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If you ask the man on the street, he’ll
likely tell you that science and religion are incompatible and
accepting one necessitates rejecting the other. But that isn’t the
case -- at least not with true science and true religion.

The conflict the man on the street thinks he
perceives arises from one (or both) of two things: 1) trying to use
religion to answer questions in the realm of science and vice
versa, and/or 2) mistaken ideas about one or the other (or both).
Science asks the question, “How does the universe work?” and seeks
to answer it thru observation and experimentation. Religion asks
the question, “Why are we here, and what are we suppose to do about
it?” and answers it thru inspiration and revelation. The mechanics
of the universe never seem to change, but our understanding of them
does, so what we call science is constantly in flux. The Gospel
never changes, but many like to throw philosophy and current,
popular ideas into the mix, so new religions and new religious
ideas keep popping up.

Religion doesn’t give us a step-by-step
instruction manual on how to create a universe; it merely tells us
why it was done with a few highlights of the process to show that
there was an order and a purpose behind it. And a scientific study
of the mechanisms of the universe will tell us no more about its
purpose or Creator than studying a car engine would tell us about
traffic laws or the hair color of the guy who attached the
radiator.

Think of science and religion as different
sides of the same puzzle. At times they may not seem to fit
together or even belong in the same picture, but that’s because we
don’t have all the pieces in place yet, and some of the ones we
think we do are actually in the wrong spot.

 


*****
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“How did you do on Mr. Franklin’s Biology
test today, Di?” Karen asked from the other end of the line.

“Terrible.” Diantha rolled onto her side and
twisted a clump of hair around her finger. “I don’t understand why
we have to study cell division. Who cares what the different stages
are? My cells divide just fine without me knowing them. Plus, I’m
going to be a rock star, and rock stars never use science.” She
looked up at a poster of her favorite girl band above her bed and
smiled. One day that would be her.

“I saw Boyd looking at you today at
lunch.”

“Was he?” Diantha sat up and straightened her
nightgown. “I hadn’t noticed.”

“Hadn’t noticed? How could you not have
noticed? He wasn’t being subtle about it at all.”

“Wasn’t he?”

“Di, he’s captain of the basketball team and
soooo cute! If he had been looking my way, you can be certain I
would have noticed, and I would have noticed him back.”

“Hmmm.” She looked out the window at a tree
leaning in front of it.

“Did you really not notice, Di, or are you
just being coy and playing hard to get?”

“I am hard to get. Basketball Boyd isn’t the
only suitor vying for my attention.” She flipped her hair back over
her shoulder.

“Di!” Karen squealed. “Have you been holding
out on me? Who is he? What does he look like? Do I know him?”

She stood up, walked regally over to her
vanity, and sat down. “A lady never kisses and tells.”

“EEEEEEEEEEEEE!!!!!” Diantha had to hold the
phone away from her ear. “Diantha, darling, stop keeping secrets!
Tell me everything about him, and don’t leave out any juicy
details.”

Diantha set her phone down next to her makeup
and hit speakerphone. She flipped the switch to light the bulbs
framing the mirror. She picked up her favorite brush and ran it
thru her coarse, dark hair.

“Well? I’m waiting. Don’t keep me in
suspense.”

Diantha looked in the mirror. A man ten-years
her elder appeared behind her reflection. She smiled as she saw him
put his hands on her reflection’s shoulders. She reached across her
chest and rested her hand on an empty shoulder. She smiled even
more to see her reflection’s hand rest on his hand even though she
felt nothing but a cotton nightgown.
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“Do you remember that guy I told you about?
The one I thought was following me?”

“The stalker?” Pause. “No. No! You are NOT
going out with your stalker? Please tell me you have more sense
than that.”

“He is not a stalker.” She gazed into his
eyes in the mirror. “He was just shy and admiring me from
afar.”

“Well keep him afar. You don’t realize how
dangerous those creeps can be. I was watching this show on TV about
this woman -- a grown woman with her own house -- who was being
stalked by this weird guy from the grocery store. The grocery
store! Who’d expect trouble to follow you home from the grocery
store? She didn’t take it seriously at first until one night he
broke into her house and killed her dead. Right there in her own
home while she was watching TV!”

“Karen, that isn’t going to happen to me.
Phillip isn’t some crazed lunatic from the grocery store. He’s
sweet.”

“What’s Phillips’ last name?”

“Seas.” She thought heard typing. “Why?”

“I’m seeing if he’s a serial killer or a
registered offender.”

“Karen Elizabeth Shaw! You stop typing this
instant! You are NOT going to run a background check on my
boyfriend.”

“It’s not an actual background check, just a
Google search.”

“Same difference.”

“Fine.”

“I still hear typing.”

“I just want to see what he looks like.”

“Karen!!”

“Well, no one dangerous is popping up. I’m
getting a lot of results for old men … and a guy our age that died
ten years ago. How old did you say he was again?”

“I didn’t and I’m not.”

“Where’s he from again?”

“Karen! Enough!” She slammed the brush down
causing the other objects on the vanity to bounce slightly. She
stood up and marched over to her closet.

“How long have you been dating your
stalker?”

“How many times do I have to tell you: he is
NOT a stalker.” She looked up at a poster of her favorite boy band
and giggled when Phillip appeared behind the drums. He picked up
the drumsticks and started plying the snare without making a sound.
Diantha put her hand up to the poster. “He’s sweet.” He put down
the drumsticks and came forward pulling his hand up to hers. “He
cares about me.”

“What does he look like? Any prison
tattoos?”

“No, he doesn’t have any prison tattoos. He
has the most beautiful blue eyes, a perfect smile, and his hands
are so big and strong. I feel so safe when -- ”

“Oh my gosh! He’s there right now, isn’t he?
I’m going to call the police!”

“Karen, if you call the police, I swear I
will never speak to you again. I mean it.”

“If I don’t call the police, you won’t be
able to speak to me again, because you’ll be dead!”

Diantha pressed the off button with the
weight of her entire upper body, then sent the phone sailing across
the room. It dented the far wall and landed in two pieces on the
pink carpet. “Arrrrrrghhhh!” She marched over to her bed, dropped
onto her side, curled her legs up, and buried her head in her
knees.

“Diantha?”

She looked up at her radio.

“Diantha.”

Her scowl melted into a smile.

“It’s ok. No one can keep us apart.” The
voice faded into static on the last word. Diantha leapt to her feet
and scuttled across the room to her dresser. She fiddled with the
knob until the static was replaced by his voice.

“Oh, Phillip. I’m so scared. Karen is calling
the police, and they’ll be here soon, and they’ll drag us
apart.”

“They can’t stop us from being together. I’ve
got a plan. Here’s what you need to do.”

Ten minutes later Diantha’s parents were
startled awake by a knock at the door. Her father looked over at
her mother who looked up from a reality show and gave him a
concerned look. “It’s awfully late for visitors.”

He rubbed his eyes. “So I wasn’t dreaming?
There really was a knock at the door?”

KNOCK. KNOCK.

“Better see who it is.”

He got up and sauntered over to the door.

“Look out the peek hole first. No respectable
person would be out this late.”

He did as he was instructed and saw a badge.
“It’s the police.”

“The police! Oh dear! You don’t think they’re
here about the -- ”

“Hush. Let them do the accusing. No point in
making their jobs any easier.” He adjusted his glasses, and then
opened the door. “Can I help you, officers?” He subconsciously
stroked the thin hairs that arched over his bald spot.

Karen pushed her way thru the two cops.
“Hurry! Her room’s straight up these stairs.” She took them two at
a time.

“Karen?” The mother’s face scrunched up. She
kicked the footrest of her easy chair down twice before it locked
into place. “What are you doing here?” She struggled up to her
feet.

Karen spun around halfway up the stairs.
“Diantha’s in trouble. We’ve got to save her!”

“What?” The dad charged up the stairs bolting
past Karen.

The mom turned to the cops with a concerned
look. The senior officer spoke first, “Ma’am, we received a call
tonight at 9:15 pm from a Miss Karen Shaw claiming she had just
gotten off the phone with your daughter who was being held hostage
by a stalker in her bedroom.”

“Oh, dear! And with my husband and I just
down the stairs. You’d better come in, officer. And your partner,
too. But wipe your feet first. I just had this carpet shampooed a
month ago, and I have no intention of doing it again this year.
We’re on a fixed income, you know. Do you have any idea how much
they charge to clean your carpet these days?”

“No, ma’am, I don’t.”

“It’s criminal! Maybe I should give you the
address of the company that did it, and you can go over there and
arrest them. Why, I remember the first time I had my carpet
cleaned, it only cost me -- ”

“Ma’am, I think we should head up to your
daughter’s room and make sure she’s ok first.”

“Oh, yes, of course.” They followed the other
two up the stairs.

KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK

“Diantha, honey? Are you all right in there?”
Her father heard soft footsteps come to the door, saw the doorknob
fiddle, and relaxed when he saw his daughter’s smiling face.

“I’m fine, daddy. Why wouldn’t I be?” She
shot a smug look at Karen.

“Is there anyone else with you in your room
right now?”

“Of course not, daddy. I know better than to
have people in my room this late at night.”

Karen charged past the father and nearly
knocked her friend down. She stormed around the room flipping up
the comforter, sliding the chair out from under the vanity, and
opening the closet door. She spun around. “Where is he? I know he’s
here.”

“Where’s who?”

“Don’t try sounding so innocent, Di. You know
who. Now where is he?” Her eyes darted back and forth across the
room. “Window! I’ll bet he went out the window.” She dashed over
and tried to open it.

“It’s locked. And besides, we’re on the
second floor.” She walked over to her chair, sat down, and rested
clasped hands on crossed knees.

The mother and officers entered the room.
They saw Karen tugging at the locked window. “Karen, honey, are
you all right?” No response. “Have you tried
unlocking the window first?”

She spun around and pointed at her best
friend. “I’m fine. It’s Diantha you should be worried about. She’s
the one hiding a stalker in her room.”

“Is that true, dear?” her mother asked. “Are
you hiding a stalker in your room?”

“Do you see a stalker in my room? Did you or
dad see anyone come up here?”

The officer turned to Karen. “Did Diantha
actually tell you she had someone in her room?”

“Not directly, but I knew he was here.”

“Did you hear his voice?”

“No.”

The father rubbed his bald spot again. “Then
how do you know he was here?”

“I just do, ok. Some things a best friend
just knows.”

The father turned to the police. “I’m sorry
you had to come all the way out here for nothing, officers. Can my
wife get either of you a slice of pie or something to drink?”

“We’re fine, sir, but thank you for the
offer. We’re just glad to see that your daughter is safe.”

The adults left the room. Karen waited until
she heard the front door close. Then she spun around and stared at
her smug-faced friend. “You may have fooled your parents, and you
may have fooled the police, but you haven’t fooled me. I know he
was in here. He may even still be here somewhere hiding.”

Diantha had to turn her head to hide a smile.
Behind her friend’s head in the boy band poster, Phillip was
pulling a face.
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“You might be laughing now, Di, but you won’t
after he hurts you.”

“I’ve already told you K, he isn’t going to
hurt me.” She turned to stare into her vanity. She saw the
reflection her ‘sweet 16’ picture with Phillip hugging her. She
smiled. “He cares too much about me.”

Karen opened her mouth to speak, but closed
it, realizing it was no use. She turned around and headed out the
door, pausing in the frame to say, “I’m only doing all this,
because I’m your best friend, and I don’t want to see you get
hurt.”

“Well, I don’t want to see you hurt either,
so here’s some friendly advice: don’t make anymore prank calls to
the police; they frown on those.”

Karen left and didn’t see Diantha much the
next few weeks. Every time she tried calling, it went straight to
voicemail. She never seemed to bump into her between classes even
though they shared a locker. And she wasn’t around for lunch. Karen
knew she wasn’t skipping meals, so she decided to follow her. But
this time she wouldn’t be left with just her word against her best
friend’s. No, this time she would get evidence on video.

“Day one: I’m following Diantha to the park,
expecting to see her meet up with her stalker. She seems to be
fascinated by the posters on the newsstand. Going in for a closer
look.

“She’s laughing at … an advertisement for
laundry soap? I’ve got to move in even closer to see what’s so
funny. It’s a big risk; I may be seen. Fortunately the subject
seems to be very distracted.

“All right, I’m within ten feet. Now to see
what is so funny about that poster.”

She held the camera up high to peer over
Diantha’s shoulder. She nearly dropped it when she saw what her
friend was laughing at: a figure in the poster was moving! She had
to slap her hand over her mouth to keep from screaming. She held up
the phone again and watched the figure’s mouth move and his hands
gesture as if he were actually talking to someone. Then he
disappeared. Diantha looked around. There, on the magazine cover,
the figure had reappeared next to the prime minister of
England!

“I must be dreaming all of this; it can’t be
real.” She watched her friend walk over to a park bench and sit
down. The real estate agent on the back of the bench was soon
joined by the mysterious figure. Karen filmed a few more minutes of
this, but the shock of it was getting to be too much. She pinched
herself. “Oww! I’m not dreaming. Maybe I’m hallucinating. Maybe
there was something in my Raisin Bran this morning that shouldn’t
have been there. There’s no way I just saw what I thought I saw. I
know! I’ll watch the video back. If I am just imagining it, then
the figure won’t be in the recording.”

But it was. She hadn’t imagined anything. It
had actually happened.

“Di, what have you gotten yourself into?”

She followed her again the next day to the
movies. The stalker popped in and out of movie poster after movie
poster as Diantha passed them. He even appeared on the screen
during the movie. The rest of the audience must have thought it was
part of the film.

After the movie, they went to a restaurant.
She saw him appear in the drawing on the front of the menu and in
pictures hung around the room.

Later she saw her friend Eskimo kissing the
bus station sign. But this time, she wasn’t the only witness.
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A tabloid photographer was in town following
the latest media darling to a secret rendezvous with a man who
wasn’t her husband. But when the photographer got careless and
stepped on a cat’s tail, the howl turned the query’s head, and, to
his disappointment, he discovered that she was just an ordinary
soul who happened to look like the starlet. He snapped a picture
anyway knowing the lab boys could do wonders with Photoshop.

His assignment complete, he was on his way to
the bus stop to leave that burg behind when he noticed one girl
staring at another girl who was getting up close and personal with
a bus sign. Not one to let an opportunity slip thru his fingers, he
pulled out his camera and started filling up that memory card.

“What are you doing?!” Diantha’s face
distorted into an expression of horror. She threw her hands up and
turned around trying to bury her face in the pole. Phillip got mad
and shook his fist at the photographer who dropped his camera and
his jaw.

“That sign is alive. That sign is ALIVE! It
must be haunted. You, little girl that was making out with the
sign, are you dating that ghost?”

She started to cry. Karen ran over to the
tabloid photographer and started whacking him. “You get away from
her!”

He shielded his face and smiled. Then he
noticed something in her hand. “Hey, does that phone have a
camera?” He yanked it out of her hands and played back the most
recent footage while fending off an onslaught of weak slugs. “Oh,
this is beautiful! Do you have any idea how much I’ll be able to
get for this?”

“Give me that back!”

The bus conveniently (or inconveniently,
depending on your perspective) chose that moment to pull up.
“Sorry, kid, but this video’s going to pay my rent for the next
year!” He jumped on it. Karen tried to follow him.

“Ticket, please.”

“I don’t have a ticket.”

“Then you can’t get on this bus.”

“But I have to. He has my phone!”

“Sorry, but you’ll need to buy a ticket
first.”

“How much is a ticket?”



“Sorry. We’re all sold out.”

Karen walked away disheartened and
frustrated. She saw her friend still hugging the pole in tears. She
walked over and held her tightly. “It’ll be all right.”

Diantha sniffled and wiped the tears
streaming down her cheek.

The next day pictures of the “supernatural
make out” (as the media were so cleverly calling it) appeared on
the front page of every tabloid. The video had also been posted
online and gone viral. Several mainstream news shows had picked up
the story and asked their viewers if they thought it was real or an
elaborate hoax. And if it were real, did that prove the existence
of a world beyond?

The tabloid photographer had become an
instant celebrity. Every talk show had him scheduled for that
week.

“You realize that taking pictures for a
tabloid doesn’t make you a very credible witness.” Kevin Numberson,
the host of a popular late night show, said.

“That’s why I had the footage analyzed by two
lab. Both have verified the pictures and video are authentic and
unmodified,” the reporter retorted.

“We sent the footage to our own lab for an
unbiased assessment, and they came to the same conclusion. So, what
do you think this means? Are religions right about there being an
‘other side’ where the deceased go, or could this be a window into
another dimension like scientists have speculated?”

“I’m just a reporter. I only report the
facts. I don’t try to interpret them. I’ve had dozens of people on
both sides try to get me to come out in favor of their position --
some have even offered me money -- but I stand on my
principles.”

“Really? A tabloid reporter standing on his
principles?” Numberson had to turn his head for a moment.

“Yes, sir.”

“Are these the same principles that led you
to steal a camera phone from a little girl, or the ones that said
it was ok to exploit a minor for a story?”

The reporter turned red. Numberson
smiled.

 


*****

 


Three hundred miles away in a park on the
outskirts of small town, a group of college friends were working on
their volleyball spikes instead of their English papers.

“Ok, set it up, Ronnie. All right, Betty,
spike it! Spike it!” their redheaded friend coached. The ball flew
over the net and kicked up a handful of sand into Reginald’s face
as he dived to return the ball, but missed it by an inch. The girls
bounced up and down in their usual victory dance.

“I meant to do that.” He stood up brushing
the dust off his shorts.

“Sure you did,” the girls sang in unison.

GRRRRRRR

“Don’t tell me you’re hungry already?” Ronnie
asked turning to their friend in a strange hat keeping score from
the sideline.

“That wasn’t my stomach growling, although
now that you mention it, I could really go for a -- ” He was cut
off by a giant beast charging thru the middle of their game with a
small red and black figure riding on top. It plowed thru the net,
ripping it in half. The rider struggled with the creature like a
cowboy trying to tame a raging bull. It tried to throw its rider
off with one motion, then reach around to bite him with
another.
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Two other figures came running up. They saw
the volleyball players. “You guys might want to back up,” the
dark-haired one suggested. “They tend to trample anything within
sight.”

“What is that thing?” Ronnie asked running
over to the speaker.

“It’s called an Onihr,” the blonde newcomer
answered. “It’s a native of these parts, and it feeds on
adrenaline.”

“Ewwwww!” the girls cringed.

“And who’s that guy on top of it?” Betty
asked.

“That’s Kyle, the Wandering Koala. He goes
around helping people.”

“And we help him. I’m René, and this here is
Brent.” They all shook hands.

The hungry kid with the funny hat asked, “So,
if you help the Wandering Koala, why aren’t you doing anything
right now? He looks like he could use some assistance.”

“Oh, that’s right.” René took a backpack from
Brent. “Wow. This thing is light. Are you sure there’s anything in
it?”

“It’ll have exactly what Kyle needs. Just
throw it.” René pulled his arm back and showed everyone what a
college javelin thrower could do. The pack flew straight into
Kyle’s hand. He held onto the rope around the creature’s neck with
one hand while unzipping the pack with the other. He reached in and
pulled out a modified sai. He tightened his grip with his legs,
reached high into the air, and plunged the sai down the beast’s
neck. It howled and wailed a deathly cry while convulsing in pain
before giving up its ghost and dropping to the ground. Kyle waited
for a few moments to ensure it was dead before extracting his
weapon and dismounting the beast. He wiped his blade off in the
grass.

Flashing lights lit up the scene. “This is
where I help,” René said proudly to the girls.

Two officers walked up to the lifeless Onihr.
The older one scratched his head. “How are we going to explain
this?”

“I suppose we should call animal control then
get ready for a long night of questions.”

“I’ve never seen anything like that. It’ll
probably turn out to be the last of a new species. Those animal
rights nuts are going to have a cow when they hear about this.”

“Officers, might I make a suggestion?” René
stepped up. “Dr. Jakes here is a nationally recognized specialist
on rhinocerotidae, and he has informed me that this is an
ordinary rhino afflicted by a rare but contagious. He and his
assistant here,” he gestured to his friends who were now wearing
white lab coats, “would like to dispose of the body properly so
other animals won’t be infected. As you can see, the park is
deserted at this late hour so there aren’t any witnesses around.
Think of the paperwork you won’t have to fill out and the questions
you won’t have to answer.”

The older officer adjusted his cap. “There
could be more infected rhinoceros-whatever out there. We wouldn’t
want them attacking the populace.”

“Dr. Jakes has been studying this creature
for the past three months, and he is positive this is the only
one.”

The partners looked at each other. “It would
be nice to go home on time instead of filling out paperwork until
three in the morning.”

“And to avoid dealing with those
environmental freaks. Do any of them have real jobs?”

The walked back to their car, got in, and
drove off.

“Ok, you can come out now.” The volleyball
players exited the restrooms.

“I can’t believe you talked those cops into
just walking away.”

“I used to be in PR. I know the right buzz
words to use to elicit the desired emotional response.”

“Where’d the white lab coats come from?”

“Kyle’s backpack.”

“Does he always carry lab coats around,
because none of you look like scientists?”

“He always seems to have just what we
need.”

“Does he ever talk?”

“Nope. He’s mute. But Brent can read his mind
somehow.”

“I don’t read his mind. I just know what he
wants to say.”

“Just more of the Wandering Koala’s
magic.”

“It’s not magic. I’ve explained it to you
several times. There’s no such thing as magic.”

“Why didn’t you want the officers to
investigate?”

“There are some things they just aren’t ready
to deal with. Also, it would cause unnecessary panic if the story
got out.”

Kyle seemed to hear a sound. He dug into his
pocket and pulled out a compass. It spun around several times
before stopping.

“I think your compass must have busted when
you were riding that monster. North is that way.”

“It doesn’t point north,” Brent said walking
over. “It points to where we’re needed next.”

“Let’s go get buy a bus ticket,” René
said.

 


*****

 


The next morning, Diantha was back to talking
to Karen.

“Didn’t I tell you to dump that guy? Now you
have reporters following you everywhere you go, even to school.
Everyone’s mad that the doors have to be locked during the day and
that cops are patrolling the grounds. And it’s all because of
you.”

“No one ever said love was easy.”

Karen stared up at the ceiling. “Di, you’ve
been reading too many trashy romance novels.”

“They aren’t trashy!” Diantha slammed her
locker shut. “They speak of a greater truth about two souls
destined to be together, yet forced apart by a cruel and
indifferent world that -- ”

“They’re smut.”

Diantha thrust her nose into the air and
turned away. “Hmmph.”

“It was creepy enough to find out you were
dating your stalker, but then to discover he’s also a ghost, well,
all I can say is eww.”

“He’s not a ghost. He’s just in a unique
situation.”

“Diantha, you can’t see him except in posters
and pictures. You can’t talk to him without a radio. At least he
doesn’t seem to be able to move anything in the physical world, so
he won’t be able to hit you.”

“He would never hit me! He loves me.” She
stormed off to class.

Karen shook her head back and forth. She was
so upset that she didn’t notice a student who looked awfully old to
be in high school filming the whole conversation.

 


*****

 


The next morning, Karen turned on her
computer and opened an email with a link to the day’s number one
viral video.

“Oh my gosh!” Karen couldn’t breathe.

“That video of Di and I talking about her
ghostly boyfriend is all over the web. I’ve got to talk to her
NOW!” She rushed out the door without breakfast.

She had to wait several minutes for Diantha
to pass by so they could walk to school together.

“Di, I’m glad you’re here. Listen, I -- ”

Her friend continued past without saying a
word or even glancing in her direction.

“Diantha, what’s wrong with you?”

“I don’t appreciate being stabbed in the
back.”

“What are you talking about? I didn’t stab
you in the back.”

“Oh? So you deny posting that video of us
talking in the hallway about my beloved?”

“Yes, I do. I was in the video, too.
Remember? How could I have filmed it?”

She thought about that for a moment.

“And what’s all this beloved baloney? You
just met him.”

“Hmmph!” They walked a block in silence.

“Did your parents say anything about it?”

“They still haven’t figured out how to turn
on a computer yet, but they will have a fit when they finally do
find out. They’re already trying to find me a good therapist.”

“Well, maybe you should see someone.”

Diantha stopped and glared at her friend.
“Should I turn around so you have a straight shot to my back for
the next knife?”

“I’m just concerned about you, Di, that’s
all. Dating a ghost isn’t exactly normal.”

“I don’t believe you. I thought you were my
friend. I thought you would support me no matter what I did.”

“I am your friend, Di. And that’s why I don’t
want to see you get hurt.”

As they approached a bus stop, a flock of
reporters surrounded them.

“Diantha, what’s it like dating a ghost?”

“Have you met its parents yet?”

“How do you two get intimate?”

“Are you a necromancer?”

“Did you summon a spectre because no living
guy would go out with you?”

That question knocked Diantha out of her
daze. “What? Of course not! There are lots of guys who want to date
me. I’ve very good looking as you can see.”

A couple of reporters smirked. “Have you ever
been on a date before, or was the ghost your first?”

“Of course I’ve been on a date before! I’ve
been on lots of dates, in fact.”

“Really? So it wasn’t desperation that drove
you into the dearly departed’s arms?”

“I am NOT desperate! I’m not! I’m not!” she
screamed through a flood of tears.

“Yours is the freakiest relationship I’ve
ever seen, and I live in San Francisco!”

“It is NOT a freaky relationship! You’re
twisting my beautiful love into something weird and ugly!”

One reporter whispered to another, “Someone’s
rose-colored glasses are on just a little too tight.”

A bus pulled up and passengers unloaded. Two
were in the middle of a … discussion.
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“I am shocked to hear those words come out of
the mouth of someone so intelligent, Pastor Morgan.”

“I would say the same thing to you, Dr. Marx.
The universe is so well designed. Consider the eye: it is a
collection of dozens of highly specialized structures that only
work when all the pieces are in place. How could the parts have
possibly evolved separately? There must have been a Divine Creator
that designed it.”

“The eye most likely began as a simple light
detecting spot that became more and more complex over time in a
similar way that computers have evolved from simple
calculators.”

“But your own example concedes my point. The
evolution of the computer required intelligent, rational beings
making conscious decisions. They didn’t improve on their own.”

“You’re taking the analogy too far.”

“But the essential aspects of -- ” He looked
over at a tear-drenched teenager. “Are you all right, young lady?”
He took out his handkerchief. “Can I call someone for you? A parent
perhaps, or maybe a law enforcement officer?”

“No,” she took his hanky and wiped her eyes,
“I’m fine.”

“Pastor, I do believe this is the subject
we’ve both traveled this far to study.”

“I do believe you are right, Doctor, although
I don’t know if I would have phrased it quite that way.” He
adjusted his glasses. “Am I correct in assuming I have the pleasure
of addressing Miss Diantha Berg?”

She wiped her nose. “So, you’ve come to see
the freak show too, have you? Well, I’m sorry to disappoint you,
but this show is SOLD OUT!!” She turned around and ran.

“Di!” Karen sprinted after her.

The two scholars looked at each other. “At
least we can agree that didn’t go well.”

Dr. Marx nodded his head. “That is a perfect
example of why a scientist likes to perform his experiments in a
closed laboratory with a caged subject that can’t run away.”

Diantha’s legs carried her forward without
any clear direction from her head. Karen couldn’t follow her
erratic trail. Diantha stopped in front of a store window and fell
to the ground crying what few tears she had left.

“Darling.”

She looked up at the window and saw Phillip
with his arms wrapped around her reflection. His voice came over a
speaker playing elevator music.

“I saw what happened, and I’ll never let it
happen again.”

She blew her nose into her hankie. “But what
can you do? You’re not exactly solid.”

“I can take you far away from this
place.”

“Really?” she sniffled.

“Yes, really. Run away with me.”

“Right now?”

“Yes. Right now. Go home and pack a bag
first, then we’ll run away together, far away from here.”

“Really? You mean it? Oh, this is so
romantic. It’s like when Heather and Robertson jumped on his bike
in Arms of Passion and rode off into the sunset.” She stood
up and brushed the dirt from her pants. “I’ve been waiting so long
for this. I was getting so old, I thought I’d never find love.”

She rushed home, flew past her parents, up
the stairs, and slammed her door, locking it behind her. Her
parents looked at each other.

“Did you just see -- ”

KNOCK KNOCK

“Mr. and Mrs. Berg,” Karen was at the open
front door, “is Diantha here?”

“We think so. Something just came tearing
thru.”

“It was either her or a tornado. But we don’t
get tornados in this part of the country, so it was probably
her.”

“Thanks.” She raced up after her friend.

KNOCK KNOCK

“Diantha? Can I come in?” She heard drawers
opening and closing. “Di? It’s me, Karen.” She heard a zipper
zipping shut. “Are you all right in there?” She looked at the door.
“I’m coming in.” She tried the doorknob. “Di, it’s locked. Can you
let me in?” She heard something slide. She reached up and pulled
out a hairpin. She inserted it into the privacy lock. “Di, I’m
coming in.” She opened the door. The room was empty. She looked
around. The window was open. She rushed over and looked down. There
was her friend darting across the lawn with a bag in hand.
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