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         “This is a lovely book that can open anyone’s eyes to the “oneness” of all creation. For children it can awaken conscious perception of the wonders of life and time within a larger existence. For adults it can unblock channels, re-admit the joy of living, and remind us that we are in every moment and for all time part of an ongoing process greater than the here and now.”

         
             

         

         - David Hammond, 

         Professor of Theatre Studies, Guilford College, American Repertory Theater/Moscow Art Theater School Institute for Advanced Theatre Training at Harvard University

      

   


   
      

         
            Dedications

         

         
            For my forever friend and muse, Peter (1944-2000) who helped me write this story,

            And

            For my wonderful friend and mentor, Jean (1935-2008) who inspired her lovely daughter, Michelle, to produce these beautiful illustrations.

            And

            For my darling husband, Guy, who has been, so often, part of the story of my life. Love and thanks for all the help and encouragement to get this book on the road.

            Also

            For my three girls, Ali, Nessa and Charlie who are the joys of my life

Along with my beloved and incredible Grandchildren, Alex, Jess, Will, Jacqui, Andrew, Arabella, Mackenzie and Lucinda, whom I love to distraction!

            And

            Last but not least to Alice and George, my inspirational parents, who lovingly supported me and encouraged me to be the person I am; 

            Thank You!

         

      

   


   
      

         
            Acknowledgements

         

         A great big thank you to Lisa Fugard who helped me way beyond my expectations in the editing of this story.

         A big thank you to Michelle Key for illustrating the book’s Magickal cover.

         Thanks to my daughter, Vanessa, for showing me how to get around the computer. Thanks to Ali and Charlie for their encouragement.

         Thank you to my husband, Guy, for tirelessly reformatting the script each time it was edited.

      

   


   
      
         

         
            For Alex

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            “When your heart is in your dream, no request is too extreme”

             

            - Jiminy Cricket

         

      

   


   
      

         
            Chapter 1

            Moons, Magick and Reminiscence

         

         Alex was in his bed with a blazing fire crackling in the hearth. Outside a storm was raging and the ancient oak tree, which he had loved since he was a little boy, was bending and swaying and creaking like a ship at sea. He could see through the curtains and drowsily wondered why moonbeams were dancing around his bed.

         Wondrous indeed! But how could moonbeams be in his room, dancing around his bed? There was a storm outside and heavy clouds, bringing much needed rain; you could barely see the moon. Wait, were those fairies dancing around the lights on the ceiling? He raised himself up on one arm to take a closer look, peering through sleepy eyes, quickly scanning the room. Yes, there were fairies in the fireplace too. The most beautiful, irridescent being he had ever seen was singing a soft melodious lullaby just for him!

         He’d never experienced music like this before; he could feel it and hear it and see it at the same time and it gave him a feeling of unbounded happiness and joy. Oh he didn’t want this to stop. He thought fleetingly of his Grandmother, Nonni, and how she would enjoy this but was immediately pulled back into this magical new land of dreamy dimensions.

         Well, as Nonni says, you only have to dream of how you would like things to be and …

         Suddenly there was Nonni with her twinkling brown eyes and pixie hair cut and they were being whisked along on a wonderful journey together, no, not to the Land of Oz, as in ‘Wizard’, but similarly, into another dimension. We’ll call it Xanadu, an idyllic place where all sorts of wishes and dreams come true.

         “Help!” said Alex, tummy tickling with excitement. “Nonni, you’re coming too aren’t you?”

         She seemed a little hesitant and a bit surprised but he dragged her by the hand and made her follow him, as children often do. Nonni had told Alex that if you wished to make something happen you must first visualize it in your mind and then let it manifest. It may not turn out quite how you expected or in the timing you chose, but if it is good for you it will happen. Nonni had always told Alex to be careful to have good intentions when he was wishing.

         They went at a great rate through forests smoking with morning mists, past tall pine trees offering their conical fruits from welcoming limbs, across ferny floors covered with rusty bracken. And all the while the great golden orb in the sky peeped through the tall tree tops, sending shafts of sunlight to the forest floor where red and white toadstools and brilliant green ferns, provided shelter for croaking frogs and other small creatures of the forest.

         On and on they flew and then, suddenly, there they were, the little people. The fairy folk were up and about, scurrying to and fro about their very important business because as you know, everybody’s business is very important. Important in that every thought and action and word we utter has a cause and effect in the Universe as a whole. He could hear Nonni’s soft voice in his mind, telling him that every action influences every other action and that perpetual motion means that energy never stops moving and changing. And as you probably already know, we are all forms of energy. Everything we see, touch and hear is a different form of energy.

         Alex was fascinated by all this new information although he had a sneaking suspicion that he already knew these things in some other part of his brain. “Perhaps in another dimension,” the soft voice whispered.

         Alex’s Grandmother, Nonni, knew about different dreamy dimensions and the feelings that come from them and the joy in the soul, which makes your heart sing.

         The lighter the energy, the happier you feel. Funny how realizations and imaginings seem so real one minute and then the energy changes into another dimension, and all that happened before doesn’t seem so real or possible anymore, in fact we forget.

         With a whoosh, Alex and Nonni found themselves sitting in comfortable chairs and watched, in wonder, as a movie mysteriously began playing on a screen made of papyrus like material, which suddenly appeared in the midst of the forest. I suppose you could call it a ‘Goblin Drive In’ for all the fairy folk. The movie was called ‘The Dish’. It was the story of the part the Australians had played in the ‘First Moon Landing’ in 1969 whilst tracking the American spacecraft, Apollo 11, from the gigantic satellite dish in the outback.

         “There’s that number 11 on the spacecraft, a very Magickal number,” explained Nonni to Alex, “magick is sometimes spelt with a ‘K’ as it happens to be the 11th letter in many alphabets and is considered a very powerful and fortunate number.”

         “Hmmm,” said Alex, trying to work it out.

         The Dish beamed all the action back to Earth, so it could be seen on television by millions of people everywhere. The Astronauts discovered, among other things, that the moon was not made of cheese after all. They found that the youngest rocks on the moon are approximately the same age as some of our oldest. They also discovered that there was no life, as we know it, on the Moon. The fairy folk in the forest, cheered and clapped and stamped their feet when Neil Armstrong took his first small step on the Moon, and the forest was alive with animal noises of appreciation; uplifting the soul of the planet. Yes, many small animals had also joined the fairy folk to watch this fascinating event. There were silky squirrels, furry rabbits, slimy toads, squeaky field mice, prickly hedgehogs and a wise old owl that watched through blinking yellow eyes from a branch of a pine tree. All were rapt with attention at this amazing happening because, you see, they all somehow understood the enormity of the occasion. It’s all about those other dimensions of understanding, oneness.

         “Oh what a truly wonderful experience, watching that Movie in these surroundings, it makes it all so much more than just the moon landing, which was amazing in and of itself,” said Nonni.

         She had watched, as it happened all those years ago, in July 1969, and she excitedly told Alex of how she and Alex’s Grandfather and their friends had all rushed outside to look up at the moon to realize just how amazing the whole thing was. They had all imagined the astronauts as tiny specks walking around up there so many thousands of miles away in the Universe and were utterly dumbfounded!!

         “Time it was, and what a time it was, it was a time of innocence, a time of confidences,’’ Nonni said, flush with reminders of her youth. “That’s a phrase from a song called ‘Old Friends’ by a talented pair, Simon and Garfunkel. That was the 60’s! We felt that the World was our oyster and anything was possible; it was a time full of hope and good things. Hearts and souls soared like eagles in the sky. People laughed and had fun. Girls wore mini skirts and boys wore their hair with long sideburns.”

         Alex really wished that he had been part of it all. “Oh Nonni it sounds as if everyone was on holiday or in a movie!”

         “Yes that’s exactly how it felt Alex, but you will have your own sixties!” Nonni told him that he would be part of other great feats of humankind in his lifetime, like the moon landing, or maybe more excitingly, be part of other, as yet unknown, life forms and their achievements, joined with humanity, just as our lives now, are entwined with the dimensions of mineral, elemental, animal, human, angelic and the most mysterious and highest level of life, God.

         Alex and Nonni were both feeling very tired by now, and as they had that thought the forest slipped away. They found themselves in a well furnished room with two really squashy beds covered with plump goose-down quilts and pillows of the softest material either of them had ever felt. “Ohhhh, this is heaven Nonni.” Alex bounced as high as he could on what was obviously his bed. Heaven? He may have been right!

         The funny thing is, the beds seemed to hang in mid air apparently unsupported, well not by anything visible anyway. A meal appeared on a glass table between the two beds with white wine for Nonni and guava juice for Alex. After Dinner Alex snuggled into the pillowy bed, “Night, Night Nonni … where could we be now? Sooo exciting.”

         “Don’t know darling but what fun we’re having; what’s next? It’s like a book or a movie isn’t it?”

         “Better,” said Alex, “because it’s really happening Nonni. Aren’t we so lucky? I have such good feelings and I’m so tired” … his voice trailed off, …“This is cool.”

         Alex sank into an exhausted sleep, followed very quickly to dreamland by Nonni, but not before she wondered, ‘where were we now?’ They’d both felt a change in energy, time and place. They hadn’t noticed that their beds had landed gently on the tiled floor. Too tired to think anymore, she sank into a deep slumber. Strains of Jack Johnson … ‘Always better when we’re together’ echoing in Nonni’s brain.
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