
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Introduction 

Hello! I'm Zoha Kareem, broadcasting from the far side of the galaxy. Just kidding—I'm 
from Iran, where the capital is Tehran. Although with these US sanctions, it sometimes 
feels like we're living in another dimension entirely. 
 
so I’m about to celebrate my thirtieth birthday, and I felt inspired to create a survival guide 
based on the myriad adventures I've experienced throughout my life. While I won’t delve 
into every intricate detail, I can confidently say that after everything I've encountered, the 
fact that I am here today—whole, sane, and filled with joy—makes me feel remarkably 
resilient. 

Now, let me clarify: I am not a warrior princess; rather, I tend to be more sensitive and 
emotionally attuned. Nevertheless, I have discovered certain principles of survival that 
have helped me navigate life's challenges. In light of this, I have decided to craft a 
symbolic narrative rather than a traditional biography filled with despair. After all, who 
would want to read such a tale? 

 My hope is that this guide may resonate with others facing difficult times and perhaps 
even assist me in addressing my substantial debt by leveraging my strengths. 

 (No judgment, as per great Arnold Schwarzenegger:” we all fail, it’s ok. What is not ok is 
stay down when you fail.”)   

This workbook invites you on a journey through the rainforest alongside an extraterrestrial 
companion. You may wonder why you would embark on such an adventure. The answer 
lies in the fact that this being shares a remarkably similar experience to your own: he, too, 
is reluctant to be on Earth.  

Feeling lost and disoriented in unfamiliar surroundings, he grapples with anxiety 
stemming from the urgent need to take action—his home planet is under threat from a 
tyrant. This situation adds considerable stress, especially now that he finds himself in an 
entirely different galaxy. Together, you will explore themes of adaptation and resilience in 
the face of adversity. 

These narratives serve to enrich your inner wisdom and deepen your understanding of 
yourself. At the conclusion of each chapter, you will find thoughtfully designed Socratic-
style questions aimed at guiding you in uncovering the specific insights and messages 
conveyed within that chapter's story. This reflective process encourages personal growth 
and self-discovery, allowing you to engage meaningfully with the material. 

Please note that the storyline may not always align perfectly with the accompanying 
questions. For instance, Chapters 3 and 4 illustrate unexpected negative and positive 
consequences, while the questions prompt you to reflect on your consciously made 
decisions—both poor and wise. This divergence occurs because the narrative is loosely 
based on reality, and one of the primary goals of this story is to provide an escape from 



your daily stress by transporting you to an entirely new world.so while the flow of the story 
is relevant to the questions, it may not always be seamless.  

I sincerely hope you enjoy reading this story as much as I enjoyed writing it. It brings me 
great joy to know that you are engaging with my book, and I truly wish for it to have a 
meaningful impact on your life. Thank you for joining me on this journey, and may the 
insights you gain enrich your experiences. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 How to Engage with This Workbook 

 

1. Immerse yourself in the narrative, paying close attention to the details, dialogues, and 
the symbolism of fruits and animals. Every element carries a message; the depth of 
your exploration is entirely up to you. 

 

2. After each chapter, take the time to answer the accompanying questions. I 
recommend focusing on one question per day. There is no need to rush; if you feel that 



a particular question requires weeks of contemplation, allow yourself that time. 
Remember, this is not an exam—it's an opportunity to uncover the treasures within your 
mind. Embrace the process, as meaningful insights often take time to develop. 

3. If you feel inclined, consider sharing your insights with a friend who understands and 
appreciates your journey. Engaging in discussions can enhance your learning 
experience and provide new perspectives. However, if you prefer to keep your 
reflections private—as many introverts, including myself, might—feel free to cherish 
these discoveries as your own little secret. Ultimately, choose the approach that 
resonates best with you. 

4. Above all, take the time to enjoy every moment of your journey. Embrace the 
experiences, insights, and emotions that arise as you navigate through the story and 
your reflections. This process is not just about reaching a destination; it’s about 
appreciating each step along the way. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

As the dawn’s first light gently caressed the lush, emerald canopy of the rainforest, the 
world stirred to life in a harmonious symphony of chirps and rustles. Creatures of all 
kinds began to awaken; birds filled the air with their melodious songs, and even the 
smallest insects embarked on their bustling day. The dense foliage shimmered with 
dew, reflecting the golden hues of the rising sun. Monkeys swung gracefully from 
branch to branch, while the distant roar of a waterfall added a majestic undertone to the 
morning chorus. The scent of blooming flowers mingled with the earthy aroma of the 
forest floor, creating an intoxicating blend that heralded the start of a new day in this 
vibrant, untamed paradise. 

Jaguars prowled silently through the underbrush, their sleek forms blending seamlessly 
with the shadows. Anacondas slithered through the undergrowth, their scales glistening 
in the dappled sunlight. Bonobos chattered and played in the treetops, their laughter 
echoing through the forest. Parrots, with their brilliant plumage, darted between the 
trees, adding splashes of color to the verdant landscape. Each creature, from the 



mighty to the minute, played its part in the grand tapestry of life that unfolded with the 
rising sun. 

Yet, this peaceful morning was abruptly shattered by a loud, unfamiliar crash that 
echoed through the forest. The mighty trees trembled as if struck by an invisible force, 
their branches swaying violently. Leaves, startled from their slumber, detached from 
their perches and gently drifted down like tiny green parachutes, creating a surreal, 
slow-motion rain of foliage. 

High above, a sleek, metallic object, its surface glinting in the early light, plummeted 
from the sky, trailing smoke and sparks. It sliced through the canopy with a deafening 
roar, snapping branches and scattering wildlife in all directions. The once serene river, 
winding gracefully through the forest, became the object’s unintended landing strip. With 
a final, thunderous splash, it plunged into the water, sending towering waves crashing 
against the banks. 

The river, momentarily disturbed, churned and frothed around the submerged craft. Fish 
darted away in panic, and the ripples spread outwards, disturbing the tranquility of the 
morning. As the echoes of the crash faded, the forest began to settle once more, the 
leaves slowly drifting to the ground, and the water calming to a gentle ripple. The object 
lay half-submerged, its smooth, metallic surface reflecting the dappled sunlight, a stark, 
alien presence in the heart of the ancient forest, marking the beginning of an 
unexpected and extraordinary day. 

As the forest began to settle after the crash, a sense of cautious curiosity spread among 
its inhabitants. The first to approach were the monkeys, their agile forms swinging from 
branch to branch, chattering excitedly. They paused at a safe distance, their bright eyes 
wide with wonder as they observed the strange, metallic surface glinting in the sunlight. 

A pair of jaguars, sleek and powerful, emerged from the shadows, their movements 
silent and graceful. They prowled closer, their noses twitching as they sniffed the air, 
trying to make sense of the unfamiliar scent. Their golden eyes reflected the 
shimmering object, a mix of caution and intrigue evident in their gaze. 

From the treetops, a flock of parrots descended, their vibrant feathers adding splashes 
of color to the scene. They circled above the object, squawking loudly, their curiosity 
overcoming their usual wariness. One brave parrot landed on a nearby branch, tilting its 
head as it examined the smooth, reflective surface. 

An anaconda, its massive body gliding silently through the underbrush, approached the 
riverbank. It paused, its tongue flicking out to taste the air, sensing the disturbance in its 
territory. The serpent’s eyes, cold and calculating, fixed on the half-submerged object, 
its curiosity piqued by the strange intrusion. 

Even the smallest creatures were drawn to the scene. Insects buzzed around the 
object, their tiny wings creating a soft hum. Bonobos, usually playful and carefree, 
gathered in the trees, their chatter subdued as they watched the unfolding spectacle 
with wide, inquisitive eyes. 



The forest found itself host to an enigma. Each creature, from the smallest insect to the 
mightiest predator, felt the pull of the unknown, drawn together by a shared sense of 
wonder and curiosity. 

Old Raazi, a wise chameleon, was jolted from his sweet dreams as the world outside 

his cozy home seemed to hold its breath. 

"Oh dear, I hope nothing’s amiss," Raazi murmured to himself as he stretched his weary 

old limbs. Yawning widely, he glanced around. Just a few leaves had found their way 

into his cozy home. A sigh of relief escaped his lips as he contemplated returning to 

dreamland.  

But fate, it seemed, had other plans. A raucous blend of squawks and screeches 

echoed through the forest, and a vibrant flock of parrots burst into view, their colorful 

feathers a dazzling contrast to the green foliage. 

The parrots, a whirlwind of saffron and scarlet, were in an uproar. Their beady eyes 

darted between each other, their voices rising in excited squawks. "Raazi, old friend!" 

squawked one particularly bright green parrot, "Have you seen what fell from the sky?" 

"It's a rock, a huge, glowing rock!" chirped another. "I saw it plunge into the river with a 

mighty splash! And the strangest thing, Raazi, I could swear I saw inside it! Like looking 

through a window into another world." 

A smaller, bluer parrot joined the chorus, its voice trembling with excitement. "Yes, yes! 

And there were lights, Raazi, flickering lights! Blue and yellow, dancing and swirling 

inside the rock. It was like a tiny universe trapped in stone!" 

Raazi's patience was wearing thin. "Quiet, quiet!" he hissed, his voice a low rumble. "All 

this noise is giving me a headache. What do you parrots want, anyway?" 

The green parrot blinked, its bright eyes wide with disbelief. "Raazi, old friend, you won't 

believe your eyes. I swear, I saw a creature inside that rock." 



Raazi's mouth gaped open in astonishment. His mind raced, trying to comprehend the 

impossible. 

"Yes, yes!" chimed in the blue parrot. "It's like a tiny, chubby monkey, but without hair or 

a tail!" 

Raazi's voice, when it finally came, was laced with disbelief. "Rock, window, another 

universe, hairless monkey in the river... Have you parrots been feasting on those 

strange, purple mushrooms again?" 

"You must come see it, Raazi!" the parrots squawked. The parrots erupted into a 

chorus, their voices a cacophony of insistence. "Raazi, only you can help us understand 

this mystery!" "You're the wisest creature in the forest!" "Come on, Raazi, please!" 

Raazi rolled his eyes, a touch of sarcasm in his voice. "Oh, wonderful. Because I'm so 

fast at falling behind while you fly away, right?" 

The green parrot tilted its head, a look of honest bewilderment on its face. "Well, partly... 

Mostly because you're the only one who'll probably survive whatever's in there," it 

admitted with a cheerful shrug. 

"That's a different story altogether," Raazi grumbled, stretching his limbs with a yawn. 

"First, I need a good wash to freshen up, something to fill this empty tummy of mine, 

and a nice long soak in the warm sunlight. I'm not getting out of bed just yet." 

The green parrot's eyes widened. "What if that strange monkey thing comes out of the 

rock and, who knows? Maybe it'll try to steal someone's eggs! And you're worried about 

washing?" Its voice had some dramatic urgency, as if the fate of the entire rainforest 

rested on Raazi's immediate action. 

Raazi pondered this, his usually calm demeanor replaced by a look of concern. A bead 

of sweat trickled down his temple as he imagined the bizarre scenario the parrot had 

painted. With a dramatic sigh, he muttered, "Alright, alright, I hate myself already. But 

you don't expect me to go there all by myself, do you?!" 



With a collective effort, the parrots lifted Raazi into the air. His world tilted and spun as 

he was carried aloft, the familiar ground receding into a patchwork quilt of greens. The 

canopy, once a protective ceiling, now transformed into a breathtaking panorama. 

Sunlight filtered through the leaves, casting an ethereal glow on the verdant expanse 

below. 

The river, a sinuous ribbon of liquid turquoise, wound its way through the forest, its 

surface a mirror reflecting the sky's ever-changing hues. Here and there, it widened into 

tranquil pools, invitingly cool and still, while in other stretches, it cascaded over rocky 

outcrops, sending up sprays of crystalline mist. The banks were adorned with a riot of 

colors: the fiery orange of flamboyant flowers, the deep purple of orchids, and the 

delicate pink of countless unnamed blossoms. It was a world teeming with life, a 

symphony of sights and sounds that filled Raazi with a mix of awe and trepidation. 

The parrots descended with a flurry of wings, gently depositing Raazi on the rocky 

riverbed. With a final, encouraging squawk, they disappeared into the dense foliage, 

their vibrant plumage blending seamlessly with the green tapestry of the forest. 

Raazi shook his head, a wry smile playing on his lips. He looked around, taking in the 

strange, otherworldly landscape. The riverbed was a mosaic of smooth, water-worn 

stones, interspersed with larger boulders that jutted out like the backs of submerged 

crocodiles. And there, in the middle of this aquatic labyrinth, was the rock. It was larger 

than he had imagined, its surface smooth and dark, almost oily in appearance. Curiosity 

piqued, Raazi took a cautious step forward, his eyes fixed on the enigmatic object. 

The object was a colossal puzzle washed ashore by an unseen tide. Its form was alien, 

a stark contrast to the organic curves of the natural world. Smooth and impervious, it 

seemed to have been molded from a substance unknown to the rainforest. Its surface 

was scarred with deep, jagged fissures, as though a cosmic cataclysm had torn at its 

skin. Yet, amidst the chaos of these wounds, there was a strange order, an intricate 

network of lines and curves that resembled the delicate tracery of a leaf. 



As Raazi drew closer, his senses were assaulted by the unfamiliarity. The object 

hummed with a low, insistent vibration, like a giant, slumbering beast. And then there 

were the lights, pulsating with an eerie rhythm. Tiny orbs of blue and yellow danced 

across its surface, creating mesmerizing patterns that shifted and changed. A sharp, 

metallic tang filled the air, a scent foreign to the rainforest, a pungent reminder of an 

alien world. It was as if the very fabric of reality had been breached, and a piece of 

another dimension had washed up on the riverbank. 

With a gulp, Raazi summoned his courage. This was a moment for this chameleon of 

legends. He cautiously approached the colossal object, his heart pounding in his chest. 

Reaching out a trembling paw, he touched the cold, smooth surface. It was solid, 

immovable, yet it seemed to vibrate with an inner energy. 

Driven by an insatiable curiosity, he peered into one of the jagged fissures. It was like 

looking into the maw of a cosmic beast. The interior was a cavernous space, bathed in 

an otherworldly glow. Strange shapes were suspended in mid-air, pulsating with a soft, 

ethereal light. Wires and tubes, like the veins of a colossal, alien plant, snaked their way 

through the cavern, disappearing into the depths. At the far end, a colossal, 

hemispherical dome offered a glimpse of a star-filled sky, but not the familiar one. 

These stars were different, arranged in patterns unknown to Raazi, promising mysteries 

yet to be discovered. 

Suddenly, a figure emerged from the depths of the cavern. It was small, almost monkey-

like, with an undeniable sense of intelligence in its large, blue eyes. Its skin was a hue 

of the sky on a clear night, and its body was rounded and plump, like a miniature moon. 

With a swift movement, it reached out a tiny, delicate hand towards Raazi, its voice a 

high-pitched whisper, "what is this planet?" 

Raazi's jaw dropped in astonishment. He had never encountered anything like this in all 

his long life. "Planet?" he said; his voice filled with confusion. "What is a planet?" 



The little blue creature's eyes widened in exasperation. "A planet! It's a big, round thing 

that goes around a star! You know, like the thing that makes day and night!" It paused; 

its tiny brow furrowed in concentration. "Or maybe it's the other way around? I forget." 

Raazi tilted his head, completely baffled. "A round thing that goes around... what now?" 

Panic seemed to flicker in the creature's large eyes. It fumbled frantically in its pockets, 

producing a strange, glowing device. It tapped at it furiously, its tiny fingers a blur of 

motion. "Coordinates! Navigation! Where am I?" it squeaked, its voice rising in pitch. 

The little blue creature's panic was escalating. Its eyes darted around wildly, its 

breathing rapid. "How did I end up on Earth? Earth?! This isn't on the map! This isn't 

supposed to happen!" It clutched its head in its tiny hands, its voice rising to a shrill cry. 

"I'm lost! I'm so lost!" 

Raazi, ever the calm observer, decided to try and soothe the panicked creature. "Who 

are you?" he asked gently, his voice a soothing counterpoint to the creature's hysteria. 

The little blue being's cries grew louder, a cacophony of unintelligible sounds. 

"Navigation error! Dimensional rift! Emergency protocol engaged! This is not supposed 

to happen!" It thrashed about, its tiny limbs flailing helplessly. "I'm stranded! Lost in the 

cosmos!" 

The little blue creature, its panic slowly subsiding, turned to Raazi with a look of 

desperate hope. It was a poignant shift from the frantic being that had moments ago 

filled the cavern with its cries. Its large, blue eyes, once filled with terror, now held a 

plea for guidance. "What do we do now?" it squeaked, its voice trembling slightly. The 

question hung heavy in the air, a stark contrast to the creature's previous chaotic state. 

It was a curious predicament. The irony was not lost on Raazi. He couldn't suppress a 

small, amused chuckle. "Well," he began, drawing out the word for dramatic effect, "I'm 

not quite sure, but I do know a thing or two about finding the juiciest insects." 



The little blue creature's face contorted into a look of sheer horror. Its eyes bulged like 

startled frogs, and its mouth formed an O of astonishment. "Insects?! You want me to 

eat bugs?! I'm not a carnivorous plant! I've consumed quantum energy, not crunchy 

protein!" It flailed its tiny arms, its voice rising to a hysterical pitch. "This is a crisis! A 

cosmic catastrophe! I'm stranded on a bug planet!" 

The little blue being was a whirlwind of frantic energy. It darted about the cavern like a 

trapped firefly, its tiny limbs a blur of motion. A litany of complex, incomprehensible 

terms tumbled from its lips: "Intergalactic portals," "quantum fluctuations," "dimensional 

displacement," and "fringe space anomalies." It was a dizzying display of scientific 

jargon, delivered with an urgency that belied its diminutive size. The creature seemed to 

be reliving a thousand calculations gone awry, each misstep a fresh wave of panic. 

Raazi watched the spectacle with a mixture of amusement and concern. This was 

clearly a being far removed from the tranquil rhythms of the rainforest. When the 

creature finally ran out of breath, collapsing in a heap on the cavern floor, Raazi cleared 

his throat. "So," he began, his voice a soothing counterpoint to the alien's hysteria, "do 

you like fruit? I know a fig tree just up the river." 

The little blue being paused, its rapid breathing slowing to a calmer pace. Its eyes, still 

wide with fear, held a flicker of determination. "Crex," it said, its voice a low growl. "The 

Supreme Commander. He's a tyrant. He must have arrested my friends by now." 

Raazi tilted his head, his curiosity piqued. "Crex?" he repeated, "Who's Crex?" 

The little being took a deep breath, as if steeling itself for another outburst. "Crex," it 

began, its voice filled with a mixture of fear and defiance, "is the leader of the Galactic 

Federation. He's a power-hungry despot who's turned the Federation into a military 

dictatorship." 

The little blue creature collapsed to its knees, its entire body shaking with sobs. Tears, 

large and clear, streamed down its face, marring the perfect blue of its skin. Its voice, 

once filled with fear and defiance, was now a broken whisper. "My home," it sobbed, 



"my beautiful home. A small cottage on the seventh moon. And my laboratory! My 

experiments! All lost. Gone forever." Its words were punctuated by deep, wrenching 

sobs, a heart-wrenching display of grief and despair. 

Raazi listened to the creature's lamentations, his heart filled with empathy. He couldn't 

understand the words, the concepts were beyond his comprehension, but he sensed 

the depth of the creature's sorrow. He offered a comforting rumble, a gesture of 

solidarity, hoping to convey his sympathy. 

The little blue being, however, was inconsolable. With a sudden burst of energy, it 

sprang to its feet and darted towards the wrecked spaceship. It disappeared into the 

gaping maw of the vessel, only to reappear moments later, its face a mask of 

frustration. "Conversation module offline!" it shrieked, its voice echoing through the 

cavern. "Communication protocols compromised! I can't contact anyone!" 

Raazi tilted his head, his large eyes filled with confusion. "What are you talking about?" 

he asked, his voice a gentle query. 

The little blue being took a deep breath, trying to simplify its explanation. "Intergalactic 

portals," it began, "are gateways between different worlds. Only authorized 

organizations can create and maintain them. I need my communication devices to 

contact them and request a rescue." 

Seeing the look of bewilderment on Raazi's face, the creature paused. It realized the 

futility of trying to explain complex interstellar concepts to a rainforest dweller. With a 

sigh, it summed it up simply. "I'm trapped here," it said, its voice filled with resignation. "I 

can't leave." 

Raazi felt a pang of sympathy for the tiny, blue creature. To be trapped in a strange 

world, far from home, was a terrible fate. "It must be awful to be stuck here," he 

rumbled, his voice filled with genuine concern. 



The little blue being's lower lip quivered. Tears streamed down its face as it spoke. "If 

any of my people survived Crex's purge, they'll be looking for me. They need me to 

rebuild. I have to get back." Its voice was filled with a desperate hope, a glimmer of 

determination amidst the overwhelming despair. 

Raazi stood tall, his chameleon eyes scanning the forest. Then, with a determined nod, 

he turned to the little blue creature. "Follow me," he rumbled, his voice filled with a 

promise of hope. The little being, its tears momentarily forgotten, looked at Raazi with a 

mix of fear and hope. Without another word, it followed the wise old chameleon into the 

heart of the rainforest. 

The forest was a world of wonder. Sunlight filtered through the canopy, creating a 

dappled pattern on the forest floor. Towering trees, their roots like ancient serpents, 

reached for the sky. A symphony of bird songs filled the air, while colorful butterflies 

danced on the breeze. As they ventured deeper into the forest, the trees grew closer 

together, forming a verdant tunnel. 

Finally, they reached a magnificent fig tree, its branches laden with ripe fruit. With 

surprising agility, Raazi began to climb, his tail coiling around the rough bark. The little 

blue being managed to follow, its tiny limbs finding purchase in the tree's rough texture. 

From their lofty perch, they could see for miles, the forest stretching out like a green 

ocean. 

Raazi selected a plump, ripe fig, its skin glistening with sweet nectar. With a gentle toss, 

he offered it to the little blue creature. "Try this," he rumbled, his voice filled with 

encouragement. Then, with a flick of his tongue, he caught a plump, juicy insect. "And 

these are a delicacy," he held up the wriggling morsel. 

The little blue being stared at the fruit and the insect with a mixture of disgust and 

disbelief. "I thought you were going to help me!"  



Raazi took a bite of the fig, savoring its sweetness. "This is the kind of help you need 

right now," he said, his mouth full. "You need to eat, and you need to relax. We'll figure 

out the rest later." 

The little blue being's patience was wearing thin. "I need copper, aluminum, and 

uranium," it said, its voice laced with frustration. "To repair my ship." Seeing the blank 

look on Raazi's face, it continued, "Or, can you lead me to humans? They might have 

what I need." 

Raazi paused, his mouth full of fig. He chewed thoughtfully; his eyes half-closed. "I can 

do that," he said finally, "but that's the kind of help you'll need much, much later. For 

now, you need to eat and rest." 

The little blue being stared at Raazi, its face a mask of incomprehension. It tilted its 

head, as if trying to process the absurdity of the situation. 

Raazi wiped his mouth with the back of his paw, a satisfied smile spreading across his 

face. "I've lived through twenty floods, three mass extinctions, a dozen Anaconda 

attacks, and God knows how many wildfires," With a confident nod, he added, "Trust 

me, I know what I'm doing." 

With a defeated sigh, the little blue creature reached for the fig. Its appetite, it seemed, 

was stronger than its pride. As it began to eat, its eyelids began to droop. Questions 

about floods and wildfires tumbled from its lips, but they grew increasingly slurred until 

they faded into silence. Soon, its head lolled to one side, and it was fast asleep. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
  



 

Remember that your body is like a car. It needs the right fuel to run smoothly. How can 

you ensure you're providing your body with the nourishment it needs to perform at its 

best? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Your doctor has prescribed medication for a reason. It's like a tool to help you on your 

journey. How can you make sure you're using this tool effectively? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Think of sleep as a way to recharge your batteries. How can you create a peaceful 

environment and a consistent sleep schedule to help you get the rest you deserve? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Remember that physical activity doesn't have to be intense. Even a short walk or a 

gentle stretch can make a big difference. What activities bring you joy and help you feel 

energized? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



When you take care of your physical health, you're building a strong foundation for 

everything else in your life. How can you prioritize your health, even during challenging 

times? 

 
  



The first rays of dawn were beginning to paint the sky in soft hues of pink and gold 

when the little humanoid's eyes flickered open. A yawn escaped his tiny lips as he 

stretched his limbs, his blue skin glowing faintly in the dim light. His gaze wandered 

around the familiar surroundings until it landed on an extraordinary sight. 

Perched gracefully on a sturdy branch, Raazi was lost in contemplation. The morning 

mist clung to the forest floor, creating an ethereal atmosphere. But what truly captivated 

the humanoid's attention was the mesmerizing spectacle before them. Countless 

fireflies, like tiny stars fallen from the sky, danced and twirled among the leaves. Their 

soft, ethereal glow transformed the forest into a magical dreamscape. 

Raazi sat motionless, his figure outlined against the first blush of dawn. The humanoid 

couldn't help but feel a sense of peace and wonder as it observed him. It was as if he 

had become one with the forest, a silent guardian of this enchanting world. 

With a delicate touch, the humanoid plucked a few ripe fruits from a nearby branch. His 

movements were gentle, as if afraid to disturb the tranquility of the dawn. The small 

creature then silently made his way to Raazi, who remained engrossed in the 

enchanting spectacle of the fireflies. With a soft thump, the humanoid settled beside 

him, offering the fruits as a silent gesture of care. 

Raazi's gaze remained fixed on the flickering lights below, but his lips curved into a 

small smile. "Feeling better now?" he asked softly, his voice carrying the gentle whisper 

of the morning breeze. 

The humanoid took a deep breath, his chest rising and falling rhythmically. The morning 

light illuminated his blue skin, casting an ethereal glow upon his features. He began to 

speak, his voice a soft, melodic hum, "My name is Zylo. I'm from Xxorisz, a small moon 

of the Xytwa planet, somewhere in the faraway 87hjua X Galaxy." 

Raazi scratched his head, a puzzled look on his face. "Wait, wait," he said, chuckling, 

"Your name is Zylo, right? Not all those other big words." 



Zylo's blue skin seemed to shimmer with a faint blush as he realized the confusion he 

had caused. "Yes," he replied, his voice slightly higher than usual, "Zylo means 'the first 

flicker'." 

Raazi's eyes crinkled at the corners as he smiled warmly. "What a beautiful name, 

Zylo," he said, his voice filled with genuine admiration. 

Zylo's eyes seemed to drift into a distant memory as he began to describe his home. 

"Xxorisz is a small, peaceful moon," he started. "Imagine a world cloaked in a soft, living 

blanket of bioluminescent moss. That’s Xxorisz. It's a place where the light of day is 

gentle and the night is a symphony of glowing hues. Our homes are nestled into the 

gentle curves of the moon's surface, smooth and round like oversized pebbles. They're 

filled with a warm, constant glow that mimics the soft light of our sun, and the gentle 

hum of our machines creates a soothing background rhythm. 

Outside, we tend to our crystalline gardens. These aren’t like the plants you know; 

they're more like living sculptures, their forms shifting and changing with the seasons. 

Our livestock are unique creatures, soft and fluffy with an uncanny intelligence in their 

multiple eyes. They provide us with companionship and sustenance. It's a simple life, 

but rich in wonder." 

Raazi listened intently, his eyes reflecting the wonder Zylo's description evoked. When 

Zylo finished, Raazi smiled warmly. "Your home sounds truly beautiful, Zylo," he said, 

his voice filled with sincerity. 

As they sat together on the branch, the first birds of the morning began to stir. Their 

chorus filled the air, a vibrant symphony that contrasted beautifully with the soft glow of 

the dawn. Zylo and Raazi listened in silence, their bodies relaxed, as if the music was 

washing over them, bringing peace and contentment. 

Raazi tilted his head, curiosity evident in his eyes. "Zylo, when we first met, you seemed 

totally lost; But how did you know humans lived nearby?"  



Zylo paused, a thoughtful expression crossing its face. "I knew it was Earth," he replied 

softly. "I just couldn't believe I had darted myself about two million light-speed travelling 

years away from home." 

Zylo's voice trembled slightly, and his eyes filled with a moisture that threatened to spill 

over. But with a determined effort, he blinked back the tears. "Did I mention Crex 

before?" he asked, his voice barely a whisper. 

Raazi's brow furrowed in concentration. "Crex? Yes, I remember that word."  

Zylo took a deep breath, trying to simplify the complex information. "Crex is bad," he 

began, his voice filled with urgency. "He wants to take everything from our home. All the 

shiny things, the water, the air, even the plants. He wants to make big, scary robots to 

fight other places." 

Raazi tilted his head, confusion evident in his eyes. "Robots? What's that?"  

Zylo tried to explain in simple terms. "It's like a person, but made of...shiny rocks.” 

Raazi thought for a moment, his face growing serious. "So, you're in big trouble?"  

Zylo nodded, his eyes glistening with unshed tears. "Yes," he managed to say, his voice 

barely a whisper. "My little Xxorisz is in real, serious danger without me." 

Raazi's eyes widened in concern. "Without you? You mean if you were there..." he 

trailed off, trying to understand. 

Zylo took a deep breath, trying to simplify his complex thoughts. "I know things," it said, 

its voice filled with determination. "Things that can make the people stop listening to 

Crex." 

Raazi's voice grew louder with each word. "So why didn't you go straight to them and 

tell them? You came here instead!"  



Zylo lowered his head, his voice filled with regret. "I made a mistake," it confessed. "My 

flying thing went too fast, and the portal pulled me here." 

Raazi tilted his head in confusion. "A portal? What's that?" he asked, his voice filled with 

curiosity. 

Zylo tried to explain in simple terms. "It's like a path to other places, places too far 

away." 

Raazi thought for a moment. "Like a path in the forest?"  

Zylo nodded. "Yes, exactly," he replied, relieved that Raazi seemed to understand. 

Raazi sighed in relief. "Oh, good," he said. "We're lucky our paths here don't pull us 

where we don't want to go." 

Zylo whispered softly, "Yes, you're truly lucky." his voice was filled with a sense of 

longing. Then, with a newfound urgency, he continued, "I need to fly out of here, but my 

flying thing doesn't work. And worst of all, my mind doesn't work right." Zylo's voice 

trembled slightly, and his eyes filled with tears he desperately tried to hold back. 

Raazi's eyes widened in concern. "Is that why you wanted to meet humans? Like, will 

they help you?" he asked, his voice filled with hope. 

Zylo smirked, trying to hide the fear lurking behind the facade. "No, they would probably 

capture me and do a trillion experiments," he replied, his voice laced with sarcasm. "I 

actually had plans to steal at least copper and uranium." 

Raazi's brow furrowed as he processed Zylo's unexpected response. A wave of 

confusion washed over him, and for a moment, he was lost in thought. Finally, a 

determined look settled on his face. "We need to go somewhere," he declared, his voice 

firm. As he spoke, the first rays of sunrise began to paint the eastern sky in hues of pink 

and gold. The forest was awakening, and a new day was dawning. 



Zylo forced himself to look away from the mesmerizing sunrise, his eyes still lingering 

on the breathtaking spectacle. "Where are we going?" it asked, its voice filled with 

uncertainty. "Another fig tree?" 

Raazi shook his head, a determined glint in his eyes. "No," he replied, his voice low and 

serious. "It's a robot, somewhere in the valley." 

Zylo's eyes widened in disbelief. "Robot?! You have robots in these forests?" 

Raazi nodded, a hint of amusement in his voice. "Yeah, but honestly, I had no idea it 

was a robot".  

As they spoke, the first rays of sunlight filtered through the canopy, awakening the birds 

in their nests. A chorus of chirps and songs filled the air as the two companions 

carefully descended from the tree, ready for the adventure that lay ahead. 

Zylo and Raazi walked through the dense forest, their footsteps muffled by the soft 

undergrowth. The trees formed a towering canopy, casting dappled shadows on the 

forest floor. As they ventured deeper, the sunlight began to fade, replaced by a growing 

sense of twilight. Finally, they emerged into a small, secluded valley, cradled between 

two imposing mountains. The valley was shrouded in a mysterious darkness, and an 

eerie silence hung in the air. 

As they ventured deeper into the valley, a faint glow emerged from the darkness. Their 

eyes adjusted to the dim light, revealing the remnants of a once-magnificent structure. It 

was a temple, or what remained of one. Its architecture was a testament to an ancient 

civilization, with intricate carvings depicting celestial bodies and mythical creatures 

adorning its crumbling walls. The building was pyramid-shaped, with several levels 

leading to a central platform that was now covered in moss and vines. 

With cautious steps, Zylo and Raazi began to ascend the weathered stairs of the 

ancient temple. As they climbed higher, the ruins grew more dilapidated, and the 

surrounding vegetation encroached upon the structure. A variety of insects, from 



curious beetles to industrious ants, scurried across the steps, seemingly indifferent to 

the intruders. A small, harmless snake slithered past Raazi's feet, its tongue flicking in 

and out as it explored its surroundings. 

As they ascended the final step, a vast, open chamber unfolded before them, bathed in 

an ethereal twilight that filtered through the temple's ruined roof. In the heart of this 

sacred space stood a colossal statue, a monolithic figure carved from a stone that 

seemed to shimmer with an inner light. The sculpture depicted a woman of immense 

power and grace, her form both ethereal and imposing. Her countenance was a blend of 

serenity and strength, her eyes, though lifeless, held a profound depth. Intricate patterns 

and symbols covered her body, a complex tapestry of meaning that hinted at a 

cosmology of celestial bodies and earthly forces. The statue was a focal point, a silent 

guardian of the temple's mysteries, its presence commanding reverence and awe. 

Raazi's face broke into a wide smile as he gazed at the colossal statue. "This is the 

robot," he announced, his voice filled with a mix of awe and amusement. "We call her 

Lady Green Mane." 

Zylo's eyes widened in disbelief. "It's not a robot," it corrected, its voice filled with 

astonishment. "It's an idol." 

Raazi scratched his head, a puzzled look on his face. "But I clearly remember you 

saying a robot is a person built of shiny rocks," he argued, trying to recall the 

conversation. 

Zylo threw its hands up in mock exasperation. "Alright, alright," it conceded, a playful 

glint in its eyes. "Let's call this towering statue of a stone woman a robot. But I must 

insist on some clarification. What exactly does this 'robot' do? And more importantly, 

why on Earth did we trek through a forest and climb a crumbling temple to visit her?"  

Raazi pointed dramatically at the elaborate headpiece adorning the statue's head. His 

voice took on a solemn tone as he began to recount his tale. "Once, a terrible storm 

raged through these lands," he started, his eyes distant as he relived the memory. "The 



rain poured down like a waterfall, and the river overflowed its banks. I was caught in the 

flood, terrified and alone. With nowhere to go, I found refuge within the folds of Lady 

Green Mane's hat. As the storm raged, I huddled there, convinced I would perish." His 

voice trembled slightly, and his body language conveyed a sense of vulnerability as he 

relived the ordeal. 

Zylo's voice softened as it asked, "What happened next?"  

Raazi took a deep breath, his eyes still filled with a mixture of sadness and gratitude. "I 

was so alone and scared," he confessed, his voice barely a whisper. "I started talking to 

Lady Green Mane about everything. I told her about the storm, about being lost, about 

feeling so small and helpless." 

Raazi's voice deepened with newfound conviction. "Then, everything shifted. A clarity 

emerged within my mind, a roadmap to navigate the chaos. Fear, the relentless 

companion, began to recede, replaced by a flicker of hope. It was as if Lady Green 

Mane had imbued me with a newfound strength, a resilience forged in the crucible of 

adversity. I realized that while the storm raged outside, a sanctuary of courage and 

determination had blossomed within." 

Zylo's eyes widened in disbelief. "How did you survive?"  

Raazi smiled mysteriously. "You'll know that part of the story," he replied, his voice filled 

with a sense of intrigue. "But that's not for today." He paused for a moment, his eyes 

gleaming with a determined light. "What you should do is what I did. Let your mind 

wander, let your heart speak. Find solace in silence, and perhaps, just perhaps, you'll 

find the answers you seek." 

Zylo's expression was a mixture of confusion and incredulity. "You mean to say I...go 

and curl up in her hat, and talk to stone?" it asked, its voice filled with disbelief. 

"Hey, stop there," Raazi began, a touch of amusement and a hint of protectiveness 

coloring his tone. "In this forest, we don't speak lightly of Lady Green Mane. She's more 



than just a statue. She's a guardian, a confidante, a symbol of hope. Respect is key 

here." His voice softened as he continued, "She's been a silent companion to many in 

times of need. So, let's treat her with the reverence she deserves." 

Zylo hesitated for a moment before nodding in agreement. "Alright, alright," he replied, 

his voice laced with a touch of reluctance. "I'll try to show some respect." 

Raazi, with surprising agility, began to climb the statue's colossal form. He reached the 

top and peered down at Zylo, a mischievous glint in his eyes. "Yeah, you're somewhat 

plump, but I think you'd fit in here just fine," he commented, gesturing to the spacious 

headpiece. 

Zylo's voice trembled slightly as it asked, "Will you stay with me?" his eyes were filled 

with a mix of fear and hope. 

Raazi shook his head, a determined look on his face. "No, you need to be alone," he 

replied, his voice firm. "You need to find your own answers." 

Zylo's fear intensified. "But what if something arrives and tries to eat me?" it asked, its 

voice quivering. 

Raazi reassured him, "No one in this forest will eat you," he said, his voice steady. 

Zylo's confusion was evident. "Oh, because I'm your friend?" it asked, its voice filled 

with uncertainty. 

Raazi chuckled. "No," he replied, a mischievous glint in his eyes. "Because you're blue. 

That means you're very poisonous." 

With gentle nudges and encouraging words, Raazi helped Zylo find a comfortable 

position within the spacious confines of the stone hat. Once Zylo was settled, Raazi 

took one last look at the unusual sight, a sense of accomplishment and a hint of 

mischief dancing in his eyes. With a final nod, he turned and left the chamber, 

disappearing into the depths of the temple. 



A moment of silence passed before Zylo's voice echoed through the chamber. "Hey! I 

forgot something!" his voice was filled with urgency. "What's your name?" 

A chuckle escaped Raazi's lips as he wandered through the temple. "It's been such an 

eventful couple of days that I also forgot to mention my own name," he muttered to 

himself, a touch of self-deprecating humor in his tone. He paused for a moment, 

considering his options. Then, with a playful shout, he replied, "Call me your friend, the 

Old Raazi” 

 

 

 

  



Have you ever felt like you needed to hide your true emotions? 

 

  



 

  



Why do you think it's important to be honest with yourself about how you're feeling? 

  



Is it easy or difficult to admit when you're feeling weak or vulnerable? 

  



How might embracing vulnerability help you process your emotions more effectively? 

  



What does grief mean to you? Is it just sadness, or does it encompass other emotions 

as well? 

 



Have you ever experienced grief? How did you cope with it? What did you learn about 

the healing process? 

  



 

  



Do you believe it's healthy to express your negative emotions? Why or why not? 

  



What are some healthy ways to release negative emotions? Have you tried any of these 

strategies? 

  



How can you be kind and compassionate to yourself during difficult times? 



How does self-compassion contribute to the healing process? 

  



Even when things feel dark, where can you find hope or a sense of purpose? 

  



How can hope help you navigate through challenging times? 

  



 

  



Two days had passed since Raazi left Zylo to meditate in the temple. The intervening 

time had been filled with introspection and exploration. He had spent countless hours 

lost in thought, pondering the mysteries of the forest and the enigmatic nature of his 

companion. Now, as the afternoon sun cast its golden rays upon the forest floor, Raazi 

sought respite beside a cool, babbling creek. 

As he lay on the soft moss, his eyes closed, a gentle breeze carried the sweet scent of 

wildflowers. Suddenly, a small, vibrant bird with iridescent feathers alighted on a nearby 

branch. Its beady eyes studied Raazi with curiosity before it took flight, returning 

moments later with a plump, red berry in its beak. Delicately, it offered the fruit to Raazi, 

a gesture of trust and goodwill. 

As Raazi reached for the berry, the bird spoke in a surprisingly clear voice, "Thank you 

for bringing that blue friend of yours to the Green Mane lady. He made that Anaconda 

run away." 

Raazi's eyes snapped open, his tranquil state shattered by the bird's astonishing 

revelation. "No kidding!" he exclaimed, his voice filled with disbelief. "The big Anaconda 

was there?!" 

The bird tilted its head, its expression one of nonchalance. "Yes, it was slumbering in 

the underground rooms," it replied matter-of-factly. "But your friend made so much noise 

that the big Anaconda was finally big mad." 

Raazi's brow furrowed in confusion. "What kind of noise?" he asked, struggling to 

comprehend the situation. "All he had to do was whisper to the Green Mane lady!" 

The bird chuckled, its tiny body shaking with amusement. "It was more like he was 

arguing with the Green Mane lady," it replied, its voice filled with mirth. 

Raazi scrambled to his feet, his movements jerky and unbalanced as one of his legs 

had fallen asleep during his nap. "What happened to the poor Zylo?!" he exclaimed, his 



voice filled with concern. Adrenaline surged through his veins, propelling him forward as 

he tried to rush towards the temple. 

The bird flapped its wings frantically, trying to deter Raazi's hasty departure. "Be calm," 

it chirped, its voice steady. "I told you he made the Anaconda run away, or crawl away, 

whichever it prefers." 

Raazi's eyes widened in astonishment. "But how?!" he asked, his voice filled with 

disbelief. 

The bird perched on a nearby branch, its eyes sparkling with amusement. "It's a long 

tale," it began, its voice dripping with dramatic flair. "When your friend was screaming at 

the top of his lungs, the Anaconda slithered all the way to the room of Lady Green Mane 

and told it to get out. Your friend was jumping around and screaming, and when the 

Anaconda shouted louder, it threw rocks at it. The Anaconda went big mad and caught 

him, trying to strangle him. But your friend threw a rock of shining blue fire at him. It was 

quite a show, I tell you!" the bird exclaimed, its voice filled with laughter. 

Raazi's jaw dropped in astonishment. "A rock of shining blue fire?!" he repeated, his 

voice echoing the bird's incredulity. 

The bird tilted its head in confusion. "Yes, it looked like a rock, a shining blue thing and 

fire all at the same time," it replied, its voice filled with uncertainty. "All the lizards and 

one monkey that were there all saw the same thing, you can ask them if you don't 

believe me." 

Raazi rubbed his chin, a thoughtful expression on his face. "Yes, he's not from here," he 

murmured, acknowledging the humanoid's otherworldly nature. "He can do strange 

things, I guess. But what made the Anaconda run away?" 

The bird's eyes widened as it recounted the dramatic events. "When that strange blue 

fire rock thing hit the Anaconda, it exploded and threw the Anaconda at the Big River 

right beneath the temple," it said, its voice filled with excitement. 



Raazi's jaw dropped in astonishment. "And the Anaconda ran away?" he asked, still 

struggling to comprehend the situation. 

The bird nodded vigorously. "Yeah, you can also say he swam away," it replied, a sense 

of relief evident in its voice. "Anyway, my eggs will be safe." 

Raazi shook his head in disbelief. "That's strange that anyone can defeat such a big 

Anaconda," he muttered, his mind racing to comprehend the impossible. "But I'm so 

happy for your eggs," he added, a genuine smile spreading across his face. 

The bird tilted its head, a knowing look in its eyes. "C'mon, you defeated him once too," 

it chirped confidently. 

Raazi chuckled nervously. "I just scared him away," he replied, trying to downplay his 

role in the previous encounter. "I was young and dumb and full of those purple 

mushrooms that grow on the roof of the temple..." He trailed off, his eyes widening in 

realization. "Oh, wait..." 

The bird tilted its head, its curiosity piqued. "What happened?" it asked, its voice filled 

with anticipation. 

Raazi's mind was racing, trying to piece together the puzzle. "Where is my blue friend 

now?" he asked, his voice filled with concern. 

The bird's eyes widened in recollection. "After the Anaconda was kicked out into the 

river, your friend pulled a wide, white leaf out of his pocket, looked at it intently, and 

began running towards the river," it replied, its voice filled with wonder. 

Raazi's heart pounded in his chest as he realized the gravity of the situation. "Go send 

some parrots to me," he instructed the bird, his voice filled with urgency. "My blue friend 

must be in need of help right now." 

The bird nodded vigorously, its eyes reflecting the seriousness of the situation. With a 

powerful flap of its wings, it took to the sky, disappearing into the dense canopy of the 



forest. Raazi watched as the bird's silhouette dwindled into the distance, his mind racing 

with worry and anticipation. 

The sun began its descent, casting long, dancing shadows across the rainforest floor. 

As the last rays of daylight kissed the horizon, a breathtaking spectacle unfolded. The 

sky erupted in a riot of colors, from fiery oranges and deep purples to soft pinks and 

delicate blues. The river, a shimmering ribbon of liquid silver, reflected the celestial 

canvas, creating a mesmerizing interplay of light and water. 

After what felt like an eternity, the promised parrots arrived, their vibrant plumage a 

stark contrast against the twilight sky. Guided by their keen eyesight, they led Raazi to 

the riverbank, where a scene of both chaos and tranquility unfolded. Zylo, the 

humanoid, was perched on a large, flat rock, his form silhouetted against the fading 

light. 

Raazi's voice echoed across the river as he called out to his friend. "Zylo, are you 

alright?" he asked, his voice filled with concern. 

At the sound of Raazi's voice, Zylo leaped to his feet, a surge of energy coursing 

through its blue form. With a joyful cry, it ran towards Raazi, its arms outstretched. As 

they embraced, Zylo clung to Raazi tightly, its body trembling with excitement. "You 

won't believe what happened," it exclaimed, its voice filled with a mix of awe and 

disbelief. 

Raazi looked into Zylo's eyes, his concern momentarily overshadowed by a wave of 

bewilderment. The usual clarity in the humanoid's gaze had been replaced by a strange, 

otherworldly glow. Zylo's pupils were dilated, and his eyes seemed to shimmer with an 

iridescent hue. A shiver ran down Raazi's spine as he realized that his friend might have 

consumed something far more potent than the usual forest fare. 

Raazi's voice was gentle as he tried to approach the situation with care. "Did you eat 

something you didn't know anything about?" he asked, his concern evident. 



Zylo's eyes sparkled with excitement as it responded. "Yes, there were figs growing on 

the roof of the temple, out of soil! Can you believe it? But you know what? I met Lady 

Green Mane in person!" Its voice was filled with wonder and awe. 

Raazi's jaw dropped in astonishment. "What?!" he exclaimed, his voice filled with 

disbelief. 

Zylo's eyes widened as it began to recount its extraordinary experience. "I was feeling 

nervous, so I went to find something to eat," it explained. "Then I found purple figs 

growing on the roof. After eating those figs, I returned and curled up inside the stone hat 

again. Then I felt like I was hearing beautiful music, and a voice urged me to get up and 

start singing and dancing." 

Zylo's eyes continued to sparkle with excitement as it delved deeper into its 

extraordinary tale. "Then, Lady Green Mane appeared to me in the form of a majestic 

celestial Anaconda, encircled by a glowing halo," it continued, its voice filled with 

reverence. "She told me I didn't need to go to humans, as I only needed my spaceship 

and could find anything necessary inside my vehicle." 

Raazi struggled to contain his laughter, his face contorting into a mask of seriousness. 

"Did you throw anything at her?" he asked, his voice trembling slightly with suppressed 

amusement. 

Zylo's expression turned from excitement to offended disbelief. "Do you think I'm a rude 

Xytowan?" it retorted, its voice filled with indignation. "No, I'm from Xxorisz, I'm a 

gentleman. I humbly offered her crystal flowers I could find around myself." 

Raazi quickly recovered his composure, his laughter subsiding into a chuckle. "I 

apologize," he said, his voice filled with genuine remorse. "So, did you talk for too long?" 

Zylo's expression softened as it continued its tale. "No, after she gracefully accepted my 

flowers, she returned to her celestial abode with a booming echo," it explained. "Then I 

used my navigator to return to my vehicle, and see what I have done!" 



With a mixture of excitement and trepidation, Zylo led Raazi towards the wreckage of 

his spaceship. The once sleek and gleaming vehicle was now a twisted, mangled mess, 

its once pristine exterior scarred and dented. As Raazi laid eyes on the catastrophic 

scene, a gasp escaped his lips, his mind struggling to comprehend the extent of the 

damage. 

Raazi's heart ached for his friend, but he knew that Zylo was in no state to assess the 

situation rationally. "Zylo, you need to go take a rest," he said gently, his voice filled with 

concern. "You've been through a lot." 

Zylo shook his head vehemently, his determination unwavering. "No, I have to see the 

spaceship launching," he insisted, his voice filled with a childlike eagerness. 

Raazi sighed, knowing that reason would be futile at this moment. With gentle but firm 

hands, he guided Zylo to a cozy spot beneath a sprawling banyan tree. "If you don't get 

enough sleep, Lady Green Mane will be very upset," he warned, a hint of playful teasing 

in his voice. 

Zylo curled up at the base of the banyan tree, his body relaxing almost instantly. Within 

minutes, his breathing deepened, and he was fast asleep, his face serene in slumber. 

Raazi sat beside his friend, his gaze fixed on the wreckage of the spaceship. A wave of 

sadness washed over him as he contemplated the extent of the damage. Worry gnawed 

at his heart as he thought about Zylo's mission and the perilous journey that lay ahead. 

With a heavy heart, Raazi turned his gaze to the ancient trees that surrounded him. In 

the quiet depths of the forest, he felt a connection to something ancient and profound, a 

spirit that permeated the very essence of the woods. "Oh, soul of the forest," he 

whispered, his voice carried by the gentle breeze, "I know everyone's journey is 

different, and each soul has its own path to follow. But this blue stranger from distant 

worlds is lost and in need of your guidance. Please, aid him in his quest to save his tiny 

home from the clutches of the evil Crex." 

 



  



Have you ever noticed patterns in your decision-making? 

  



Are there certain types of situations or emotions that tend to lead to less-than-ideal 

outcomes? 

  



Looking back, can you identify any decisions you made that you now regret? 

  



What factors contributed to these choices? 

  



How do your emotions influence your decision-making? 

  



Do you ever find yourself making impulsive decisions when you're feeling stressed, 

anxious, or overwhelmed? 

  



What strategies can you use to manage your emotions and make more thoughtful 

decisions? 

  



When faced with a crisis, have you ever experienced a strong urge to act quickly, even 

if it meant making risky decisions? 

  



How does the body's fight-or-flight response influence our behavior? 

  



Is it always necessary to act immediately in a crisis? 

  



How might taking a moment to pause and assess the situation help you make better 

decisions? 

  



How can reflecting on past mistakes help you grow and make better decisions in the 

future? 

  



Is it possible to view your past mistakes as opportunities for learning and growth? 

  



How can you reframe your perspective on these experiences? 

  



The first rays of dawn painted the sky in hues of pink and gold as Raazi perched on a 

sturdy branch, observing his slumbering friend. Zylo lay curled up at the base of the 

banyan tree, his peaceful slumber gradually giving way to a stirring of consciousness. 

As the first rays of sunlight touched his face, the humanoid slowly opened his eyes, his 

gaze wandering aimlessly before finally landing on the catastrophic sight of his 

spaceship. A gasp escaped his lips as the full extent of the damage registered in his 

mind. 

With a surge of adrenaline, Zylo sprang to his feet and raced towards the wreckage of 

his spaceship. His movements were frantic as he grabbed at shattered pieces of 

equipment, his hands trembling with disbelief. A cacophony of metallic clanks and the 

crunch of broken parts filled the air as he frantically searched through the debris. 

Overwhelmed by the magnitude of the disaster, Zylo's voice echoed through the 

clearing as he called out for Raazi, his tone filled with desperation and confusion. 

Raazi's voice, calm and reassuring, carried through the morning air as he answered 

Zylo's call. "I'm here," he replied, slowly descending from the tree branch. 

Zylo's gaze snapped towards the sound of Raazi's voice. With renewed hope, he ran 

towards the tree, his eyes wide with desperation. "Who attacked my spaceship?" he 

demanded, his voice trembling with anger and fear. 

Raazi descended slowly from the tree, his feet finding solid ground with a gentle thud. 

Taking a deep breath, he met Zylo's gaze, his expression a mixture of concern and 

curiosity. "Did you eat anything while you were at the house of Lady Green Mane?" he 

asked, his voice soft but firm. 

Zylo's eyes widened in panic as he realized the implications of Raazi's question. "Yes, I 

had some figs," he stammered, his voice trembling. A moment later, confusion crept into 

his expression as he asked, "But I was at the temple, who brought me here?" 

Raazi's voice remained calm as he posed another question. "Were those figs grown out 

of the soil?" 



Zylo's surprise was evident. "Yes, how do you know?" he asked, his voice filled with 

astonishment. Panic began to set in as he realized the gravity of the situation. "What's 

going on here?" he demanded, his voice rising in pitch. 

Raazi took a deep breath, trying to find the right words to explain the complex concept. 

"You see, there are some plants in the forest that can trick your mind," he began, his 

voice gentle. "They can make you see and hear things that aren't really there. It's called 

a hallucination." He paused, allowing the information to sink in. "Those figs weren't figs, 

but mushrooms that cause hallucinations." 

Zylo stood motionless, his mouth agape, unable to process the information he had just 

received. His mind raced as he tried to reconcile the bizarre events of the past few 

hours with Raazi's explanation. 

Raazi continued, his voice steady and informative. "In a state of hallucination, you 

fought and defeated a large Anaconda of the temple. You also found your way to your 

flying thing and, unfortunately, destroyed it." His tone was gentle, but his words carried 

the weight of reality. 

Tears began to stream down Zylo's face as the realization of his actions sunk in. His 

body trembled with sorrow and regret. Raazi moved towards his friend, wrapping him in 

a comforting embrace. With gentle pats on Zylo's back, Raazi offered silent solace, 

allowing the humanoid to process his emotions without interruption. 

Zylo cried for several long minutes, his body shaking with sobs. Eventually, he wiped 

away his tears with the back of his hand, his voice hoarse as he spoke. "I should go 

inside and see what's remaining," he said, his determination to face the reality of the 

situation slowly returning. 

Zylo stepped into the wreckage of his spaceship, his heart sinking with each step. The 

once pristine interior was now a chaotic mess of broken machinery and tangled wires. 

The control panel, once the heart of the spacecraft, was a shattered ruin, its lights 

flickering erratically before fading to black. The life support system, essential for survival 



in the harshness of space, was irreparably damaged, its core components exposed and 

useless. The navigation system, the key to interstellar travel, was a twisted, 

unrecognizable mass of metal and plastic. He checked the power source, the 

communication module, and the propulsion system, but each inspection brought with it 

a crushing realization: the spaceship was beyond repair. 

Raazi, the chameleon, carefully squeezed through the damaged entry point of the 

spaceship. His body adapted to the dim, metallic environment, taking on a shade of 

muted grey that blended seamlessly with the wreckage. His eyes, however, were filled 

with sympathy as he surveyed the scene of destruction. Zylo stood amidst the 

wreckage, a look of despair etched on his face. Raazi carefully maneuvered through the 

wreckage. Finding a relatively clear space, he settled down on a mound of soft, green 

leaves, creating a makeshift cushion. As he relaxed into the makeshift bed, a series of 

loud, crackling noises erupted from beneath him. Startled, Raazi jumped to his feet, his 

eyes scanning the area for the source of the disturbance. 

Zylo, having heard the commotion, approached Raazi with a mixture of curiosity and 

concern. His eyes widened in surprise as he spotted Raazi standing amidst a cloud of 

dust and debris. "What's beneath that spot?" he asked, his voice filled with wonder. 

With a careful hand, zylo began to excavate the mound of leaves, revealing a peculiar 

object buried beneath. After a few moments of digging, he pulled out something that 

resembled a large, crystalline drop of water. Zylo's eyes widened in disbelief. "By the 

soil of Xxorisz, man, this spaceship had these?!" he exclaimed, his voice filled with 

astonishment. 

Raazi chuckled, his voice lighthearted. "Hey, your flying thing shrieks like a cranky 

monkey stepping on thorns, and you're happy?" He gestured towards the crystalline 

object, a playful glint in his eyes. 

Zylo, oblivious to Raazi's comment, continued to examine the object with intense 

concentration. "It's a highly advanced method of intergalactic communication using 

quantum entanglement," he explained, his voice filled with excitement. "You see, these 



crystals can be linked together, creating a network that transcends the limitations of 

space and time." 

Raazi's eyes widened in confusion as he tried to comprehend the complex explanation. 

"Wait, what?" he asked, his voice filled with disbelief. 

Zylo took a deep breath, trying to simplify the concept. "This object can help me talk to 

my friends back home on Xxorisz," he explained, his eyes sparkling with hope. "They 

can help me figure out how to get back." 

Raazi's eyes widened in excitement. "That's amazing," he exclaimed. "Why don't you 

start talking to your friends?" 

Zylo's enthusiasm was tempered by a hint of disappointment. "This device needs fuel," 

he replied, his voice tinged with sadness. "Fuel is something like food for unalive objects 

like this." 

Raazi's brow furrowed in confusion. "Okay, what kind of food does this shrieking thing 

eat?" he asked, his voice filled with curiosity. 

Zylo's eyes lit up with a glimmer of hope. "Silver," he replied, his voice filled with 

excitement. "Something that humans have." 

Raazi's eyes narrowed in concern. "Yes, humans have so many things," he said, his 

voice filled with caution. "Are you trying to steal this silver thing from them?" 

Zylo hesitated, his expression a mix of determination and fear. "I have no other choice," 

he replied, his voice barely a whisper. "They might try to capture me if I ask them 

politely." 

Just as they were about to discuss their next course of action, a familiar sound reached 

their ears. A chorus of birdcalls filled the air, growing louder with each passing moment. 

Curiosity piqued, Raazi and Zylo emerged from the wreckage of the spaceship, their 

eyes scanning the surrounding forest. To their astonishment, they were greeted by a 



flock of vibrant birds, their feathers shimmering in the sunlight. The birds carried a 

variety of colorful fruits in their beaks, offering them as gifts to the two travelers. 

The birds approached Raazi and Zylo with a sense of excitement, their chirps and 

squawks filled with joy and anticipation. As they drew closer, one particularly bold bird 

stepped forward, its eyes sparkling with curiosity. "Are you the one who defeated the big 

anaconda of the temple?" it asked, its voice surprisingly clear and articulate. 

Raazi's chest swelled with pride as he responded to the bird's question. "Yes, my brave 

blue friend saved all of you," he said, his voice filled with admiration. 

One of the birds tilted its head, its eyes filled with curiosity. "Were you afraid when you 

were fighting the anaconda?" it asked, its voice gentle. 

Zylo scratched his nape, a thoughtful expression crossing his face. "No, I didn't feel any 

fear," he replied, his voice steady. 

A collective gasp echoed through the flock as the birds listened to Zylo's extraordinary 

feat. "Wow, you're so brave," one bird exclaimed, its voice filled with awe. 

Another bird stepped forward, its beak filled with a variety of colorful fruits. "Well, we 

thought we should come and see you," it chirped, its voice filled with warmth. "We 

brought you these fruits as a token of our gratitude." 

Raazi and Zylo exchanged glances, their eyes wide with wonder as they surveyed the 

colorful bounty. The fruits were a kaleidoscope of hues, ranging from deep purples and 

fiery oranges to emerald greens and golden yellows. Their shapes were as diverse as 

their colors, from round and plump to elongated and pear-shaped. The air was filled with 

the sweet, enticing aroma of exotic fruits, their juices glistening in the sunlight. 

Zylo's eyes widened in curiosity as he examined the vibrant fruits. "Are these 

hallucinating?" he asked, his voice filled with doubt. 



Raazi nudged him playfully, elbowing him in the ribs. "Thank you, birds, for these 

amazing fruits," he said, his voice filled with gratitude. Turning to Zylo, he continued, 

"We need to find a way to the realm of humans." 

The birds exchanged chirps and squawks, their heads bobbing in agreement. One 

particularly wise-looking bird stepped forward, its eyes filled with a knowing glint. "There 

is a path, but it is treacherous," it warned. “ it lies through the territory of the jaguars, 

filled with hidden perils and the ever-present threat of the elusive big cats." 

Zylo's eyes widened in alarm. "Big cats? What are they?" he asked, his voice filled with 

fear. 

Suddenly, the foliage around them began to rustle and shake, the air filled with a low, 

rumbling purr that sent a shiver down their spines. The birds' chirps turned into alarmed 

squawks as they scanned their surroundings, their eyes darting from one shadow to 

another. A strange, musky scent filled the air, growing stronger with each passing 

moment. 

Raazi's voice faltered as he turned to Zylo, his eyes wide with fear. "Lurking danger," he 

stuttered, his words barely audible. 

Zylo's skin paled, turning a sickly yellow as fear gripped his heart. The vibrant birds 

around him erupted into a chaotic frenzy, their wings a blur of color as they darted and 

swerved in the air. From the depths of the undergrowth, a magnificent jaguar emerged, 

its powerful strides sending the leaves rustling beneath its paws. The big cat 

approached Zylo with a curious glint in its intimidating eyes, its gaze fixed upon the 

humanoid with a predatory intensity. 

The jaguar approached Zylo with a deliberate, predatory gait, its eyes scanning the 

humanoid from head to toe. As it drew closer, it lowered its head, its powerful jaws 

parting slightly to reveal a menacing display of sharp teeth and curved claws. The big 

cat sniffed at Zylo, its nostrils flaring in distaste as it took in the unfamiliar scent. With a 

low growl, it declared, "Well, I am a big cat," its voice a rumbling echo in the forest. 



Zylo's body trembled uncontrollably as the jaguar's gaze bore down upon him. Fear 

gnawed at his heart, his mind racing for a way to escape the impending danger. Just as 

it seemed all hope was lost, a voice cut through the tense silence. "Nokta, is that you?" 

Raazi called out, his voice filled with a sense of relief. 

The jaguar's demeanor shifted dramatically as Raazi's voice broke the tension. The 

once menacing predator transformed into a playful feline, its tail twitching with 

amusement. With a low, rumbling laugh, it nudged Zylo with its nose, its eyes twinkling 

with mirth. "You're quite yellow, aren't you?" it teased, its voice surprisingly gentle. 

Turning its gaze towards Raazi, the jaguar issued a playful challenge. "Show yourself," 

it purred, its voice carrying a hint of impatience. 

Raazi's skin shifted, his chameleon-like ability transforming him back into his natural 

coloration. "Nokta, wow, you're quite a big cat now," he exclaimed, his voice filled with 

admiration. 

The jaguar, Nokta, bounded towards Raazi, its eyes sparkling with joy. It nuzzled 

against his legs, purring loudly as it expressed its delight at seeing him again. The big 

cat's playful demeanor was evident as it rolled on its back, exposing its soft belly in a 

gesture of trust and affection. With playful swats and gentle bites, Nokta demonstrated 

its feline nature, its rough playfulness a stark contrast to the fear it had previously 

instilled. 

Zylo watched the interaction between Raazi and the jaguar with a mixture of confusion 

and fascination. "Do you know this big cat?" he asked, his voice filled with disbelief. 

Raazi chuckled, a fond smile spreading across his face. "Yeah, I kind of saved her, a 

long time ago," he replied, his eyes filled with nostalgia. "She was a cute little kitten 

back then." 

The jaguar, Nokta, interrupted, her voice carrying a playful tone. "From the coil of the 

very anaconda you saw," she corrected, her eyes sparkling with amusement. 



Raazi shook his head, a wry smile playing on his lips. "You didn't see, in fact," he 

replied, his voice filled with a touch of humor. 

Nokta approached Zylo with a curious glint in her eyes, her nose twitching as she 

sniffed the humanoid carefully. With a cautious lick, she tasted Zylo's skin, her 

expression contorting into a comical grimace as she assessed the unfamiliar flavor. 

Turning to Raazi, she asked, "Is this your blue friend everyone keeps talking about? 

How did he do that with these tiny limbs of his?" 

Raazi chuckled, his eyes filled with amusement. "Well, he had help," he replied, his 

voice filled with a touch of mystery. "Just like I did." 

"By the way," Nokta began, her voice carrying a hint of curiosity, "I accidentally heard 

you talking about crossing the big cat territory." 

Zylo nodded, his expression serious. "Yes, I need to go to humans," he replied, his 

voice filled with urgency. "I need silver." 

The jaguar's eyes widened in surprise. "Silver?" she repeated, her voice filled with 

confusion. "What is silver?" 

"Well, there's something in his flying thing that can help him talk to his people in his 

home forest, somewhere far, far away," Raazi explained, his voice filled with a touch of 

wonder. "But this talking thing must be fed, and it eats silver. That's why he needs 

silver." 

Nokta's eyes widened in confusion as she tried to comprehend the complex 

explanation. A look of bewilderment crossed her face as she struggled to grasp the 

concept of a talking thing that required silver for sustenance. 

Raazi, sensing her confusion, quickly changed the subject. "Oh, never mind," he said, 

his voice filled with a hint of amusement. "Just help us cross the big cat territory if you 

want to do us a favor." 



Nokta's confusion was evident as she pondered Raazi's request. "Alright, but your friend 

doesn't need to worry," she said, her voice filled with assurance. "no Jaguar will ever 

touch him." 

Zylo's eyes widened in disbelief. "Why?" he asked, his voice filled with a mixture of fear 

and curiosity. 

The jaguar chuckled, her eyes sparkling with amusement. "Because you are a walking 

droplet of the deadliest poison in this entire forest," she replied, her voice dripping with 

playful menace. 

  



Can you recall specific instances where your decisions helped to improve your situation 

or prevent it from worsening? What were the circumstances surrounding these choices?  



Did you rely on intuition or careful analysis when making these positive decisions? How 

did you balance both approaches? 

  



Did you consult with others or seek professional advice when faced with difficult 

choices? How did these external perspectives influence your decisions? 

  



How did your resilience contribute to your ability to make positive decisions during 

challenging times? 

  



 

  



? What qualities or strategies helped you maintain your resilience? 

  



What obstacles did you face when trying to make positive decisions? How did you 

overcome these challenges? 

  



Can you identify any patterns or recurring themes in your successful decision-making? 

  



What strategies or approaches consistently led to positive outcomes? 

  



How did making positive decisions impact your self-confidence and belief in your ability 

to navigate challenges? 

  



The morning sun painted the forest canopy in hues of gold and green as Zylo, Raazi, 

and Nokta prepared for their perilous journey. With a sense of determination, Zylo 

selected a few essential tools and devices from the wreckage of his spaceship, his 

movements swift and efficient. As they stood at the edge of the forest, a sense of 

anticipation and trepidation filled the air. 

With Nokta leading the way, they ventured into the heart of the rainforest, a world of 

lush greenery and vibrant life. The dense canopy formed a verdant ceiling, filtering the 

sunlight into dappled patterns on the forest floor. Towering trees reached towards the 

heavens, their branches intertwined to create a labyrinth of twisting paths. The air was 

thick with the sweet scent of wildflowers and the moist aroma of decaying leaves. Exotic 

birdsong filled the air, a symphony of nature's most beautiful melodies. The rainforest 

was a living, breathing ecosystem, teeming with a diverse array of flora and fauna. 

As the sun began its descent, casting long, dancing shadows across the forest floor, the 

trio pressed on, their determination unwavering. The rainforest, once vibrant and alive, 

now cloaked itself in a veil of darkness, the once familiar sights and sounds replaced by 

the eerie silence of the night. 

Nokta, with her keen senses attuned to the nocturnal world, paused, her eyes scanning 

the darkness. "It is not safe to be out at night," she warned, her voice low and filled with 

a sense of urgency. "We must seek shelter before the creatures of the night awaken." 

Zylo, his eyes scanning the screen of a small, handheld device, stumbled upon a 

concerning piece of information. "But here it says you're the most dangerous threat 

detected around here," he exclaimed, his voice filled with disbelief. 

Nokta's eyes narrowed, her agitation evident. "This thing clearly isn't from here," she 

retorted, her voice laced with a hint of annoyance. "Or it would know what the most 

dangerous threat really means in these forests." 

Raazi's voice was barely a whisper as he cautioned his companions. "Hush," he said, 

his eyes scanning the darkness. "The wind has a strange smell." 



As if on cue, the symphony of chirps and squawks that had filled the night air began to 

fade, replaced by an eerie silence. The forest seemed to hold its breath, a palpable 

sense of tension filling the air. 

Nokta's voice was low and menacing as she spoke. "Somebody is after us," she hissed, 

her eyes darting from side to side, searching for any sign of danger. 

As the darkness deepened, the trio moved through the forest, their every step muffled 

by the soft undergrowth. Nokta, with her keen senses attuned to the nocturnal world, led 

the way, her eyes scanning the darkness for any sign of danger. The forest seemed to 

close in around them, the towering trees forming an impenetrable barrier between them 

and the outside world. 

A sense of dread hung heavy in the air as they navigated the treacherous terrain. The 

once familiar sounds of the forest had been replaced by an eerie silence, broken only by 

the occasional rustle of leaves or the distant hoot of an owl. As they pressed on, a 

strange, rhythmic whistling sound began to echo through the trees, sending a shiver 

down their spines. 

As the eerie whistling sounds grew louder, Nokta's pace quickened. She led Raazi and 

Zylo towards a large, imposing rock, its surface smooth and cool to the touch. "Take 

shelter beside the rock for a minute," she whispered, her voice barely audible over the 

growing cacophony of sounds. 

The jaguar crouched low, her muscles tense as she prepared for a confrontation. Her 

eyes darted from side to side, scanning the darkness for any sign of danger. A low 

growl rumbled in her throat, a warning to any unseen adversary. 

Suddenly, a strange silhouette emerged from the shadows, its form flickering in the dim 

moonlight. Feathers ruffled above, casting eerie shadows on the forest floor. In one 

hand, it held a long, gnarled stick adorned with a collection of strange, bone-like objects. 

The creature's form was obscured by the darkness, but the sound of a deep, raspy 

cough betrayed its presence. 



Nokta's roar echoed through the forest, a powerful display of feline dominance. The 

creature, momentarily startled by the sudden burst of sound, paused in its approach. 

However, its determination was unwavering as it continued to advance, its bony figure 

silhouetted against the moonlit sky. 

"I was about to humbly ask you to do the same," the creature rasped, its voice a deep, 

gravelly growl. "This is my home," it added, pointing towards the rock where Raazi, 

Zylo, and Nokta had taken shelter. 

The creature was revealed to be an elderly bonobo, its fur matted and its eyes filled with 

a wisdom that belied its age. Despite its frail appearance, its demeanor was filled with a 

quiet dignity and a fierce protectiveness of its territory. 

The bonobo was adorned with an intricate headdress of feathers, its colors blending 

seamlessly with the twilight hues of the forest. Several pieces of animal skin were 

draped around its body, offering a degree of protection against the elements. In one 

hand, it held a long, gnarled stick, its surface etched with intricate symbols. In the other, 

it clutched a small, bone whistle, its surface smooth and polished. 

"Lady Jaguar," the bonobo began, its voice filled with a mixture of respect and pleading. 

"May I humbly request passage? I believe that is my friend, Old Raazi, freezing in fear 

over there." It gestured towards Raazi, who was indeed frozen in place, his eyes wide 

with terror. 

Nokta's eyes narrowed as she turned to Raazi, her expression a mix of confusion and 

suspicion. "Do you know this bonobo?" she asked, her voice low and cautious. 

Raazi remained frozen in place, his fear momentarily paralyzing him. "I can't remember 

him," he stammered, his voice barely audible. 

Nokta's eyes narrowed, her teeth bared in a low growl. "Go away," she hissed, her voice 

filled with a mixture of anger and protectiveness. 



The bonobo's expression remained calm as he turned to Raazi, his eyes filled with a 

knowing glint. "You asked for help and guidance for your friend who is from a faraway 

world and wants to save his home from evil Crex, didn't you?" he asked, his voice 

steady and unwavering. 

Zylo's voice trembled as he turned to Raazi. "What did you say to this scary monkey?" 

he asked, his eyes wide with fear. 

Raazi's face paled as he realized the gravity of the situation. "I don't even know him," he 

admitted, his voice barely a whisper. 

As the tension reached its peak, a breathtaking spectacle unfolded. From the depths of 

the surrounding bushes, a swarm of fireflies emerged, their ethereal glow illuminating 

the darkness. The tiny creatures encircled the bonobo, forming a shimmering halo of 

light. The once-ominous forest was transformed into a magical realm, the darkness 

banished by the gentle radiance of the fireflies. 

One particularly brave firefly landed on the bonobo's outstretched finger, its tiny body 

glowing with an otherworldly intensity. The bonobo smiled, a touch of amusement in his 

eyes. "But you know the Spirit of the forest," he said, his voice filled with a sense of 

confidence. "I'm quite sure she will see this and understand." 

Raazi, Zylo, and Nokta stood in awe, their eyes fixed on the mesmerizing spectacle of 

the fireflies. The tiny creatures danced and twirled, their ethereal glow casting a magical 

light upon the forest. The once-ominous darkness had been transformed into a realm of 

wonder, the fear and tension of the past few moments fading away. 

Raazi, his voice filled with a sense of awe, broke the silence. "Who are you?" he asked, 

his eyes fixed on the wise-looking bonobo. 

The bonobo smiled, a gentle light in his eyes. "Call me your friend from now on," he 

replied, his voice filled with a sense of camaraderie. "Orakolo." 



Orakolo raised a hand, his gesture commanding respect. "Please move away," he 

requested, his voice filled with a sense of urgency. "I need to speak to the rock." 

With a nod of understanding, Raazi, Zylo, and Nokta retreated to a safe distance, their 

eyes fixed on the wise bonobo. Orakolo turned his attention to the large rock, his eyes 

closed in concentration. As he spoke, his voice a low, rhythmic chant, the rock seemed 

to pulsate with an inner energy. 

To their astonishment, the ground beneath the rock began to rumble. The earth shifted 

and cracked, revealing a hidden entrance to an underground passage. The rock, once a 

seemingly ordinary fixture of the forest, had transformed into a portal to another realm. 

Raazi's eyes widened in disbelief. "Where is here?" he asked, his voice filled with a 

mixture of excitement and trepidation. 

Orakolo chuckled, a knowing glint in his eyes. "Well, you asked for guidance, didn't 

you?" he replied, his voice filled with a sense of adventure. 

With a playful leap, Orakolo descended into the newly revealed burrow. The earth 

swallowed him whole, leaving behind a swirling vortex of dust and light. After a few 

moments, Orakolo's voice echoed from the depths of the underground passage. "It's 

safe," he called out, his voice carrying a hint of excitement. "Come in!" 

Zylo's eyes widened in confusion. "What was that guidance exactly for? Our tomb?" he 

asked, his voice filled with uncertainty. 

Orakolo's voice echoed from the depths of the burrow. "Don't worry, Zylo," he replied, 

his tone reassuring. "You won't get buried in these forests." 

Zylo whispered to Raazi, his voice filled with a mixture of fear and humor. "Oh, lovely, 

because I'm so poisonous?" 

Orakolo laughed, his voice carrying a sense of amusement. "Exactly!" he replied, his 

tone lighthearted. 



The trio descended into the burrow, their footsteps echoing through the subterranean 

passage. As they ventured deeper, the darkness was gradually dispelled by the 

ethereal glow of fireflies, their tiny lights illuminating the walls of the underground 

chamber. The walls were adorned with intricate paintings, depicting a myriad of 

creatures and scenes. Animals of all shapes and sizes, their fur rendered in vibrant 

hues, frolicked amidst lush forests and crystal-clear streams. Humans, their forms 

etched with delicate precision, engaged in a variety of activities, from hunting and 

gathering to dancing and celebrating. The walls were a tapestry of life, a testament to 

the rich and diverse ecosystem that existed above. The figures were depicted in a 

flowing, graceful style, their movements imbued with a sense of rhythm and harmony. 

The colors were vibrant and varied, creating a stunning visual spectacle that was both 

mesmerizing and evocative. The paintings seemed to come alive, their stories unfolding 

before the eyes of the observers. It was a place of wonder and enchantment, a hidden 

realm that revealed the secrets of the forest. 

Nokta and Raazi found a comfortable spot in a secluded corner of the chamber, their 

bodies relaxed as they leaned against the cool stone wall. Zylo, his curiosity piqued, 

wandered around the burrow, his eyes scanning the intricate paintings that adorned the 

walls. As he explored, he noticed a small pile of blue powder scattered on the ground. 

Intrigued, he knelt down to examine it more closely. 

As he reached out to touch the powder, his gaze was drawn to a nearby sketch. It 

depicted a blue humanoid, its features eerily similar to his own. Zylo's eyes widened in 

disbelief as he realized the significance of the discovery. 

Raazi's voice echoed through the chamber, breaking the silence. "Zylo, why are you 

standing there?" he called out, his concern evident. 

Zylo turned to face Raazi, his eyes still fixed on the intriguing sketch. "Nothing," he 

replied, his voice filled with a sense of wonder. "These paintings are interesting." 



Just as Zylo was about to continue his exploration, Orakolo appeared, a tray of food 

balanced precariously in his hands. The tray was laden with a variety of delicacies, 

including plump, juicy fruits, dried fish, and a selection of crunchy insects. 

"Here," Orakolo offered, his eyes twinkling with amusement. "You must be hungry after 

all that exploring." 

The trio devoured the food with gusto, their hunger sated by the delicious bounty that 

Orakolo had provided. As the effects of their meal began to take hold, a sense of 

drowsiness washed over them. Soon, they were lost in the comforting embrace of sleep, 

their bodies resting against the cool stone walls of the underground chamber. 

Hours passed, the stillness of the night broken only by the soft rustle of leaves and the 

occasional hoot of an owl. Zylo was awakened from his slumber by a faint, ethereal 

humming. His eyes fluttered open, adjusting to the dim light that filtered through the 

cracks in the ceiling. Sitting up, he listened intently to the source of the sound. 

Following the melodic hum, Zylo cautiously made his way through the chamber. His 

eyes widened in astonishment as he witnessed Orakolo, his brush moving with fluid 

grace, adding new details to the existing paintings on the wall. The bonobo was 

standing right at the corner where Zylo had discovered the blue powder. 

Zylo's eyes widened in disbelief as he recognized the scene depicted in the painting. It 

was a world eerily similar to his own, a place cloaked in a soft, living blanket of 

bioluminescent moss. The light of day was gentle, and the night was a symphony of 

glowing hues. Homes, nestled into the gentle curves of the moon's surface, resembled 

oversized pebbles, their interiors bathed in a warm, constant glow. 

Outside, crystalline gardens flourished, their forms shifting and changing with the 

seasons. Unique creatures, soft and fluffy with uncanny intelligence, roamed the 

landscape, providing companionship and sustenance. It was a simple life, but rich in 

wonder. 



As Zylo gazed at the painting, a wave of nostalgia washed over him. It was a glimpse of 

home, a reminder of the world he had left behind. 

Zylo's eyes widened in alarm as he noticed a new painting on the wall. It depicted a 

massive galactic spacecraft, its sleek form shrouded in shades of black and ash. 

Towering above the spacecraft was a colossal figure, its form shrouded in darkness. A 

triangular helmet adorned its head, casting a menacing shadow over its features. 

Zylo's voice was barely a whisper as he uttered the chilling words, "It's Crex, at the 

Council of Confederation!" 

Zylo's heart pounded in his chest as he rushed towards Orakolo, his movements filled 

with a sense of urgency. Grabbing the bonobo's arm, he demanded, "How does a 

common monkey know about the Council of Xytowan confederation?" His voice was a 

mixture of disbelief and excitement. 

"The universe is a vast, interconnected web," Orakolo began, his voice filled with a 

sense of wisdom. "Just as the stars above us are part of a grand cosmic dance, so too 

are all beings and places intertwined in ways we may not fully understand." 

Orakolo stepped aside, gesturing for Zylo to take a closer look at the painting he had 

just finished. The scene depicted a majestic temple, bathed in the soft glow of 

moonlight. A blue humanoid stood before the temple, its form dwarfed by the imposing 

structure. A celestial anaconda, encircled by a halo of clouds, hovered above the 

humanoid, its eyes filled with compassion and understanding. The goddess, in her 

serpentine form, addressed the blue humanoid with a gentle, reassuring tone. 

Zylo's voice was barely a whisper as he spoke. "But this was a hallucination, fake figs 

tricking my mind…" he said, his eyes filled with uncertainty. 

Orakolo smiled, a knowing glint in his eyes. " Sometimes, the universe reveals its 

mysteries to those who are attuned to its subtle vibrations." 



Zylo's eyes widened in confusion as he struggled to comprehend Orakolo's words. "I 

can't understand a word you say," he admitted, his voice filled with frustration. His tone 

shifted, becoming slightly accusatory. "But I'm sure you're not the common monkey you 

pretend you are." 

Nokta stirred in her sleep, a low growl escaping her lips. Orakolo chuckled, his voice 

gentle. "But I am a common monkey," he replied, his eyes filled with amusement. "You 

see? I'm afraid of disturbing the jaguar's rest. Let's go out and talk over there." 

Orakolo and Zylo tiptoed their way out of the burrow, their movements cautious and 

deliberate. As they emerged into the midnight rainforest, A gentle breeze whispered 

through the trees, carrying the sweet scent of wildflowers and the moist aroma of 

decaying leaves. The air was alive with the sounds of the night, a symphony of chirps 

and rustles, croaks and howls. The rainforest, in its nocturnal guise, was a place of 

mystery and enchantment, a hidden world that revealed its secrets only to those who 

dared to venture into its depths. 

As Orakolo and Zylo emerged into this magical realm, a swarm of fireflies gathered 

around the wooden tray that Orakolo had picked up. The tiny creatures, their bodies 

glowing with an ethereal light, landed on the intricately carved surface, creating a 

mesmerizing spectacle. The tray, once a simple object, was now transformed into a 

living, breathing canvas, adorned with the beauty of nature's most enchanting creatures. 

Zylo followed Orakolo with a sense of curiosity and anticipation. The bonobo led him to 

a nearby thicket, where he began to carefully pick berries from a low-hanging branch. 

"Now, tell me," Zylo began, his voice filled with a mixture of excitement and trepidation. 

"How do you know about my hallucinations in the house of Lady Green Mane?" 

Orakolo paused, a thoughtful expression crossing his face. "If it happened at the house 

of Lady Green Mane," he replied, his voice carrying a note of wisdom, "it's a dream and 

has a message." 



Zylo's eyes widened in surprise. "What message?" he asked, his voice filled with a 

mixture of confusion and excitement. 

Orakolo paused his berry-picking, his attention fully focused on Zylo. "What did she tell 

you? Do you remember?" he asked, his voice gentle and encouraging. 

Zylo nodded, his eyes filled with a mixture of wonder and confusion. "Yes, she told me I 

have everything I need in my spaceship," he replied, his voice filled with a sense of awe. 

Orakolo raised an eyebrow, a thoughtful expression crossing his face. "What were you 

thinking about before you began dreaming?" he asked, his voice gentle and probing. 

Zylo paused, his mind racing as he tried to recall his thoughts. "I can't remember 

exactly," he admitted, his voice filled with uncertainty. "But it must have been Crex and 

his unholy plans for Xxorisz. That's what I think about most often." 

Orakolo listened to Zylo with a gentle smile. "Zylo, the rainforest and the universe are 

deeply connected," he began, his voice filled with a sense of wisdom. "The Lady Green 

Mane, appearing as a celestial Anaconda, is a reflection of your own inner wisdom." 

He paused, letting the night sounds fill the air. "Dreams often show us how everything is 

connected," he continued. "The solution she gave you is a gift from the universe, a sign 

of the wisdom already within you. Just like the rainforest, your mind and soul are part of 

the greater whole." 

Orakolo's eyes twinkled with amusement. "Trust the messages you receive," he 

encouraged, his voice filled with a sense of optimism. "They guide you on your path. 

The Lady Green Mane's appearance reminds us that we are all part of this beautiful, 

interconnected dance." 

Zylo's eyes widened in confusion. "Um, suppose I didn't...quite understand what do you 

mean?" he stammered, his voice filled with uncertainty. 



Orakolo chuckled, his eyes filled with amusement. He patted Zylo on the back, a 

gesture of encouragement. "It means you already know what you have to do, Zylo," he 

replied, his voice firm. "Do not escape from it." 

Zylo's voice rose in pitch, a hint of panic creeping into his tone. "No, I'm not escaping 

from anything," he insisted, his eyes wide with desperation. "I'm just...I need Silver. You 

know? I have evidence against Crex, tide-turning evidence. If I present the evidence to 

the council of confederation, you know what happens? Crex will be stripped of all his 

authority. That's why I need Silver, I need to go there." 

Orakolo smiled affectionately, his eyes filled with a sense of hope. "Yes, the evidence 

needs to get into their hands," he replied, his voice firm. "Follow me." 

With a nod of understanding, Zylo followed Orakolo through the dense foliage. The 

bonobo led him to a clearing at the edge of the forest, his eyes scanning the horizon. 

With a flick of his wrist, Orakolo pushed aside the foliage, revealing a breathtaking vista. 

Beyond the trees, a vast expanse of open land stretched out before them, dotted with 

towering mountains and shimmering rivers. 

Zylo paused, his eyes filled with a mixture of curiosity and skepticism. "But I still really 

need to know how a common monkey, or even some very uncommon monkey, knows 

about my dreams, Crex, and how Xxorisz looks like," he said, his voice tinged with 

disbelief. 

Orakolo's eyes seemed to shimmer with an ancient wisdom. "There are forces at play, 

Zylo, beyond our comprehension," he began, his voice filled with a sense of profound 

understanding. "Threads of fate and destiny weave through the cosmos, binding us in 

ways that defy logic. And sometimes, just sometimes, we catch a glimpse of the greater 

design." 

Zylo's eyes widened in disbelief. "You mean...dreams?" he asked, his voice filled with a 

mixture of confusion and wonder. 



Orakolo smiled, his eyes twinkling with amusement. "Yes," he replied, his voice filled 

with a sense of wisdom. " Sometimes, dreams reveal truths that our waking minds 

cannot comprehend." 

Orakolo reached into his pocket and pulled out a handful of ripe figs, offering them to 

Zylo. "Eat these," he said, his voice filled with a sense of encouragement. "You will 

understand everything at the right moment." 

Zylo accepted the figs gratefully, his eyes filled with a renewed sense of hope. As they 

sat together, enjoying the sweet taste of the fruit, the sun began to rise, painting the 

eastern sky in hues of pink and gold. The rainforest, bathed in the soft glow of dawn, 

was a breathtaking spectacle. The trees, their leaves shimmering with dew, seemed to 

come alive, their branches swaying gently in the morning breeze. The birdsong filled the 

air, a symphony of nature's most beautiful melodies. As they watched the sunrise, Zylo 

felt a sense of tranquility wash over him, a connection to something far greater than his 

blue self who wanted to be a hero for the ever-peaceful meadows of Xxorisz. 

  



When faced with a challenging situation, what were the first solutions that came to 

mind? 

  



Were these solutions immediate or did they take some time to develop? 

  



How did you feel about these initial solutions? Did they inspire hope, fear, or a mix of 

emotions? 

  



Looking back, were these initial solutions practical or feasible? 

  



Were there any obstacles or limitations that you didn't consider at first? 

  



How did the reality of your situation compare to your initial ideas? Did you need to 

adjust your expectations or solutions? 

  



Did any of your initial solutions feel like a familiar safety net or comfort zone? 

  



Why might we gravitate towards familiar solutions, even if they may not be the most 

effective? 

  



How can we overcome the tendency to cling to familiar solutions, even when they're not 

working? 

  



Did any of your initial solutions feel overwhelming or daunting? 

  



Why might we be hesitant to embrace change, even when it's necessary? 

  



How can we overcome the fear of the unknown and embrace new challenges? What 

strategies can help us build resilience and a growth mindset? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


