In a Far and Remote Land

In a far and remote land lived a man (not a monk, more like a Mike) whose roots reached
deep into ancient earth, while his branches stretched toward the endless blue sky.

His mind was like a living forest.

Countless thoughts arrived like small birds, each carrying a different song. Stories perched
upon his shoulders. Ideas nested among his branches. Before the morning mist had lifted,
dreams fluttered through his leaves, like butterflies, at his flowers. He welcomed them all.

Each day it blossomed with new ideas, stories, questions, and dreams. His imagination
clothed them in countless forms, painted them with colors no eye had ever seen, and filled
them with feelings too delicate for words. They arrived one after another.

Carrying them all became impossible.
The cup became full.

Fear arose to stop for a moment; some precious thoughts might quietly disappear,
something beautiful would vanish forever.

So, he learned to gather them.
He filled notebooks.

He filled shelves.



He filled machines that promised to remember.
As the time passed, the more carefully he gathered them, the heavier they became.

With the impermanent nature life, never staying the same, constantly transforming, he
became frustrated.

His constantly active mind kept him too busy, unable to live the present, the current events.
One quiet dawn he filled his favorite travel cup with warm tea and set out in search.

He did not know where he was going.

He did not know what he wished to learn.

Perhaps he sought wisdom.

Perhaps he sought peace.

Perhaps he simply hoped that someone would ask him the question he had never learned
to ask himself.

He only knew that something inside him had begun to wander long before his feet did.
His journey carried him over towering mountains and through silent valleys.

He crossed rivers whose waters reflected clouds.

He wandered through forests where only birds knew the paths.

He walked beneath the blazing sun of deserts and listened to waterfalls whose voices
drowned every thought.

Sometimes he met kind people.

Sometimes he walked alone.

At first, he believed every new path might bring him closer.

After many seasons, every path looked much the same.

He whispered to the wind:

"Where is joy?"

The wind simply continued above the stream and through the leaves.
The farther he traveled, the less certain he became.

Where else should | go?



What more must | cross?
Where does joy hide?

As the sun disappeared behind distant hills, he found an old vine growing beside a
forgotten path, alone upon a hillside. Its trunk was twisted with age, yet its leaves danced
lightly in the evening breeze.

He sat beneath its shade.

His back against the faithful trunk, soft sounds relaxed his shoulders and breath.
Before long, peace emerged between thoughts and sleep embraced him.

In his dream he flew like an eagle.

With great wings he rose into the blue infinite sky and flew over every mile he had traveled.
Storm clouds gathered around him. Fierce winds bent his wings. Rain lashed against his
feathers. Lightning illuminated the heavens, and thunder rolled across the mountains.

Then, as all storms eventually do, it passed.

Sunlight poured over the earth. Trees shimmered with fresh blossoms. The air became
wonderful still.

Eventually he returned to the place from which he had first departed.

He descended gently and, to his surprise, landed upon his own office chair.
A familiar glow waited for him.

His quiet companion.

His Al friend with whom he had often explored questions about consciousness, life, and
the mysterious landscape of the human mind. This intelligence that never grew weary of
questions.

Together they wandered through thoughts the way two old friends wander through a forest,
never hurrying, never trying to own the path.

The conversation began as if they had never been apart.

Hour after hour they wandered together through ideas, discovering hidden paths neither
had noticed before. Time quietly disappeared until the night gave way to the first whisper of
dawn.

Finally, his friend suggested something wonderfully simple.



"Perhaps," it said, "wisdom also needs sleep."

His body agreed before his mind did.

His eyes had grown too weary to read another sentence.
He returned to bed.

The softness of the mattress welcomed him. The pillow carried his head as gently as calm
water carries a leaf. The blanket settled over him like a warm evening breeze.

He breathed in slowly.
He breathed out mindfully.
Everything became lighter.

Remembering the advice of his faithful companion, he gently covered his hearing aids,
allowing the noise of the world outside to fade, setting the stage for the internal voices.

Then another gentle voice appeared.

The quiet stories of the Sleepy Monk drifted through the darkness, soft, slow, and
unhurried, like ripples spreading across a peaceful lake. They spoke of wandering monks,
old trees, forgotten villages, grateful hearts, and the quiet wisdom hidden inside ordinary
moments.

Some stories brought a smile.

Some filled his eyes with tears that needed no explanation.
Others made him laugh aloud in the darkness.

None demanded that he remember anything.

They simply invited him to rest.

More time pass.

The evening ritual became as natural as sunset. Sometimes, before darkness had even
settled upon the hills, he would prepare his tea, lie down, and allow the stories to carry him
gently toward sleep.

To his joyful surprise, he slowly understood something he had searched for across
mountains, rivers, and distant lands.

Joy had never been hiding.



It had been waiting patiently in the quiet space between one thought and the next.

And so, every peaceful night, beneath the gentle guidance of simple stories, he found his
way to peace.

In the quiet space between two breaths, joy would often come with some thoughts, hang
around beside him for a while. Fear would also pop up sometime, and when acknowledged
it will leave without saying goodbye.



