VOICE OVER:
Being a mother  is hard hard work, but so gratifying… My baby has poor health and never leaves home. He doesn´t sleep well, but I look after him and I take him to bed every night.

When my baby sleeps, he dreams. And when he dreams he travels to far away lands and runs away from me. Strange doors open for him and lead him to paths that nobody knows where they end. Those are the paths to the world of dreams .
There, seconds are like hours and sometimes, going forward is the same as standing still. His only guide is the light of his own spirit, the sweetest and most fragile ever seen.

My baby´s worn out, I can feel it.  He suffers and I can´t stand him being so far away from me. But my love´s warmth guides him, opens new doors for him and takes him to cozy places.

My baby mustn´t get lost! He has to learn. He has to learn that he can´t move away from me. Not even in the world of dreams.
When he´s scared, the light of his spirit shines stronger than ever. I want that light and I want it to shine even more, although he maybe scared to death.
I´m not a cruel mother. I frighten him to make him understand that he can´t be so naive. It´s absurd to think that he can escape from me in his dreams. Without him I couldn´t live. He´s my reason for living. His spirit… is so bright. He´s… my lifeblood.
My baby runs away from me. Another night. He runs towards the daylight. And I… I´m already full… so I let him go. He looks at me and I know that he hasn´t understood…

He rests, feeling the morning breeze and I calm him down with my love. Tonight he might run away from me in his dreams, so I´ll have to look for him again and patiently show him that it can´t be so; that I need his shining soul to live.
My baby lost his first mother... I found him and took care of him. Sometimes, I think he doesn´t know how lucky he is for having me by his side.
