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CHAPTER 1

The first dream came as a bit of a revelation, but when these
dreams started to occur during the day, Brett really knew there
was a problem.
The first dream was a bit like an adventure and there was
definitely the sense that here were heroes, and his euphoria certainly made it feel that he was one of them.
It was clear that there was someone who’d visited his psyche
during a dream that first time, and he woke feeling great. He was
totally refreshed with knowledge and a sense of power. It wasn’t
that often that you woke from a dream feeling empowered.
He strove to recall the dream with only limited success. It
had the overwhelming aspect of a personality which was larger
than life being his friend. His soul buddy even, and this friend
was more than himself. It was someone to be admired, respected
and even revered. Like it was almost religious, and Brett was not
a religious person.
He’d woken feeling refreshed and alive and went to work at
the call centre, and his day was unbelievable. He knew what the
callers (who he typically referred to as ‘The Whiners’) wanted
and he had all the answers. It seemed he knew exactly what their
problem was and at the end of the day, he had a log of 50 whiners who left happy and he hadn’t given away a cent.
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He almost felt like he enjoyed the job, which was a new experience.
This job was at best a money making exercise for as long as
he could stand it, and he’d guessed the day before that might
extend to a fortnight at best.
“Hey Brett,” shouted his mate Phil after the shift. “How
come no escalations today? You always manage to get at least
one nutter.”
Brett regarded Phil as one of the masters of ‘Laid- Back’.
Someone who would remain calm, even if it’d been reported
that his call centre had two minutes to survive before a meteor
impact. He was cool and unflappable.
“I guess I had a lucky day,” he replied, with a grin. “What’s
doing mate? I could celebrate such a miracle with a few coldies.”
There was a staff bar in the building and it operated after
hours every day, so even the shifties could grab a beer when
they could, though it would be frowned upon if they got pissed
during call time.
“Sorry mate,” replied Phil. “The little woman has me up for
her mother’s birthday dinner and I’m totally booked.”
Brett knew he was beaten and shrugged off the lost opportunity saying, “No problem, Mate. I guess I’ll score this day to an
aberration, but not a miracle.”
Phil Laughed and wished him the best.
If it weren’t for the team members he worked with, this job
would be a total loss and Brett shut down the screen and cut off
his earphones.
He went home and after a quick shower, put on the stereo
and considered his dinner options. He could always go to his
parents, but he didn’t like all that wholesome food. They’d push
some chicken curry on him and he really just wanted something
light.
He decided he’d go for Thai and rang Freddie, his steady
girlfriend of six months and suggested they have dinner.
Freddie was keen and hearing her voice, he was immediately
looking forward to seeing her again. She was a real gem because
she never made too much of these invitations and he knew she
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wouldn’t feel bad about not having the invitation. He knew if
she wanted him to have dinner, she would just ring him as well
and there was no big deal to it. Sometimes he thought she was
the best woman he’d ever find, but they were just twenty seven
and neither had considered a marriage or children just yet.
Maybe neither considered that this was love either, but Brett
knew it must come close.
He decided to watch the news to kill the hour before he’d
said he’d pick her up, and sat before the news channel with a
cold glass of beer.
His eyes closed after a few minutes and he fell into a deep
sleep as his mind shifted to a dream state, where visitors seemed
to come and go.
In his mind, he stood on a beach under a brilliant blue sky.
There were naked people on the beach and he realized he was
also naked, but he wasn’t too sure whether he was male or female. He regarded his genitals and felt aroused, but couldn’t
quite conclude his actual gender. It didn’t really matter, because
he was soon drifting away on some strange boat on a river which
was more like a road, and all these people kept coming and going.
His mind registered the archetypal images, but there was a
sudden shift and his subconscious was forced to recognize a new
presence amongst his subconscious array of imagined people.
His mind was snapped into a new state of awareness and the
new presence commanded his attention. This person was quite
clearly a woman and she was everything a woman could be. He
could visualize her breasts beneath her robe and felt the silkiness
of her pubic hair and the softness and heat of her skin.
“Brett, you are now to discover the greatest truth,” she said,
standing before him in a brilliant sheer yellow robe. There was
no shift between nudity and being clothed like in a dream,
though he could sense the femininity beneath the thin cloth.
He felt that he was about to receive a great knowledge which
had eluded mankind and wished he had a pen to write it down.
“Ready and waiting,” he replied inanely, feeling that this superior woman would find his answer shallow.
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If he was thinking he’d receive the answer to the meaning of
life, he was more than baffled when she said, “Rats and Mice eat
chocolate, but keep their nails clean.”
He woke in a slight sweat, with a feeling that something special had been given to him, but having unusual recall of this
dream, he realized it was a fairly crappy message, if that was all
there was to it. Rats and Mice eating chocolate. He knew they’d
most likely die eating chocolate, because their metabolisms
couldn’t handle it.
His phone rang and Freddie said, “Hey Brett. I’m ready and
waiting for the prince to arrive but he’s nowhere to be seen.”
Brett looked at his watch and realized he’d slept an hour and
a half which was not like him.
“Sorry Freddie,” he said. “I fell asleep. Had an amazing
dream but I’ll be there soon with what may be the meaning of
life as we know it.”
Freddie laughed and said, “As long as it involves you and
me, I’m OK with that.”
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