke up early – as was his habit – to the sound of birds singing.

- “What beautiful music, I hope my day is as beautiful.” “White” was optimistic on crossing the first bushes of the forest.

The weather was moderate and the sun's rays penetrated the tree branches, painting a beautiful picture with dots of light on the forest floor. The sight became more beautiful with the tireless movement of ants, coordinated webs of spiders, and patrolling bees, like soldiers surrounding the place.

The atmosphere started to grow cold. The further the pony penetrated inside the forest, the temperature of the place decreased. “White” could still bear it. Suddenly his limbs touched a cold wet soil, quickly turning white, as it would be a cold fleece. 

- “This is snow, no doubt, Oh! How I wanted to touch it one day, but it’s colder that what I imagined!”

“White” went deep into the snow, amazed by its magic and beauty, but he began to quickly feel the cold of the place, it became colder than he, or his body, could bear to fight it. He started searching for firewood here and there. Everything was white, and the tree branches weren’t dry. He looked for a neighboring cave, or dry place. He didn’t find any. His body temperature started to fall. The pony lied down on the ground resigned to his inevitable fate.

- “Dad...! Dad...!! I’m freezing Dad...!”

He raised his head high as he saw the sun bidding farewell, then closed his eyes: “Goodbye sun, Goodbye world I don’t yet know!!”

- “Help! Help!”

- “What is this voice? Strange language, but I understand it, there is someone who needs help.”

“White” gathered what remained of his strength and stumbled towards the source of the voice. 

- “Help! Help!”

The pony approached the source of the sound, and suddenly collided with a small animal that was fleeing from someone else.
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