
                                                 Truth Or Dream?

A shrill cry echoed in the mist. Something was advancing on me, something bad…

I woke with a start. I was hot, sweaty and breathing fast. I’d been having a dream. I tried to 
remember the details: I’d had a map and I’d been following it somewhere. But where? I couldn’t 
remember. At the end someone had been chasing me, and that was when I’d woken up. I rolled 
over and tried to get back to sleep. It was then that I saw it, something on my pillow. I picked it up 
and turned the light on. It was a map, exactly the same map I had had in my dream. I tried to 
register what my brain was telling me.Was this real or was I still dreaming?

I woke in the morning and stretched, I was holding something. It was a map, then all the events of 
last night came back to me. Was I still asleep? Anyway I thought, there was no harm in having a 
look at it. So I unrolled it, it was ancient, It was engraved with extremely neat handwriting  which 
said:       
               Ask me what you want to know, 
                Where someone is or wants to go. 
                Perhaps what you would like to Know 
                Is if its ever going to snow. 
                 Just ask me when, just ask me where, 
                Because my knowledge ends nowhere. 
  

Once I had finished reading I wondered what it meant. I mean, how does a map answer a 
question? I decided I would try it and find out. So I thought of a question and said: “ What is going 
on? ” To my surprise the map leapt out of my hand and into the air while words began to form on its 
surface. They said:  
                                The time has come for you to go, 
                                   And find the mountain capped with snow. 
                                    You must climb up high to its peak, 
                                    The crafty villains you must seek. 
                                    To help you out this map was sent, 
                                    But remember it is only lent. 
                                     Just Mount Erebus you must seek out, 
                                    And stop the death of all by drought. 

Once the words had stopped coming the map fell back onto the bed looking completely normal 
once again. For a moment I was speechless, then I asked: “ Where is Mount Erebus? “ Once again 
the map leapt into the air and once again words began writing themselves on its surface. This time 
they said:   
                 Follow the road, keep going south east, 
                  Go through the tunnel, beware of the beast. 
                  When you reach the rock that is shaped like a tree, 
                  Then look around till the hidden you see. 
                  Be careful, the hidden first must see me, 
                  After I’ve spoken, then yours will it be. 
                  Once you’ve done that ask directions from me, 
                  And I’ll show you the way that travel must thee.                     

     
This left me even more speechless than before but I managed to utter the words: “ what happens if 
I don’t go? ” This time the map said:
                                                           If you don’t go, and this house leave,                                                                 
                                                           You’ll all be dead by new years eve. 



                                                           We’ll either be killed or somebodies’ slave, 
                                                            You really must go, our lives to save, 
                                                            

This stunned me completely. So I must go I thought. I decided to leave early tomorrow morning. “ 
What do I need to take? “ I wondered aloud. The map [ once again ] leapt into the air. I sighed 
would I ever be able to ask a question without the map answering it? I decided I might as well see 
what the map said so I read:
                                                     If I were you I would take some clothes, 
                                                     Some food and water and perhaps a stove. 
                                                     Also a watch, an alarm clock maybe, 
                                                     For what awaits you we’ll have to wait and see. 
                                                     A water and wind proof, a fleece, nice and warm, 
                                                     I’d also be leaving at the crack of dawn. 

After I’d packed all my things I put my rucksack by my bed and set my alarm clock for 5 in the 
morning.

RING RING! RING RING! I was woken early in the morning by my alarm clock. I instinctively rolled 
over and tried to get back to sleep, then I remembered why I’d set the alarm clock in the first place. 
I got out of bed and shouldered my rucksack [ I had slept in my clothes ]. Quietly, I tiptoed 
downstairs, slipped on my trainers, unlocked the back door and stepped out into the inky darkness.
I remembered that the map had said to follow the road. But which road? Well it had to head south 
east so there was only one option really. I was nervous, the map had said that there was some 
kind of beast. This was going to be a long dangerous journey. Then the full realisation hit me! This 
was real! It wasn’t a dream!

                                                               
                                                            


