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SHARING

 


Strrrrretching . . . is rather nice.
I felt sure that if I tried just a little harder, I could reach
that flowerpot. I wouldn’t, needless to say, knock it over. One
simply doesn’t do things like that. Anyway, it would be rather
noisy, and frankly, noise—I do not like. If he hadn’t trimmed my
claws again, I am sure I could do it. Reach the pot, I mean. It is
a nuisance. Sure my claws got caught now and then in something or
other. But now, after the pedicure, or manicure to be more precise,
I feel shorter by at least a couple of feet. Spoil sport! It’s not
as if I was ever running up and down the curtains. Well—almost...
‘ever’, and he does need new ones anyway. ‘‘So?”

Oh, well. Might as well take a little nap, I
suppose. I haven’t quite finished that dream I started this
morning. I wonder just how it will end. Nnyahhh... actually yawning
is rather nice, also. Aahhh, that is much better.

 


Oh-ho! I have a feeling that Stephan forgot
something again. What a birdbrain! He’ll get up too late and then
rush out, as though the house was on fire. He never did like
mornings very much. Rush, rush.... He will be in a hurry, of
course, when he returns. But if I get in his way, at the door, I
might get a couple of strokes down my spine and a scratch just
below the ear. It took me ages to teach him the exact spot. But I
must say, he was trying hard.

He is getting close now. Oh my! He is in a
bit of a huff! Maybe I’d better unload him a bit. All right - onto
the door! Once more onto the br....

He simply loves to brag that everybody thinks
that only dogs can do that, but HIS Bartholomew does it without
fail. Big deal. After all, dogs greet their Masters at the door,
only because it is expected of them, so why not? If he had only
said that he gets such a big kick out of it, I would have done it
right from the start. Sure, it is a pity to occasionally interrupt
a nice dream just for a short trip to the door. But, there again,
the sort of warm glow he positively oozes when I do it for him
beats any dream I ever had.

Anyway, there is nothing a dog can do that I
can’t. Normally, a lot better! I can even wag my tail. What a
stupid habit! I suppose, I can’t really blame them, though. Some
canine twit must have started it God knows how many eons ago, and
now, if they don’t wag their stupid tails, nobody believes that
they are happy.

It’s like people smiling. Why stretching
one’s lips from ear to ear should indicate a happy state, I shall
never know. Often it looks positively painful, almost scary.
Especially, when some of them seem to have teeth twice the size of
their mouths.

Now a gentle purrrr—makes sense. It sets up
vibrations from my throat, through my spine, right to the tip of my
tail. Well, almost. Oops—here he comes!

“Not now, Barth, I am in a hell of a hurry.
Forgot the stupid . . . oh, all right, just a quick one then . . .
that is nice . . . isn’t it? O.K., and behind the ear—all right,
all right, I know—a bit lower down. Now let me go. Must rush. Happy
dreams. Bye!”

So much for my personal elocutionary giant.
Anyway, it works every time. I get a quick scratch where I can’t
very well reach myself, whilst he stops feeling sorry for himself
for being such a birdbrain. (No offence birds - just a figure of
speech.)

 


And this figure of speech business.

One cannot but feel sorry for them. Not the
birds. People. For such a long time they concentrated on being so
verbose, that real communication seems to be completely beyond
their capability. They have lost it. And the poor babies. I’ve seen
only one, mind you. But the poor blighter couldn’t say a word yet,
and the darling mother would yap her head off at him. The baby,
that is. So, obviously, he was doing his damnedest to communicate
with her, but she wasn’t even listening. Yap, yap, yap. Coochee
coochee, cooo.... Really! Poor people. If only they stopped
talking, they might hear something. Not words, of course, but real
contact.

However, it might not be too late yet. After
all, when I first met Stephan, I couldn’t get through to him at
all. Not for at least a whole year. But I do rather like him so I
never gave up. I kept trying. First, I had to show him that I could
hear him when he was not talking. It wasn’t easy. I kept repeating
the same actions, round and round, until the bright lad (sorry, I
don’t mean to be sarcastic, but it was rather tedious) began to
notice that I seemed to know some of his intentions in advance. I
could hardly fail, since he was broadcasting them for half an hour,
before the thoughts even formulated in his own mind.

Then he became aware that I could tell when
he was coming home. The fellow didn’t realize that when he was
nearing our apartment, he stood out like a blaring beacon in the
middle of the Sahara desert. Not that I’ve ever seen a desert, but
he has talked about it.

And that’s another thing.

When Stephan described this desert to his
friends, it was such an inadequate image of what was in his mind.
If people would only stop talking and listen—instead. Still,
Stephan does have such a vivid imagination. His friends would
really enjoy his images. I do. But when he and his friends get
together, it sounds more like a waiting game. Each waiting to jump
in with his or her own story, the moment one of them stops to catch
a breath.

Well, I am not giving up on my Stephan. I
can’t explain it, but I have a feeling that somehow, soon,
something will happen, that will make a big difference in our
relationship. Maybe I am psychic—my tail has been tingling like
never before. In fact, it makes me a bit nervous. I hope he doesn’t
notice. He would never understand. Anyway, not yet.

 


 


“The need for sharing is a strange
desire. Success resulting from adamant pursuit of ideas generated
by an inquisitive mind loses its joy, when contained in an
emotional vacuum. The vision and the will to scale ever more
challenging crags, to see beyond the furthest horizons, become
shrouded with a myopic veil. The need to share is inherent to the
success of crossing the boundaries of human perception. The
crossing of the turbulent waters of intellectual limitation, and
feeling the freedom this act affords, is the real measure of
success.”

The notes he’d received from his astrologer
friend vaguely amused him. Not that he put much faith in her arcane
prognostications. The script was heavy on the esoteric, slightly
pompous, and light on facts he could use in everyday life.

Stephan glanced at Bartholomew curled up at
his feet. His furry friend seemed oblivious to the world around
him. Stephan grinned when he became aware of the vibration, a
gentle purr, where the cat was touching his left calf. Somehow old
Barth managed to share his pleasure in a most inconspicuous
way.

Stephan returned to his reading.

“You are, my dear Stephan, blessed with the
Midas touch, though the substance you crave is more precious than
mere glitter and sheen of gaudy if rare metal. You dare to defy the
expected, to lead where others often failed to follow. But you will
not be denied. You have already crossed the solitary isthmus
joining the known and the forbidden….”

It was getting late. A hard day in the office
often left him on the very edge of dozing off. Even as he closed
his eyes, the loose sheets of paper floated down to his feet like
autumn leaves. His mind took off on a tangent of its own. Midas, he
mused, a blessing . . . a curse?

His thoughts, over which he lost all control,
drifted still further into the kingdom of Phrygia in the Anatolian
Highlands. He was swept by a strange feeling of enchantment.

Surely, he thought, this is too real to be
just a dream….

 


As the curse would have it, he held his
ground. He climbed the steps of success, each breeding the next,
each balanced precariously, yet offering foothold enough to jump to
the next rung of insatiable desire to climb still further….

 


Stephan felt lost. Where am I, he mused with
the remaining fragments of his awareness. Anatolian Highlands?

 


He looked over his shoulder and . . . an
anxious tremor touched his heart. He did not understand it at
first. Yet it grew stronger with each fresh step he took on his
precarious journey. Then the haze of apprehension cleared and he
knew. He was alone. He had fought too hard to retrace his steps. He
had been too close to stop, even to rest. Yet he needed to share.
And there was no one.

 




The need for sharing is a strange desire… the
awareness he’d left behind repeated. Didn’t I just read something
like that….

 


Thus onward he went, and as he reached and
looked over the most turbulent crest he glimpsed, he felt, he
sensed—Eden. He saw Paradise. He grasped and he held fast with the
churning hunger of unquenched desire.

 


That last step had been his doom.

Now he could never turn back. His voice could
no longer reach down to the valley which he had left behind. He
could now show the way, a path much easier for others to follow...
but no one would hear. He needed to share the greatest of all
successes, to share the greatest prize....

His heart, ebullient with the glory of his
achievement, could no longer contain its joy. Consequently, even as
a sun heated beyond its limits explodes with the fury of Nova, so
Stephan’s emotions, imbued with the joy of the final success,
restrained only by the brittle mantle of his solitude, could
contain its forces no longer.

With shattering might his inner heart
exploded. For a split second the universe around him was suffused
with the rays of joy. In areas remote, remote and aloof, people
felt a sudden warmth of contentment, not knowing why, but smiling
in return. Nearer, strangers embraced each other and laughed, yet
soon turned away embarrassed, for they too were ignorant of the
cause for their amity.

Such is the power of joy, a voice said. Who’s
voice, he wondered unaware of its source.

 


When Stephan came to, he was covered in
sweat. Whatever had happened in his dream was much too real for
comfort. Somehow, in his altered awareness he’d taken this final
step of understanding. Nevertheless, it was neither his mind nor
body that shared this experience. His heart ruled supreme in that
realm. In that realm, the power to feel reached far beyond the
limits of analytical comprehension. Yet it was utterly
overwhelming. It drained him of all his energies. The great vacuum
tore at him from all directions at once. To fill with what, he
wondered? Love? Emotions? Surely, not just the ability to share?
Still in that intangible reality, to safeguard his sanity, he
withdrew his vigilance into a protective cocoon, and in so doing,
he released the unrequited emotions that swelled within him. Then,
spent and exhausted, he suffered merciful Morpheus to claim his
wholly drained awareness.

Still feeling drowsy, he adjusted his
armchair to a reclining position, made sure that Bartholomew was
still at his feet, and, once again drifted into a slumber. He
needed rest, not somnambular nightmares.

This was not his day….

Soon yet another strange dream took hold of
his troubled mind. A dream real—yet timeless, intense—yet strangely
gentle. He had dreamed of dreaming . . . and within that dream he
rose above his body and looked down at the reclining semblance. How
frail and hapless is a human frame. When spirit deserts it—but an
empty shell, a mass of swirling atoms destined for perdition.

As Stephan hovered in the intense reality of
his gossamer existence, he felt invaded by an alien touch. A touch
of amusement? He wanted to hide in the sanctuary of his sleeping
body, but curiosity prevailed. He opened his guard . . . and the
gentle smile was there again to greet him.

“Welcome, my friend and Master,” he felt the
emotive thoughts, “I waited for you . . . I knew you could
listen.”

And Stephan was afraid again, but the
gentleness of the prodding thoughts bore neither malice nor danger.
He opened more, a little... and then he saw Bartholomew. The regal
sphinx was sitting erect, poised as though cut from velvety marble.
His shimmering eyes did not look at the reclining body, but were
fixed to the spot where Stephan’s awareness had risen. The feline
eyes were glowing with open joy and comfort. Was Bartholomew
smiling? Was there amusement in his eyes? Do cats really smile?

“Oh yes, they do,” his patient friend purred
softly. “I have been smiling at you all along. A smile is a state
of mind, not a baring of teeth!”

“You are Bartholomew, and I hear you!”
Stephan thought aghast as though needing to compound
conviction.

“Of course you do, why are you so surprised?
Can you not hear the plants growing? Does not a rose smile at you
with her blooming petals?”

And Stephan, silent, listened. He listened to
his heart and to all the hearts that beat with the inherent yet
still unconscious desire to give of oneself to each other, to join
in their becoming, to join their singularity into a cosmic embrace
of unified existence....

....and he felt wisdom that transcends all
that intellect can muster . . . the illusion of successes melted
into a bliss of pure knowledge, into the naked joy of timeless
state of being. And then Stephan realized that for the first time
in his life he was truly awake. And he felt joy—again...

....and he was sharing.

 


***
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sciences and philosophy. His fiction and non-fiction attest to his
particular passion for the scope and the development of human
potential. He authored more than twenty books, twelve of them
novels. His short stories, ‘literary’ though tending towards
Visionary- or Science-Fiction, have been published extensively.

Under his real name he published six
non-fiction books sharing his vision of reality. He also composed
two collections of poems in his original native tongue in which he
satirizes his view of the world while paying homage to Bozena
Happach’s sculptures.
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