

[image: image]




What People Are Saying About


BLUE


We live in remarkable times that call for fierce, powerful stories of great vision, especially for kids facing unprecedented changes. Blue offers a potent and inspiring message of truth about where we are in this world, now. And it shows us how to build bridges to the future we all know is possible ... bridges we are absolutely going to need in each and every one of our communities. Allen has built a compelling and mystical bridge to that world and our innate, awakening wisdom: our spiritual connection to Earth and the luminous web of life. Earth is calling us with urgent dreams, and Blue offers a path for us to answer. Rachel Clark, science and environment writer, author of The Blackfish Prophecy, endorsed by Dr. Jane Goodall and Bill McKibben


***


Blue is a beautiful story of spiritual passion, danger, and transformation, culminating in a profound and surprising rebirth, as told by the gifted yet struggling Maisie-Grace. To save her dear tree friend, Blue, Maisie learns to do somersaults with her fears, grows stronger and dares to go out on a limb to express her authentic self. This is a story with powerful transformations and a joyful twist of hope and enduring trust in the continuity of Mother Nature. A child of the forest myself, this book is a treasure chest of life lessons. It strengthens your trust and connection to the natural order and the sacredness of life.


Gail McMeekin, LICSW, Author of The 12 Secrets of Highly Creative Women, and The Power of Positive Choices


***


Like Maisie-Grace, I grew up feeling different — dreaming with angels and having visions. “My whole life is seeing stuff without being able to say it.” For anyone who feels other-than, Blue is a balm for heart and soul. While this is intended for middle schoolers, it’s my fervent hope that this is a crossover book that reaches an adult audience, as its characters have so much to teach us all. The tree wisdom, the wisdom of children’s hearts, is needed more than ever if we are to save our planet. Like Maisie-Grace, JAX, and Macon, today’s children are listening to this earth’s wisdom. Blue is a comforting guide to help us deal with the challenges we face as our earth continues to shift. “I think we live in times where we have to build our part of the bridge.” With Blue, Allen has created a much-needed bridge for kids and adults alike as we walk into a challenging and unknown future. Ellen Newhouse, acupuncturist, sound healer, and author of the memoir Nothing Ever Goes on Here


***


This book changed the way I walk through the woods and think about trees — and helped me excavate my own preteen self, who went silent way back when. Imagine falling asleep curled in the roots of a huge tree as it whispers to you. Allen’s writing is compelling — and she is especially good in the moments when Maisie-Grace is overwhelmed by her visions and when the old tree, Blue, speaks to her. When Allen weaves emotion, wonder, fear, and wisdom in staccato bursts and long streams of consciousness, her language allows us to inhabit Maisie-Grace’s heart and feel what it is like to be psychic in a harsh and insensitive world. Blue is a lyrical and important book for our times, and impossible to put down. I love this book and wish I’d had it to read when I was eleven.


Madeleine Eno, book coach, editor, Human Design insights
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To Sheila,


who passed away and then came back to tell me this story.




[image: image]




[image: image]


First published by Our Street Books, 2025


Our Street Books is an imprint of Collective Ink Ltd.,


Unit 11, Shepperton House, 89 Shepperton Road, London, N1 3DF


office@collectiveinkbooks.com


www.collectiveinkbooks.com


www.Ourstreet-Books.com


For distributor details and how to order please visit the ‘Ordering’ section on our website.


Text copyright: Caroline Allen 2023


ISBN: 978 1 80341 692 2


978 1 80341 702 8 (ebook)


Library of Congress Control Number: 2023949023


All rights reserved. Except for brief quotations in critical articles or reviews, no part of this book may be reproduced in any manner without prior written permission from the publishers.


The rights of Caroline Allen as author have been asserted in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.


A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library.


Design: Lapiz Digital Services


UK: Printed and bound by CPI Group (UK) Ltd, Croydon, CR0 4YY Printed in North America by CPI GPS partners




We operate a distinctive and ethical publishing philosophy in all areas of our business, from our global network of authors to production and worldwide distribution.







Previous Titles by Caroline Allen


The Elemental Journey series (adult literary fiction) follows a mystic around the world as she comes to terms with her gift in a world rocked by climate change.


***


Earth


In Missouri, Pearl Swinton is rooted in the land of her rural ancestors, who fear her mysticism.


ISBN: 0997582405


Air


Pearl moves to Tokyo where she floats above the culture, and sees herself reflected in a homeless man she befriends.


ISBN: 0997582421


Fire


On a walk about across S.E. Asia, Pearl begins the burning of the ego that will help her own her powers.


ISBN: 0997582448


Water


In the rainy Pacific Northwest, Pearl begins a deep healing that will help her own who she truly is.


ISBN: 0997582464
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Our tree became the talking tree of the fairy tale; legends and stories nestled like birds in its branches.


Willa Cather




BLUE




Chapter 1


The child hunches over our roots in the blustery night, holding a stone in her palms. She worries it with her thumbs, stands, and raises it above her head. Opening her palms, she calls the rain to wash over it, the downpour to cleanse it.


She brings the rock to her mouth and whispers to it. That she is with us, here in the forest, in the middle of the night whispering to a stone is not new. Often at night, she has dreams. She runs down to us, finds pebbles, or bark, or fir cones, and speaks her dream-story deep into their heft.


We listen to this dream (we listen to them all), for her dreams are important. Her dreams tell the future. Her dreams prepare us for what is to come. They are not easy, a weight on such a small child. It was our idea for her to purge them into the rocks, to plant them in the earth. When we first met her seasons ago, we had not met a dreamer like her for quite some time, not since we were no more than a sapling ourself.


The child, soaked through now, dripping from red curls to bare toes, finishes the telling into the stone. She shuffles around our trunk to the back, fighting brambles and blackberry thorns, scrambling, searching. She runs her palm against our bark, letting her fingers be her eyes. Finally, she feels it, the hole at our base near one of the roots, a space no bigger than a squirrel or a large bird. Pine needles lay like a blanket on top. She palms them out of the way. Underneath are many such rocks and cones and bits of forest.


Dozens of buried dreams.


She kisses the rock and places it in with the rest. She covers them back with the needle blanket. She stands and throws her arms around us, drenched face pressed against sopping bark.


Crying, she runs from the moist forest, runs from the rock, runs from her cradled dreams.




MAISIE-GRACE




Chapter 2


My name is Maisie-Grace LaForet. If you saw me, maybe you’d think I was like some normal 8-year-old. You’d think I was weird, with crazy red hair, clothes with stripes and flowers, and boots with purple polka dots. Maybe you’d think I’m an 8-year-old clown girl.


But the problem is I’m 11. And nothing about me is very funny.


If you saw me, you would not know that I am the dreamer of nightmares that come true, a person who could see the future. All my life I’ve had dreams—about floods and forest fires, about scary fathers, sad mothers, about missing dogs and found cats. About people getting sick. About a friend’s mom who dies in a car crash.


It’s not much better during the day. I can read people’s minds. I can see what’s going to happen before it happens – even in the daylight. A gift like that makes you super popular.


Not.


Mom calls me “too sensitive.”


Aunt Angel says, “Honey, that kid leaves sensitive in the dust.”


The dreams happen every few months, sometimes in clusters, two or three at a time. Those are the exhausting ones. The future visions happen every day when I’m around other people. I’m OK if I’m in the forest. I’m OK if I keep as far away from people as I can possibly get.


I used to tell my mom about the dreams and the knowings, but not anymore, and I can no longer tell Aunt Angel because she’ll tell Mom. I used to tell Jack, my ex-best friend, but that was before.


Maybe you think it’s exciting to see the future. Maybe you think it’s fun to wait for something that you know is coming that no one else sees. Maybe you think it’s powerful.


It’s not. It makes you jumpy. You have to pretend. People say something is one way and you see the opposite, and you have to smile and nod. You become a bobblehead dog on the dashboard of life, head wobbling with every bump in the road.


Your whole life becomes about pretending. You become a master pretender.




Chapter 3


I jump up in bed. Twister screeches a meow, leaps, and lands near the door.


No!


No!


It can’t be.


It


Just


Can


Not


Be!


Another horrible dream, a nightmare, one of the worst.


I kick off the covers and run. Twister flies beside me—through the living room, out the front door, across the yard, through the forest of young trees.


Down.


Down.


Down.


It’s still dark, and it goes darker and colder inside the mossy old growth. Twister shoots like orange lightning deeper into the forest. We won’t see him again for a while. He runs away when I have one of my really bad dreams. He won’t be back until the dream becomes reality.


“Blue!” I cry. “Blue!” I throw myself against her. The moss covering her bark is wet, and I put my face against it, tears mixing with dew. I can’t catch my breath.


What is it, child?


Tears turn to sobs.


What?


I open my mouth but nothing comes. I can’t tell her. I can’t. I hold onto her with one hand and bend over gasping.


Find a rock, child.


I shake my head. This one is too big for any rock.


A cone? A bit of bark?


I keep shaking my head.


Is it that bad? Blue asks.


“I can’t tell you.”


There is nothing you can’t say to us, Blue whispers, voice like the wind.


“Blue, please.” I start panicking again, choking.


OK. Breathe with me, Blue says. Come on. You know how to breathe, don’t you?


Blue says this all the time. You know how to breathe, don’t you? Like everybody knows how to breathe. But do they? Really?


We do this breathing together all the time. I stand close to Blue’s bark, breathe in oxygen, and give my carbon dioxide. It’s our ritual. I stand up and put both palms on the bark, hyperventilating.


Breathe in.


Gasp. Cough. The smell is dirty and sweet.


Breathe out.


Lips close to bark. Pushing the air like blowing out birthday candles.


Breathe in.


Breathe out.


Breathe in.


Breathe out.


Calmer and calmer until I’m quiet.


Holding onto these dreams won’t help anyone, child. Hiding yourself helps none of the others.


Holding on? Hiding? That’s all I ever do.


My mother’s voice cuts through the air. “Maisie-Grace are you down there again? Come on up now. I can’t take much more of this!”


I find a big stick, turn my back so Blue won’t hear. This one is too big even for Blue. I’ll have to tell her at some point, but not now. Not now. I whisper the new horrible dream into it. When I try to bury it, it won’t fit—it’s too big. I’m trying to figure out what to do when Mom’s screaming voice echoes through the dark. “Maisie-Grace, I said now!”


I have no choice but to take the stick with me.


***


Open my mouth, stick out my tongue, squish my eyes, scream a silent scream, make a blank face. Again and again.


Scream face.


Blank face.


Crazy face.


Shut face.


I take my cheeks and eyes through the motions until the blank is convincing. Mom can’t know about the dream. She can’t see it on my face.


When I reach the front porch, I stop and turn. Every morning I have to say hello to the view. We live on a huge plot of land in Oregon. Trees and clouds and grass are people, too. We think they don’t feel, but they do.


The sun is rising and shooting rays through the branches. One thousand personalities stretch out for hundreds of yards—trees rolling into clouds and folding into hills. The young trees, and the old growth, and the birches, and a pond. An abandoned Christmas tree lot grown wild like a messy holiday. Wild bunnies and squirrels. A family of deer. At night, Mom and I watch the deer like TV. We’ve seen bobcats and mountain lions, coyotes and bears.


It’s not our property, it’s the landlord’s. It’s not the landlords, it belongs to Mother Nature. It’s all so confusing. The only thing that makes sense to me is the world of the forest. The rest of the world – the quote-unquote real world – is just craziness.


Silent scream, blank face, crazy face, blank face.


Blank face.


Blank face.


Now I must leave the world of dreams and forests and enter the world of everything else. It takes focus. Even without the horrible dream last night, every time I wake up, I have to shift my mind from the dream world to the real world. It takes concentration. A decision. The same thing happens when I come up from the forest. I have to shift my mind from talking to trees to talking to people. It’s not as easy as you might think.


I turn back toward the house. A laminated sunflower card hangs from the front door knob. This means Mom’s in the shed. She must know I’m barefoot (I’m always barefoot, sometimes in the snow) because she’s put out yellow shoes. I put them on, but only because of the blackberry thorns on the way to the shed.


Through the side gate to the backyard, through another gate, and across a field, the blackberry vines tug at my pajama legs like they’re trying to tell me something. My insides are mush, the dream crying: Listen to me. Listen! It’s urgent!


I was 8 when I learned to keep my mouth shut. I learned to keep my dreams shut. I had a dream to end all dreams, a nightmare so scary I could hardly breathe. I rushed to Mom and it gushed out of me like hot wind. Mom’s face then, that horrified look when I told her. When the terrible thing came true two days later, when we were all slammed down by sadness, Mom wouldn’t look at me. She was scared of me. She wanted to run away from me. We never spoke about it again. I lost my voice.


The field drops into a ravine. A hawk floats at eye level, playing on the wind. I watch the hawk fly and push the new dream down.


Down.


Down.


Down.


So far down that no one will ever see it on my face.




Chapter 4


The shed is a sad sight. Weeds and vines crawl up its sides, the wood is rotting and there are holes that critters get through. As I open the door, it falls in my hand, the top rotted where a hinge should be.


It always shocks me when I open the door to Mom’s studio. The outside may be ugly, but the inside is like a paint factory exploded. Colors shout from every whitewashed corner, from the floor and the ceiling, too. Dozens of paintings hang from every wall. A disco ball throws stars as paper paintings flutter from a fishing line strung from the ceiling. Every surface is covered with supplies. The floor is speckled and dotted with thousands of rainbow drips.


Mom is at her easel, covered in paint. I know immediately something is wrong. Mom’s a bright light, but bright lights create big shadows. Mom has big shadows.


“There you are,” she says, not looking at me. “Breakfast is on your table. I want to get to the mall and get it done, so don’t dawdle.”


I step over Apollo who looks up and barks, and pick my way over cans of brushes and squished tubes of paint to my corner table where a bowl of muesli awaits. She’s forgotten the bananas. That is definitely not a good sign.


I study her, at the dark circles beneath her eyes, and my heart drops. I always see it coming before she does.


“Come on, Maisie, eat up. I want to get to the mall early.”


“I still haven’t decided,” I say.


We’re going today to the mall to pick out school clothes. I’ve never been. To school, that is. I’ve always been homeschooled. If I do decide to go, I’ll be entering the first year of middle school. “You told me it was my decision, whether I wanted to go or not.”


“We talked about this, right? We’re getting the clothes anyway,” she says. She seems so tired, turns to her painting, and slashes through it with black thick paint. “Sick of this painting,” she says. “Look, I told you already—you’ve got to have some kind of socialization with the rest of humanity.” She holds the paintbrush like a sword.


“I have ‘socialization’,” I use air quotes, and then count on my fingers, “No. 1 with Blue, No. 2 and 3 with Apollo and Twister, and No. 4 and 5 with you and Aunt Angel.” I don’t add the sky or the dirt or the animals or the whole forest – she knows about Blue but we don’t talk about that much anymore—because that will not help me win my case.


“Just go to the mall with me, will you Maisie, and not be difficult? Just once?”


When Mom registered me for school two months earlier, she told me it was my choice, but she had to register me to cover all the bases. Afterward, I overheard her talking to Aunt Angel on the phone. “I don’t think being around me is good for her. She has to be able to survive in the real world…The real world.” Silence. “Yeah, I’m taking my medication but it doesn’t…” Silence. “What if I’m not around?” The last line shot through my body. Mom held her cell with hard white knuckles. I could sense her fear. Her fear joined my fear. Our fear made my stomach tie up in knots.


Back in the shed, I watch Mom and my stomach goes in knots because she’s not OK now either. I finish eating as fast as I can. “OK, I’m done. I’ll go get dressed. OK?” I say. If I just do what she wants, she’ll be happy. Right?


She’s staring darkly at her painting. She doesn’t answer.


I turn to her as I head out of the shed, smile, and nod, but she doesn’t see me.


***


The shopping mall is packed with parents and kids, everyone is also apparently shopping for school. This is only the third time I’ve been in a mall in my life. Screaming and crying and nagging and yelling and laughing – a huge ball of noise is bouncing everywhere, off floors and walls, beans me in the forehead and I can’t breathe.


I drag Mom into the first store we come to.


A teenage girl comes up. “Can I help you all? I see her name tag. Suzie. “You going to a costume party?” she says to me. At first, I’m confused, then I glance around and see all the clothes are white, black, and grey.


Mom tells her we’re here for school clothes, and this is the first time ever I’ll be going to school. I try to catch her eye to shut her up, but she tells Suzie everything. “Do you have her style here?” she says, pointing at me.


“School!” Suzie cries. “No, no, no. Girl, no! I can’t let you go to school in those. I’d never forgive myself. Aren’t y’all glad you met me!”


She looks me over and guesses my size. “I think we got some petite stuff that’ll fit you. “Go back to the changing room. Go on. I’ll bring it right to you.”


Mom and I go back and wait. Suzie comes with arms full of jeans, black leggings, grey, black and white tops, and white sneakers. Only one shirt has any color.


“These are what you’ll want to be wearing,” she says. “I promise. Trust me, OK? I do this all day. Every day. This is what all the girls are wearing now.” She bends down to me like I’m 5, and pinches my cheek. “Y’all don’t want to be standing out like a clown now, do you?”


She dumps the load in the dressing room, picks out a pair of distressed jeans, a top, sneakers. “Now, I made sure I got at least one top in your style. Go ahead. Y’all see what I mean.”


I hesitate.


“Don’t be shy.”


Putting on the clothes is like climbing into a different person’s body. The hoodie says: “Positive Vibes and High Fives” and has two high-fiving rainbow hands, and the palms come together when you zip it up. I come out of the stall.


“Oh girl, look at you.” Suzie claps. “You’re so tiny. How little you are! Oh, the other girls are going to be jelly of you!” She leans behind me, puts her face next to mine, and stares at me in the full-length mirror. “Big red curls, big blue eyes, y’all going to be the most popular kid at school.”


My body starts buzzing. Overwhelm. I tug at the jeans. I can’t breathe. I cannot breathe!


Mom sees it. I may not tell her about the dreams, but I can’t hide the other stuff. She pushes me back into the stall. While I’m changing, I hear her tell Suzie, “We’ll be right out.”


“Oh, I need to see the other outfits, y’all…”


“It’s OK. It’s OK,” Mom says, moving her out of the changing rooms.


When I come out in my clothes, Mom grabs the entire pile of black and gray clothes. “These will have to do. Let’s get out of here.”


We rush to the check stand and pay.


As we’re leaving, I hear Suzie say to the other clerk. “Y’all, she was going to wear clothes like that to school.” I turn to see her pointing at me, at my regular clothes, the striped top and polka dot leggings, and neon scarf. The other clerk giggles.
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