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Chapter 1 - The Accident

 


A large black local delivery box truck is
traveling north on the parkway just south of the McLean, Virginia
exit to CIA Headquarters. The windows are tinted darker than
ordinary and prevent anyone from seeing into the cab. The driver
pushes the truck slightly above the posted speed limit, clearly
hurrying, but not driving excessively fast or recklessly. A red
Buick Skylark is traveling south at the posted speed on Old
Georgetown Pike as it crosses the Capital Beltway. Jacob Wells, the
driver, is dressed in a dark gray business suit. Jacob adjusts the
radio dial to Oldies 103.5 FM.

 


Nan Wells, the passenger, is slightly, but
clearly, irritated with Jacob’s selection of music. She briefly
eyes him adjusting the radio. Then she gazes outside in a mild
funk. The announcer previews the next song to be played - Elvis
Presley’s rendition of “Love Me Tender.” Nan rolls her eyes and
puts her hand up to her chin. Quietly, but noticeably, she sighs,
while lightly closing her eyes. The song begins.

 


Mary Adams is jogging on the northbound
shoulder of Old Georgetown Pike. She is wearing light blue running
tights and a red Stanford University sweatshirt. A sleek, dark
blue, three-wheeled baby stroller designed for a hardcore runner
precedes her as she jogs steadily toward CIA headquarters just down
the road. Mary’s radio headset is filled with Elvis singing.

 


The traffic light turns green at the entrance
to CIA headquarters on Dolly Madison Boulevard. The big black
delivery truck picks up speed as it passes cars turning into CIA
headquarters. The truck quickly moves into the right lane, then
turns onto Old Georgetown Pike. Elvis and the volume of the music
grow louder.

 


On this section of Old Georgetown Pike a
thick canopy of trees cover the road causing darkened shadows to
obscure the jogger running beside it. Ahead, Mary can see the
brightness where the tree covering ends. There’s a slight upgrade
toward the last bend in the road before reaching Dolly Madison
Blvd. She eyes the stretch of roughness ahead before she gets to
the CIA campus. She is aware that she has to stop for an inspection
by the guards when she gets to the main gate.

 


The music grows more intense as Elvis puts
his heart into it. The bright morning lights bursts upon Mary and
the baby. The music, the brightness of the light, the push up the
road, the jolting of the stroller, and the speed of that big black
truck rounding the bend all converge on Mary Adams.

 


Jacob sees the jogger stumble and begin to
fall. Through the flying dirt and gravel Jacob can see the
handlebars of a sleek, dark blue baby stroller lurch to the left.
The three-wheel stroller teeters for an instant on the left back
tire. It rights itself with the single front wheel pointing
diagonally across the two-lane road. The stroller shoots out into
the on-coming traffic when the jogger's upper arm and shoulder bump
into it forcefully.

 


Pink covered legs, with stylish white
Reebok's, bounce wildly about as the stroller jolts onto the thick
blacktop. A small child’s right arm thrusts out from behind the
dark blue canvas seat. Bright white shoelaces on the fancy shoes
jump up to join a puffy little hand waving in the direction the
stroller seems intend on taking. The child’s stubby little index
finger further emphasizes the direction of travel when the other
three fingers curled inward leaving that little index finger out
there for Jacob to see.

 


The bright morning sunlight and clear blue
sky, the black asphalt, the bright white Reebok’s, and that chubby
little index finger framed this moment of decision for Jacob Wells
forever. “Sh't,” he said, more as an expression of surprise than
profanity. “I’m not going to make it,” crossed his mind in that
agonizing moment just when his muscles tensed and his relaxed
fingers took more active control of the steering wheel.

 


The light, flowery fragrance of Nan’s perfume
blended with Elvis singing, “…and I always will” from the car
radio. Nan, as usual, was quietly reflecting on her own thoughts.
Absorbed in her irritation over hearing Elvis sing that song yet
again on that same old classic rock station Jacob put on when he
dominated the radio. The sound of Jacob’s alert caused Nan to hold
her breath. A cold, gray slab of granite seemed to land in the
middle of her chest, slamming her against the back of the car
seat.

 


Jacob heard Nan gasp, but didn’t look at her.
His left hand already was tightened on the steering wheel. His
right hand balanced the tension just enough. His foot lifted off
the accelerator. There was not enough time or margin of safety to
brake hard. Jacob wasn’t breathing now either.

 


“Can’t go right…No left, big truck…Squeeze
through,” the exit strategies whizzed through Jacob’s mind. The
glare of the morning sunlight illuminated the front seat of Nan and
Jacob’s car. The stroller passed the centerline. Jacob was sitting
to the left of the critical dividing line. Jacob could see part of
the baby’s arm, wrist, and that cubby little index finger pointing
the way to safety. From deep inside Jacob found time in that moment
to tighten his diaphragm with half a chuckle as he said, “humph”
through his nose and put a slight grin on his lips. The humor of
that image struck him just before the truck slammed into his red
Buick Skylark.

 


The chubby little index finger was engulfed
in the glare of the early morning light. The chubby little finger
disappeared as the bright white light blinded Jacob for an instant.
Jacob felt himself catch a breath then gently release it. The scent
of Nan’s perfume was only faintly present. There was music, but it
wasn’t Elvis.

 


The white light was still there, but Jacob
wasn’t in the car. He wasn’t holding the steering wheel
anymore.

 


Jacob’s eyes were adjusting to the light.
“Good morning, sweetheart.” Nan’s quiet but cheerful voice filled
him with joy like never before. “Are you feeling better now hun?”
she asked compassionately.

 


Jacob wanted to answer but he couldn’t. It
was all so confusing. The stroller. The truck. The light. They were
all so vivid and fresh in his mind. What would he see when the
glare went away? An ugly crash? A dead baby? Nan torn and injured?
But Nan was okay or least she sounded like she was fine. So maybe
it would be all right if he just shaded his eyes a bit and looked
around.

 


At that moment Jacob remembered the laugh he
was having over that kid’s finger. The humor of the moment caused
him to chuckle again. He shook his head and said, “Hey hun, did you
see that kid’s finger pointing out of the stroller we almost hit?
”“No Jacob, not really,” she said almost matter-of-factly. “Now why
don’t you get up and come over here. We’ll talk about it some more
then. Okay? ”“All right hun, I’m coming,” Jacob replied as he
started getting up. Confusion and disorientation overcame his
intentions so he said, "I can’t quite figure out how I’m situated
here, Nan. I can’t see too well with all these lights shining in my
eyes.”

 


“Give it some time. Don’t rush. You’ll be
able to see better soon. I’ll come over to you. Okay?” she said in
reassuring tones.

 


“That’s probably best,” Jacob replied with a
sense of relief. As Jacob waited for Nan to come closer he asked,
“Where are we anyway?” There was a moment of silence that made him
more anxious. “Well, sweetheart, that’s a little hard to explain,”
Nan said cautiously. “It'll make a lot more sense when you get
accustomed to the light. But it’s all right. I’m here now. We’ll
sort it all out together.” Jacob felt Nan’s concern as well as her
confidence that everything would be okay.

 


“Nan, the last thing I remember was swerving
over the centerline to avoid hitting that stroller,” he commented.
“Did the baby get out of the way in time?” Jacob’s own concern and
curiosity were getting the better of him.

 


“Yes, sweetheart, the baby got through
alive.” Nan’s answer made him feel better.

 


“Well, I knew it was going to be close,” he
said with a bit of resolve and relief in his own voice. “I did the
best I could with what I had to work with.” Jacob tightened his
brow and pursed his lips together as he usually did when he was
upset.

 


At that time Jacob felt a light, reassuring
touch upon his right shoulder. “Yes, sweetheart," Nan said, "You
did the best thing anyone could have done in that situation.

 


”Nan’s words clearly were sincere and spoken
from her heart. Jacob’s furrowed brow and tightened lips gave way
to tears of joy and relief. A sense that he had done his best under
difficult circumstances comforted him. He felt embraced by Nan and
others as he sobbed. He felt arms around him. Hands were laid on
his shoulders, back and head. He felt loved more truly than at any
other time in his life.

 


Jacob drifted off to sleep exhausted from
crying. He felt love, acceptance, and a well-deserved pride in what
he had done. He felt safe at home again.
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Chapter 2 – Waking

 


Jacob's eyes were closed. Somewhere deep in
the recesses of his awareness was that ever-present light. Jacob
felt a compassionate, loving, nurturing presence nearby. It seemed
rather to be surrounding him or even upholding him while he slept.
Whatever it was comforted and reassured Jacob, but at the same time
encouraged him to go somewhere else - some place more exciting than
where he was now.

 


The feeling of love and being comforted was
wonderful, like he imaged a baby felt in its mother's arms or
suckling her breast. Warm and cozy. Wrapped in her protective
embrace. Fed by her. Feeling her tender touch upon his forehead as
he was nourished and nurtured ever so effortlessly, without any
guile or pretense or subterfuge. His sleep was so restful and
contented, except for that tiny sense that if he were awake we
could be having a lot more fun.

 


Strange as it may sound, it was that growing
sense of anticipation or adventure that brought Jacob to a new
level of awareness. His consciousness was intrigued by this notion
of "we.” It stuck in his mind. "We" didn't seem to exactly include
Nan. "Who are we?" caught hold in Jacob's mind. He didn't really
feel his eyes opening, but the light, however, began to change.
Like passing oncoming headlights on superhighway lights clicked by
each with its own hue and intensity.

 


Jacob's vision or sight was not like he had
experienced before. The light that he had previously perceived as a
glaring, bright yellow-white light blinding him during the accident
now seemed almost alive or flowing. While alive sight as he knew it
was the perception of objects, shapes, surfaces, and colors. The
dresser in his bedroom was a familiar shape that went with the
other things that were in the room because he or somebody else put
it there. Then the light reflected off of his dresser, the bed, the
pictures on the wall, and the blinds in the windows. Jacob
recognized objects. He saw things when the sunlight illuminated
them or when he turned on a light switch in the room. One moment
these familiar objects were in the dark, at best they were darkened
shadowy shapes with no discernable features. The next moment when
the light came on he almost instantly could see them, clearly
recognize them, and relate to them in a known context or
perspective. But that is not what was happening now. The golden hue
of the white light was everywhere. Jacob could not even see his own
nose, even though he could feel the tension on it when he squinted
his eyes or tensed his eyebrows. The light was not exactly flowing
now that Jacob examined it more closely. It wasn't moving or
darting about like those strange little translucent floaties seen
when you close your eyes.

 


The light was almost granular like white
powdery sand. Jacob felt as though he could reach out and grab a
handful of these grains of light and watch them slip through his
fingers like dry sand. The light was not rough or coarse. These
particles were dynamic, even fluid-like in their ability to shift
and morph into a myriad of colors, hues, and an infinite variety of
texture-like qualities.

 


These grains seemed almost alive or imbued
with some kind of discernment or even intelligence. He felt
connected somehow to these granules of light. Some points of light
even seemed aware of Jacob. Jacob related to them as they changed
to relate to him. But ‘changed’ is not quite the right word to
describe what they were doing though.

 


It was not like click - one instant they're
off and then they're on. No it was more like tuning an old color
television. Turn one dial to get a clear picture. Turn another dial
to adjust the contrast. Adjust the reds, the blues, and other
colors to get the picture just right. Then repeat the process until
the picture is just the way you want it.

 


Now each point of light seemed to be tuning
itself while getting feedback from him. Jacob didn’t control the
tuning process as much as he participated in it. There were
billions of these adjustments going on simultaneously and
continuously with Jacob! Billions of these intelligent points of
light were tuning into Jacob at any given instant. He was not
overwhelmed or frightened by it. On the contrary, it was intensely
pleasurable, even orgasmic, as Jacob resonated with or tuned into
these beings of light. As the orgasmic intensity increased, Jacob
could hear voices of every timbre, quality, and tenor joining
together into what could only be described as music.

 


The impact was as if listening to millions of
choirs in millions of churches. Each choir member was singing in
perfect pitch and harmony. All were simultaneously orchestrated to
relate to, or tune into, Jacob's voice, frequency or persona. The
effects on Jacob were profoundly varied, sublime and subtle, yet
totally stimulating and provocative. Jacob felt he was being
lovingly caressed on every layer of his skin. The tips of every
hair and follicle on his body were being stimulated and excited
with flickering tongues of flaming light. The shaft of every hair
was pulsing with life and energy. Each one penetrated the light
that was engulfing, lubricating, and urging it to embrace life.
Eager and unconditional acceptance and pleasure were there for
Jacob. These uninhibited expressions of love between Jacob and the
light were boundless and evocative. They stimulated Jacob to
express his own uniqueness, creativity, and love to all he
encountered.

 


The energy within his body and the aura that
danced intensely from every energy-center from the top of his head
to tips of his toes were revved. Jacob was stoked, like no drug
ever could induce. He was vibrating from the innermost core of his
genitals to the outer most tips of his fingers, toes, nipples,
ears, and lips.

 


Jacob was an instrument of music, more
artfully and masterfully crafted than the finest grand piano or
concert violin. He was perfectly crafted to blend and funnel the
energy coming to him from the light. Within the core of his being
Jacob resonated with the music and added his own uniqueness and
beauty to it, as it flowed through every part of him.

 


Jacob was a source of music from the
vibrating tiny air sacs in his lungs to the throbbing, rhythmic
drumbeat of his heart. From every joint in his body to every
vertebra in his spine, every ligament and sinew, every tissue,
every hair coarse or fine, resonated with some speck of light, and
joyfully proclaimed their affinity and oneness with Jacob and the
light.

 


The music was not loud, piercing or painful
as it grew in intensity. It was not exploding, releasing, or
crashing over him like an orgasm. When all the light was acclimated
or tuned to Jacob, and visa versa, the purest and finest overtone
was created. Unlike the background, white noise of the big bang,
these siren sounds were not left over remains from some other more
significant event. Rather, the perception of Jacob by the light,
and Jacob's perception of the qualities of the light were the most
important events in the universe, in all of creation at that
moment. Without this particularly important, singularly monumental
realization by Jacob and the light, the structure of all cause and
effect relationships in creation would have been unalterably
changed for all time.

 


The perfect blending of perception and
perceived created, or caused, an utterly unique, totally new sound,
blending of light, or being that knew itself as Jacob. He existed
and thrived fully and completely within that singular overtone.
Jacob cooperated fully and completely in the generation of that
overtone. The symbiosis between Jacob and the light now could
manifest infinitesimal variations and expressions of his being.

 


First there was one overtone, and then
another, and another. Sensations, awareness, and emotions excited
the light and swept through Jacob. A crescendo of overtones began
blending into super-overtones as Jacob first comprehended he was
now almost awake.

 


Awake, however, may be an understatement.
Jacob was alive and aware of it. Jacob existed in a linear sense of
a unique past, present, and future. He further existed in multiple
dimensions of light and tones; overtones and super overtones;
light, energy, music, and other expressions of love and acceptance.
Jacob's awakening was more like a birth or re-birth, a coming out,
rather than just another re-connecting after a short respite.

 


Jacob was now awake and aware of himself in
the context of other things surrounding him. He vibrated and
consciously existed within an ultra, super overtone so refined and
pure that he could hardly breath without feeling on the verge of
ejecting his consciousness into the sea of swimming, wiggling,
streams of light flowing through him. Jacob felt himself to be a
part of, as much as an expression of the ultra, super harmonics
within which he existed. Jacob’s innermost longing, though now
bided, was to be freely, yet utterly one with the light.

 


He perceived, or rather was now aware of
himself in relative position to familiar coarse sensations. He felt
the softness and warmth of a pillow under his head. He felt
something covering him like the lightest, finest silk ever made.
Something supported him perfectly like the best bed he had ever
slept in. But Jacob did not sink into the bed like a 200 pound, 6
foot 3 inch man. He cooperated with the bed matching and
distributing his body across the molecules of light that defined
the outer, upper supporting surface of the bed. Jacob knew he was
lying down. Now he knew he was awake, though not yet completely. A
person’s voice is rich in overtones that are not usually
recognizable to human consciousness. Higher frequencies feed energy
to the brain stimulating it with rhythm, quality, tone, and timbre.
In nature, the sounds of birds singing, crickets and locusts
chirping are rich in these frequencies that recharge the mind and
spirit. The wind and sounds of running water, such as the ocean
surf, waterfalls, babbling brooks, and white-water rivers are rich
in the tones that enliven us.

 


In that moment when Jacob gave his life to
save another he became a hero. In that moment he became one with
the supreme and most sacred syllable, the spoken essence of the
universe. In that moment Jacob affirmed the value of our existence
and blessed others through his personal sacrifice. In that moment
he stepped into the light and entered into a mantra of heroic
dimensions and power. In that moment he entered into the eternal
silence where our dimension’s expanded consciousness exists. In
that moment, in the plexus of his soul, Jacob no longer identified
with nor listened solely with his ears, his physical body, or his
brain, but was now opened to the consciousness within the droning
silence that gives support and substance to the universe.

 


Now Jacob enters what we call death from
another level. He is neither complete, nor perfect. He is, however,
a hero worthy of honor and an exemplar who merits admiration and
imitation. Jacob is on a hero’s mission that resonates through him.
His mission is to open a new millennium in the growth and age of
our planet and in the progression or evolution of collective
consciousness beyond anything so far imagined.
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Chapter 3 - Blue Ridge Beauties

 


Nancy Lynn grew up in Alabama in the
foothills of the Appalachian Mountains around Birmingham. Even as a
small child, her auburn hair, with its reddish-brown tint, gave
notice to kids and adults alike that this girl had her boiling
point, and you didn’t want to be around when she hit it. She
reached 5 feet 7 inches tall by the time she was 16 years old and
maintained it for the rest of her life. Nan dressed modestly most
of the time, but her light body frame, which she maintained
throughout her life as well, enabled her to really strut her stuff
whenever the occasion presented itself. She was a studious child
and an above average student, though not exceptional. She preferred
classical music to rock-n-roll, and detested country music. Her dad
first started calling her Nan around the time she entered high
school. She liked it and her friends thought it was cool, even
though her dad came up with it.

 


One of her fondest memories was walking
through a low mountain meadow near her home. It was filled with
bright yellow daffodils and fragrant yellow and white jonquils. The
morning was sunny, but cool. It was springtime, before the sun got
too hot. Dew was still on the flowers, the birds were singing, and
the air was sweetened with a potpourri of smells from the mix of
wild grasses, herbs, pine trees, and flowers growing lush and full
in and around the meadow.

 


That image, those smells and the memory of
that sunny, cool spring air kept Nan alive after that horrible
accident where Jacob was killed. She spent so much time in
hospitals, rehabilitation centers, and convalescent homes with
their horrible medicine smells, sterilized everything, and all
those awful sounds of pain, suffering, and death. When an oxygen
tube was strapped around her head and stuck in her nostrils, she
closed her eyes and tried to remember the smell of those lovely
sweet jonquils.

 


“Oh, God, it was so hard not to cry in those
places,” Nan admitted even years later. She tried not to cry when
they pulled on her broken wrists in the rehab unit, stretching and
flexing them to restore some semblance of normalcy. “But, Lord,
that hurt! “ Nan would tell her friends. Nan didn't hate anybody or
anything, but hospitals, doctors, and medical specialists truly
tested her limits. “I detest even driving by the damned places,”
she told more than a few of her friends. And you had better know
you were one special human being that was loved by Nan Tankersley
if she ever went to visit you in one of those hospitals.

 


Nan met Jim Tankersley in McLean, Virginia
about ten years after the accident. Jim owned and operated a sod
farm. He grew decorative flowers and Christmas trees on his farm on
the eastern slopes of the Blue Ridge Mountains near Purcelville,
Virginia. Nan and Jim met at a popular garden center in McLean one
day. Nan said she liked to “smell the flowers and check out the
latest beauties “every chance she got. Jim was delivering a load of
sod. He absolutely knew he liked Nan when she walked over to his
fresh cut sod, bent over very lady-like, ran her hand back and
forth across the fresh green grass, and took a deep full breath of
air taking in the smell of warm fresh soil.

 


Jim loved to laugh and tell anybody who would
listen how Nan looked and acted at that moment, "I swear I thought
she was going to have a full blown orgasm the way she quivered
while taking in that smell. It's like you could see her whole soul
light up when she reached the full measure of that breath.”

 


“Hush up, Jim," Nan would quickly say. "You
silly old fool.

 


"But Jim was no fool, it didn't take him long
to figure out how to get onto Nan's good side. Flowers and some
friendly invitations to visit his farm did the job. Her occasional
visits in the evening soon turned into early morning walks in the
cool green Virginia hills. Maybe it was the auburn hair or maybe it
was her zest for life after the accident, whatever it was Jim
enjoyed the fire in this woman. Nan too reveled in the earthy and
thoroughly manly qualities of this big-footed, 6 foot 4 inch
Virginia farmer.

 


Jim and Nan got married with more flowers and
friends around than anybody wanted to count. After a while on their
beloved farm and flower gardens her broken wrists “didn't seem to
hurt nearly as much anymore,” she was heard to say. Nan’s heart
mended and she got on with the business of life. Nan loved Jim and
that farm more than she thought she could ever love anybody or
anything.

 


Jim died about a year after Nan. He was 86
years old when he died. Nan was 84 when she died. They had a great
life together and enjoyed 40-plus years of marriage. They had one
daughter, named Beth. Jim liked to tell everybody that Nan and Beth
were the prettiest flowers on the Blue Ridge. Nan and Jim were the
proverbial two-peas in a pod - a happy and contented pair to the
end.

 


Each of them died peacefully in the same bed
they had shared throughout their marriage. Even though it was a
year apart, they both died in mid-spring, in the cool of the late
evening, just after nightfall. The flowers had been in full bloom
for several days. The cool night air fluttered through the curtains
in the open windows and filled the room with a potpourri of smells
from the mix of wild grasses, herbs, pine trees, and flowers
growing lush and full in and around their house.
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Chapter 4 – Watch and Serve

 


Nan and Jim Tankersley have been dead for
about 45 years. A favorite activity of theirs is to follow the dawn
around the earth. Together, though not always hand in hand, Jim and
Nan follow the rising sun from meadow to meadow, from valley to
mountain pass, from fields of corn to forests rich and full of
life. Sometimes alone one will pause to embrace or uplift a
struggling seed or broken reed. Many times they will join with
others to stand within a growing colony of mountain laurels to
catch the first glimpse of morning light, to bless and energize
some needy bushes or plants, and to add their voices in honor,
praise, and gratitude to the life giving light.

 


Nan, of course, loves to work with the
daffodils and jonquils every chance she gets. But she tries not to
be too partial towards them. Jim is really partial to the majestic
evergreens with their strong distinctive odors, and their flare for
symbolism and symmetry. Trees communicate in a lot of ways.
Telepathy is just one way Jim communicates with his friends. He
loves it when they call him 'Tank,' and greet him fondly with their
great barrel-chested, baritone-like voices.

 


Jim loves Nan. He enjoys seeing dawn from
fields and meadows all over the world. Tank, however, always finds
time to stand with his brotherhood of majestic pines and evergreens
on the highest mountain passes. There they can look through their
respective windows to eternity, and learn of it's mysteries,
wonders, and majesties to come.

 


Jim is nurturing, loving, and kind. Tank is a
dreamer. He is a seeker of truth and wisdom. The man is a fearless
vanguard standing his watch. He is always ready, willing, and able
to serve. Yet he patiently bides his time. Tank knows, even though
there are some shadows obscuring his certainty, someday soon the
time will come when he will get his chance to square his debt with
Jacob.

 


Forty-five years doesn't seem all that long
when you're dead. There is so much to do every day. There are so
many places you can go by just thinking about it. In the blink of
an eye you're there.

 


Don't get the wrong idea now, being dead
isn't all about tending plants, flowers, and trees. Those are just
some things that Nan, Jim, and others love doing. It's not a
requirement or anything like that. People need nurturing too. Books
need musing. Animals need tending. Birds have got to eat. You name
it and some dead person has got to be there to help support,
energize, make room for, and so forth. The work is endless! Like
Jim says, “I guess that's why you've got to be able to get around
so quickly.

 


”Jim also says, “Let me tell you, it's not
all that easy getting to where you're needed just at the right
time; well-prepared and doing the right thing.” Jim has always been
quick to point out, “Being dead isn't like ‘Groundhog's Day’ you
know! “ Bill Murray might be able to do things over and over again
in a movie to finally get it right, but in the real world, that's
not the way things work, whether you're dead or alive.

 


Sometimes dead people really screw up badly
on an assignment. Other times they nail it just right. It's a
learning place, a growing time for everybody. New skills have to be
mastered. New environments are available to explore. New obstacles
must be overcome. There are even villains, evils, and other dark
forces to be battled.

 


What do you think all that prior ‘real’ life
experience was for anyway? If you think you're going to retire to
some stuffy box in the ground, a stately granite mausoleum, or a
pretty urn on the shelf, then you had better re-think your
long-term retirement strategy kid. It ain't going to happen that
way! You are going to be busy. Most of the time its better than sex
and the best vacation or date you've ever had in your life. Other
times, however, you are definitely going to find out what its like
to take a tough test, break a bad habit, or pull yourself out of
the pits. Survival is no longer the main problem because you're
already dead.

 


Another amazing thing about being dead is
that there are some dead people that are utterly and fantastically
smart. They are truly amazing, even awesome! Pretty much everybody
gets smarter when they die, but we’re not talking about your
average dead guy. We’re talking about some geniuses that have been
dead for a long time and believe me they have been studying and
figuring things out with a lot better tools than anyone’s ever seen
in “real life.

 


”If you are tending someone and need to know
some fact, or how something works, or why things are the way they
are or appear to be, then you only need to come close to forming
the question and you've got the answer. Boom, there it is on the
tip of your tongue, ready to say it or act on it as the situation
requires. Forget those fancy Star Trek computers, dead people
communicate faster and better than anything their writers have come
up with so far. Hands down. No contest!Nan and Jim, or Tank as he
prefers being called, are just ordinary dead people working to make
life better for themselves and others. They don't wake up every
morning aware of every molecule of light. They don't know a lot
about ultra, super overtones of music and light. There are some
dead people that most ordinary dead people do not understand, or
know what they do, or where they go day after day. Jacob is one of
these very special dead people. Jacob is a hero who gave his life
for others. In his "real life," he died trying, and happened to
succeed at saving another human being’s life. There was "no greater
love," than the love Jacob showed for Nan and that baby in the
stroller, whom he didn’t even know at the time. Yes, Nan suffered
and cried and agonized over Jacob's sacrifice, but she loved Jacob
too. “Love Me Tender,” by Elvis Presley was not ever going to be
Nan’s favorite song. Jacob was never going to be Jim Tankersley and
live on a farm in Virginia or anywhere else. Nan became a better
person because of Jacob's sacrifice. Jim and Nan both love Jacob
for the gift he gave them. Nan lived through the accident and
brought love, beauty, and Beth into Jim’s life. Without Jacob’s
sacrifice Jim Tankersley would not be the man he is today.

 


Tank's brothers of pine and evergreen love
Jacob too, and they know, maybe even better than Tank himself, how
much Tank loves and needs Jacob Wells. The brotherhood watches
intently through their windows to eternity as Jacob goes about his
work, his adventures, and his heroics. They watch for him and help
him even though Jim Tankersley and they do not always understand
why or how it all works.

 


They watch, so others like Jacob may
serve.



 


 


“* * * *”

 



Chapter 5 - Comparing Notes

 


Nan and Jim stayed longer than usual
following the dawn. The day seemed to call for reflection,
inspiration, and clarity of vision. There were enough assignments
to keep them busy, but not too many. Jim got home first.

 


"It was really good seeing Jacob again last
night," Jim said to Nan as she appeared over by the picture window.
Jim is used to dead people dropping in on him all the time, that's
just the way things are when you're dead. Most of the time, though,
it's not a surprise, you kind of know they are coming, and even
give them permission of sorts, for them to appear to you.

 


"Yes it was," Nan said after a slight pause.
"But didn't it seem even stranger than usual?" she asked trying to
clarify the situation.

 


"Well.

 


.

 


.

 


you know how strange these heroes can get,"
Jim replied somewhat defensively. "It's not the first time he's
come back re-living that moment and it probably won't be the
last.”

 


“I know, sweetheart," Nan pressed the issue,
"but there was something…” “Something important is going happen,"
she added.

 


"Well, there was one thing," Jim said
exploring and listening to his own words at the same time. "For
some reason, Old Latsch flashed in my mind. It was not like the old
tree to do that, so I just let it go.”

 


“Yes, something similar happened to me. When
Jacob asked about Zeke's finger.” Nan paused for no reason apparent
to Jim.

 


"Yeah, what was it? Nan?" Jim asked curiously
prodding Nan back into the conversation.

 


"Hmm…that's the part I don't get," Nan mused
absent-mindedly. "I think I'll go over to the Hall of Records for
awhile," Nan said just before she disappeared. "I'm going to ask
Kali Begs if she will help me look at the accident again," Nan's
telepathic message came into Jim’s mind after she had departed.

 


Jim shook his head, squinted his right eye,
and thought to himself, "I wonder why she wants Begs’ help?”
Apparently Nan was preoccupied or maybe Jim still was having
problems with his thought-projecting technique. Whatever it was his
telepathic message was left there just hanging. Not getting any
acknowledgements Jim thought to himself, "Oh well, I'm going to go
see Old Latsch.” Tank was off again to visit his old buddy in
Switzerland.



 


 


“* * * *”

 



Chapter 6 – Kali Begs

 


Kali Begs had been dead for most of the
twentieth century. She was an exceptionally bright child, curious
about everything. She loved to follow her curiosity wherever it led
her. She lived in a small coastal village named Catterline on the
eastern highlands of Scotland. It is a small fishing village with
two-hundred or so inhabitants. The Grampian Highlands are on three
sides. A lot of farming goes on there. The North Sea is east of the
village. Stonehaven, larger village, is located five miles north.
The town of Aberdeen is ten miles further on.

 


Directly south is Inverbervie, St. Cyrus,
Johnshaven and Montrose. Hundreds of years ago smuggling by sea was
rife in the Catterline area. A coastguard station was built along
the cliff to help deter the rascals. 'Smugglers' Bay', with its
many tales, is located nearby.

 


The Caledonian forest once covered much of
Scotland. Then a mix of Scots pine, oak, silver birch, willow,
alder, rowan and heather ranged far and wide. Now the forest is
reduced to a few meeker pockets scattered here and there. The
eastern coastal highlands tend to be cool and dry, with winter
temperatures rarely dropping below freezing. But the bone-chilling
winds off the North Sea are not to be ignored.

 


The almost constant twinkle in her eyes and
smile on her face easily endeared Kali to her mother and father.
One day when she was about seven years old her curiosity led her
into a nearby wooded area. She loved to explore near her home, but
that day she never came back. She was never found, seen, or heard
of ever again by any of the villagers. Kali was smart. Her wonder
and curiosity did not kill her. Someone else with fear did
that.

 


Kali and Professor Barnes were strolling
leisurely along H Street under a full canopy of trees lining
Lafayette Park in Washington, DC across from the White House. Kali
was covered in a translucent, white and light-violet hued gown,
somewhat like a large choir robe. It covered some of her hands and
extended to the tops of her feet.

 


Professor Barnes was covered in a similarly
styled robe, but it was much older looking with a strange muddy
coarseness about it. Hues of purple, dark violet, and muted gold
mingled with and accentuated the coarseness. Kali and Professor
Barnes walked casually among the pedestrians and tourists in the
park. They did not dodge or weave. They did not have people walking
through them. Kali and Professor Barnes simply fit into the world,
carrying on their conversation naturally and more effortlessly than
the live people all around them.

 


“You know this better than I do, Professor
Barnes, but, most ‘tenders’ are really good people,” Kali said in a
serious tone. A ‘tender’ is a dead person that tends to the needs
of others that are still alive, like angels but not exactly.

 


“Thanks for the teacher suck-up, Ms. Begs,”
Professor Barnes commented wryly with a smile. “Tenders are good
people, generally – that’s obvious – Good! “ he said in a flowing,
but still cryptic manner. The Professor was reflecting, commenting,
and evaluating her statement, more for Kali’s benefit than for his
own.

 


“You’ve stated something reasonably obvious,”
he pointed out. “Now go with it,” Professor Barnes added
energetically. He motioned towards the unfolding scene before them
and added, “Let the immediacy of your environment and your mind
interact with the obvious. You’ll find the simultaneity we are
looking for there,” he said rather professorially.

 


Kali shifted her gaze from Professor Barnes
to the people coming towards her. A couple of young lovers were
talking and playfully laughing as the sun highlighted them for
Kali. The shaded White House stood out amidst its stately trees and
green lawn behind its black security fence. Pedestrians and
tourists walked along the brightly illuminated sidewalk and closed
off section of Pennsylvania Avenue as oblivious to Kali and
Professor Barnes, as the young lovers were.

 


Before she spoke, Professor Barnes picked up
with a new train of thought, “You’ve got to go now. Your friend Nan
Tankersley needs your help.” Professor Barnes was no longer there.
As Kali turned again towards the White House, the smell of jonquils
and the giggling lovers passed by her. She saw jonquils surrounding
the fountain in front of the White House. She sighed, as the
telepathic voice of Professor Barnes said in her head, “Remember
what I said. Keep up the good work.

 


”Kali thought about her friend, Nan. She
turned to her left and there was Nan. Kali almost always found Nan
to be modest and practical. Nan was wearing a tailored, nicely
fitting woman’s gray business suit.

 


Nan enjoyed being around Kali. To Nan’s right
was her old friend Kali. They met soon after Nan died, but Kali
freely admitted that she used to walk with her sometimes along the
country road behind Nan and Jim’s farm in Virginia. Particularly,
she was there during those times when Nan’s wrists ached and she
needed to be alone. Kali was smart, and she liked helping Nan sort
things out.

 


Nan knew she wasn’t as smart as Kali, but
that was okay, because she appreciated Kali, loved her curiosity,
and always felt uplifted around her. By the time Kali and Nan met,
Kali no longer looked like a little seven-year old girl. No, Kali
looked like a twenty-five year old young woman when they first met,
as well as now, forty-five years later. Kali was not modest, to say
the least.

 


Kali was no longer dressed in her learning
robe. Now she was covered in a web-like mesh that tightly conformed
to every curve and line of her firm, slender, and well-sculpted
twenty-five year old body. The mesh did not shimmer, but held a
relatively constant color. Now it was a sort of granite-gray color
that complemented Nan’s suit. She got it during one of her advanced
classes. Kali had not really figured out how to use the suit yet,
or exactly what it meant when it changed colors, but she sure did
like wearing it.

 


Nan and Kali were standing near the entrance
to the Great Hall of Records. There was a familiarity about the
Great Hall for both Nan and Kali. It used to be much busier, with
the newly dead and their escorts coming and going doing life
reviews. When Kali first died it seemed to be a lot larger and more
massive. By the time Nan died, it was smaller, but still impressive
with its ornate floors and scenes of life playing out on its large
screens.

 


Now the entrance is more for honoring the
traditions of the past. It reminds those who enter of the
importance of what is contained in, or now more accurately, what is
accessed through it’s portals. Entrance to the Great Hall of
Records is now a much more personalized experience. Inquiries are
prepared for in advance. You may have gotten the idea to go to the
Great Hall of Records as a spur of the moment notion, but let me
assure you that it was not. Tenders get messages and assignments
that way all the time. It takes most tenders years to get
proficient at communicating that way. When they do, however, it is
very fast, efficient, and effective. Accessing records has been the
toughest problem for ions. Everybody gets smarter when they die,
but smarter does not necessarily mean that you’re ready, willing,
and able to receive, understand, and benefit from a review of your
life. Besides people dying in the late twenty-first century are
technologically more sophisticated and demanding than somebody like
Kali. She died in the early part of the twentieth century. She died
at an early age and had no earthly experience with technology at
all. But Kali is smart, so it was easier for her to learn and
adjust than for most tenders.

 


Scientists, both dead and alive, are actively
working on new and better ways to store and access data. The Great
Hall of Records does not really use cutting-edge technology to
store and access life records, but it is still impressive
nonetheless. That’s one of the reasons why Nan wanted her company
on this visit.



 


 


“* * * *”

 



Chapter 7 – Instant Replay

 


“Hello, ladies.” A handsome dark-haired clerk
stepped forward, nodded respectfully, and greeted them warmly. He
was dressed similarly to Nan. Both Nan and Kali nodded in
return.

 


“The accident scene is ready for you
examination,” said the clerk as he began his introductory remarks.
“Our sources indicate that the relevant part of the scene you seek
to examine involves the stroller and child’s hand or finger as it
passes the centerline of the road. Is that correct?” he asked
politely.

 


“Yes, that’s correct. Can’t we just get
started? Is this really necessary?” Nan asked with a slight
irritation in her voice.

 


“Well, yes, Mrs. Tankersley, it is normal
procedure to do so,” the clerk patiently replied.

 


Nan sighed, and looked at her friend coolly.
Kali looked back with a grimace and raised eyebrow.

 


The clerk quietly continued, “The viewing
system is voice activated only. No mental telepathy commands will
be responded to by the system. Mrs. Tankersley, your voice is the
only one that can activate, control, or stop the system. You may
view the scene as many times as you like at whatever speed you
choose. You may stop and start it, zoom in or out, and add or
remove layers as you choose. Are there any questions?” the clerk
paused and looked directly at Nan for a response.

 


“No, I understand,” Nan replied
resolutely.

 


The polite clerk turned to Kali and asked,
“What about you Ms. Begs? Any questions? ”“No, I understand, thank
you,” said Kali as she nodded at the clerk.

 


The clerk again turned to Nan and said, “Just
say the word “begin” when you are ready to start the scene. Because
of the speed of the event we have slowed it down for you. You may
of course adjust the speed to whatever you require. Thank you for
your patience and cooperation.” The young clerk smiled and nodded
respectfully.

 


Kali then looked at Nan. The two women smiled
stiffly at each other. As they turned back towards the young clerk
they found themselves on the two-lane road where the accident
occurred. The road was empty of people and vehicles. There were no
sounds, no smells, and no sensations of sun or wind.

 


Nan tensed. She slowly looked around moving
her head only short distances left and right. She sighed. Then she
looked slowly, but decidedly, to the left about where their car
would be. Again, she sighed and said almost under her breath, “This
is going to be harder than I thought.

 


”Kali tenderly stepped forward, put her arm
across Nan’s shoulders, and said resolutely, but quietly in Nan’s
ear, “You can do it, kid.” The two women hugged, then stepped back
adjusting their position on the road.

 


Nan took a deep breath. Exhaled and said
clearly, “Begin.

 


”Slowly, rather than instantaneously, a big
black local delivery box truck began to materialize on the road
ahead of the two women. Next Nan and Jacob’s red Buick Skylark
appeared. Then the dark-blue stroller appeared, frozen in position
on the centerline of the road.

 


Nan and Kali watched intently, but quietly as
these vehicles and objects came into view. The jogger, in her light
blue running tights and sweatshirt, was shown lying on the side of
the road. The baby appeared in the stroller. The surprised truck
driver, Jacob, and Nan each appeared in turn. The scene was
set.

 


Nan slowly paced forward a few steps. She
looked at Jacob and herself for a few seconds. She turned glancing
at the baby and the man in the truck. Nan walked back to stand next
to Kali, clutched her hands together about chest high, and said
more as a determined sigh than anything else, “Okay.

 


”And so the scene played out, over and over
again. Nan stopped it. Zoomed in. Zoomed out. Walked around the
stroller. Kali asked questions and pointed out details. An hour or
so passed. They could not seem to make any sense out of what Jacob
was trying to get Nan to see. Both of them were frustrated. They
were talking about giving up. Waiting for Jacob to wake up seemed
like a good idea. Then Kali said, “Let’s try one more thing before
we quit.

 


”Kali walked over to the Jacob’s side of the
car. She put her hand on the top of the car and said, “Here’s what
I want us to do. Let’s take you and Jacob out of the car.

 


”Nan responded cautiously, “Okay.” Jacob and
Nan disappeared from the front seat of the Buick instantly.

 


“Now, said Kali, “you and I will get in the
car.”

 


“What?” Nan said in shock.

 


“Yeah, yeah I know,” Kali said eagerly,
waving her hands back and forth at Nan. “You’ve seen this accident
hundreds, if not thousands of times from your side of the front
seat over the years. You need to see it from Jacob’s perspective,”
Kali explained. She motioned Nan around the car to the driver’s
side.

 


Kali returned to the passenger’s side. She
opened the door and got in. Kali was now where Nan had sat during
the accident. She leaned over, looked out the driver’s window at
Nan, and said, “Now get in…Come on. It’ll be all right, trust me!
“Nan reluctantly opened the door and got in the driver’s seat. She
leaned forward and adjusted herself in the seat. She put both hands
on the steering wheel. Then she moved them back and forth across
the top of the slick black surface. Nan tightened her grip on the
steering wheel and surveyed the scene in front of her.

 


Kali positioned herself where she had seen
Nan sitting and said, “Okay, I’m ready. Let’s go. Oh, yeah, I
almost forgot. Tell me what you see, or think, or feel as we do
this. Okay? ”Nan looked at Kali one more time. She slowly turned
back, readied herself, and said, “Okay, Let’s go.

 


”The scene began again to roll forward.
“Stop!“ Nan shouted, “This is too close!“ “What do you mean, Nan?
What’s too close?” Kali shot out her questions. She leaned forward
to better see what Nan was seeing.

 


“The driver’s side of the car is clearly over
the centerline,“ Nan said excitedly. “And, and, the truck can’t get
any more left without hitting Mary, “Yes, yes, we know that,” Kali
said rather disappointedly while sitting back.

 


“Yes, we did, didn’t we?” Nan mulled over
that thought. “I don’t see how Jacob really could have believed he
was going to live through this. There is just not enough room.” Nan
said ruefully. She flexed her grip on the steering wheel and said,
“Okay, go.

 


”Just before impact, Kali yelled, “Stop! “Nan
had turned her head and braced for impact. Clearly under stress,
she cringed and said, “Stop.”

 


“Now, Nan, tell me what you see,” Kali said
excitedly. Nan looked up toward the on-coming truck. “No, no, not
the truck. Look at the stroller. Look at Zeke’s hand and finger,”
Kali directed.

 


Nan relaxed some and leaned back a little.
“Well, clearly, I can see the wrist and the hand sticking out from
the upper side of the canvas seat,” she said. “The index finger
looks like it’s pointing diagonally across the road,” Nan
described.

 


“Yeah?” asked Kali.

 


“Yeah, that’s right. It looks like it’s
pointing in the same direction that the stroller is going,” Nan
clarified.

 


“Not to me,” replied Kali.

 


“What do you mean?” said Nan quickly leaning
over next to Kali. Both of them looked at the chubby little index
finger from Nan’s perspective. From her side, she could see that
the baby was twisted slightly to the right from all the bouncing
around. The right shoulder and arm were jammed into the back of the
canvas seat. Nan moved back and forth from her perspective to
Jacob’s.

 


Kali watched intently as Nan sized up the
differences. When Nan stopped next to her for the last time, she
asked cautiously, “So what do you see? ”“When I look at the hand
and index finger from Jacob’s perspective,” she said, “the
shortened view of the arm and the angle makes it look like Zeke’s
pointing this way,” Nan said as she pointed diagonally across the
road. That was basically the direction the stroller was
traveling.

 


“But,” Nan continued as she shifted to the
passenger side of the car, “I can see from here that the baby’s
body is twisted. The arm looks more to me like it’s pointing
straight across the road. That is not the same direction the
stroller is heading,” Nan said more confidently.

 


“Hmm? So…if it’s not pointing in the
direction of travel, what is it pointing at?” Kali asked with a
pondering tone. Nan and Kali followed the line of sight through the
front window and on through the passenger’s window.

 


After intensely peering for a while, Kali
asked, “What do you see now?”

“Trees. Pine trees. One of them is pretty
tall compared to the others,” said Nan getting into the description
process.

 


“Look at that tall one,” Kali directed. “What
do you see just below where the others top out?” she continued.

 


“I don’t see anything,” Nan said with some
confusion, “I mean I don’t see anything that grabs my
attention.”

 


“Right,” said Kali slowly. “Doesn’t that tall
pine tree look a little darker to you than the rest of them?” Kali
asked.

 


“Yeah, now that you mention it,” Nan replied
more excitedly than before.

 


“Let’s go over there,” Kali encouraged. She
quickly started opening the passenger side door. Kali got out. Nan
climbed over the seat separator and jumped out of the same
door.

 


About the time Nan’s feet hit the road, she
said, “Move over to that large pine tree, just below the tops of
the others.” The scene shifted almost immediately. Nan and Kali
were standing in front of the large pine.

 


“Look closely. Right there,” Kali said
pointing towards the trunk of the tree. “It looks like there’s a
big bump or fat section to the trunk,” Kali clarified what she was
seeing.

 


“Magnify,” Nan commanded. Nan and Kali peered
in. “Closer,” Nan yelled. The darkness grew larger. Nan yelled
louder and louder, “Closer…closer…closer! “ Two eyes peered back at
them from out of the darkness. “Sniper,” they said in unison.



 


 


“* * * *”

 



Chapter 8 – The Dance

 


Jim Tankersley knows that trees make great
friends! As he likes to say, “Trees are phenomenal! “ Ages ago dead
scientists discovered that trees are high tech, multi-functioning,
multi-tasking, transceivers that simultaneously and continuously
receive and transmit huge quantities of raw data and processed
information. Trees are high speed, intelligent, organically
networked, self-perpetuating and self-renewing sensors.

 


Trees absorb, store, retrieve, process, and
act both independently and collectively upon data and information
received from deep within the earth, across the surface of the
earth, from the atmosphere, the galaxy, and from the farthest
reaches of the organic bounds of eternity.

 


Trees are veritable dynamos that receive,
transform, and transmit vast amounts of energy, light, and sounds
across all spectrums. Trees employ sophisticated, subtle, dramatic,
and specific means of communication within and across multiple
organic species, and others including, but not limited to, insects,
animals, humans, and a myriad of other beings telestial,
terrestrial, and celestial. Trees, typically, like and get along
well with dead people. However, there is this one little thing that
trees are not particularly fond of concerning typical dead people
behavior. Trees do not like it very much when dead people pop in
and pop out around them. Trees like to see you coming, even though
they probably know you’re coming before you do. Similarly, trees
like to see you leaving for a while before you disappear. It
somehow helps them calibrate your relative time, distance,
location, and condition as they monitor your unfolding
situation.

 


Trees are not easily surprised. Tenders
routinely receive proper tree etiquette and sensitivity training.
They are advised to anticipate some very, very mild irritation from
some trees when local tending assignments are likely to bring them
close-by.

 


The really bad tree social blunder, however,
is when someone engaged in tending or conversing with a tree
abruptly terminates the encounter and wigs out to some other
assignment or event. That’s bad! Forget the elephants. Trees have
really long memories. Trust me on this one. Don’t do that!Tank
knows a lot about trees. He raised trees most of his life. Tank has
had a little over one-hundred-and-thirty years of total experience
and close contact with trees. However, he’s really only had about
ten years or so of good quality dead time with them. It took him a
while to adjust, but the evergreens, especially the pines, like
him, so that helps. They’re teaching him the ropes, so to speak.
They say, “Tank needs seasoning.

 


”Tank usually spends about two days traveling
to Lobhorn Hut where Old Latsch lives. Tank likes to start his
visit on the crown of Busengrat Mountain. He arrives at an
astonishing meadow know as the dance floor well before dawn. Tank
stands in the middle of the meadow where he has a
three-hundred-and-sixty degree panoramic view. Wide green pastures
plunge dramatically down two sides of the mountain. The view on a
starlit night is spellbinding. The view at full moon is
breathtaking. The view at dawn is humbling, majestic, and
awe-inspiring.

 


On the north side of the mountain, Tank’s
path descends into the wild Sefinen valley. He then climbs to
Gimmelwald, a small dairy village, and Murren, a pretty little
Swiss tourist village. His path goes up the Blumen valley and
follows a gentle trail across beautiful pastures to Grutschalp
Mountain, where the Eiger, Monch, and Jungfrau Mountains are so
close you feel like you can reach out and almost touch them.

 


Tank’s path then enters a forest where it
gently ascends and descends, passes huge boulders, rock overhangs,
and one-hundred-foot tall pine trees. The path eventually slopes
upward, exits the forest for a short period, and turns left into
the Soustal valley. A final climb leads Tank to Lobhorn Hut where
Old Latsch watches over the wooded mountains and pastured valleys
west of the Eiger, Monch, and Jungfrau Mountains. Tank likes to
time his arrival at Lobhorn Hut so that he and Old Latsch can enjoy
an unforgettable sunset to the west and the thirteen-thousand foot
sunset-bathed peaks on the east. Old Latsch really has a great view
on the world, night or day.

 


Tank intended to spend some extra time in the
meadow atop Busengrat Mountain. Jacob’s return was concerning him
even more now that Nan seemed so perplexed. Per his usual plan Tank
arrived on the dance floor in the middle of the night. The sky was
cloudless. Only the stars lit up the sky and bathed the meadow in
their soft silvery glow.

 


Tank, with a lot on his mind, surveyed the
mountains, valleys, forests, and pastures before him. Facing north
he quieted himself and looked out into the field of stars before
his eyes. Rather than twisting or swiveling his head or torso, Tank
more accurately began to sway gently to and fro. Tank didn’t try to
stop thinking. He focused more finely upon each passing moment and
the myriad of details contained in each.

 


Tank’s perceptions of the meadow beneath and
around him became more refined. He resonated with each passing
stimulus whether it was minute, mundane, or monumental. He slowly
stopped differentiating between earth, sky and universe. Tank
opened himself to the oneness of it all, both sounds and silences.
He swayed with the ebb and flow of each moment. As time passed,
even the passage of time became indistinguishable from moment to
moment. Time did not stop. Tank opened to each moment, neither
embracing nor relinquishing it. He simply passed through each
moment effortlessly, openly, and more silently as he ever had
before experienced. When the morning dawned on the meadow, Tank was
gone.



 


 


“* * * *”

 



Chapter 9 – Telesis

 


“Jim,” both Nan and Kali said simultaneously,
as they turned away from the sniper’s piercing eyes. “Where’s Jim?”
Nan asked in a concerned voice. Her eyes shifted down and her head
tilted slightly, as if listening for Jim’s footsteps. “Kali?” Nan’s
voice reached out for help from her friend. Nan’s eyes shifted in
Kali’s former direction, but she wasn’t there. “Go to work,
sweetie,” Kali’s reassuring words and tone came to Nan’s mind. “I
know some people that can help,” Kali’s confidence was heard in her
words, but not so strongly within Nan’s heart.

 


Kali’s tight mesh clothing displayed a deep,
dark crimson as she strode determinedly into Telesis Central. Dull
red generally represents anger, the deeper the red - the stronger
the emotion. A consistent dark red indicates a violent nature, a
selfish and deceitful attitude. Instead of representing the
consistent nature of a person, it could be a sudden emotion due to
an immediate conversation or situation like a missing dead
friend.

 


The domed entrance hall to Telesis was a
bustle of activity. People in different colored tight mesh outfits
were appearing and disappearing. Small groups of two, three, or
four were standing or walking about engaged in conversations or
lectures.

 


Kiosks positioned around the large foyer
displayed scenes of forests, islands, volcanoes, animals, insects,
and other images of nature. An array of highly polished glass-like
lenses formed the domed wall rising above the vestibule. The floor
in the entrance hall was a dark emerald green. Directly across from
the canopy of lenses was an elongated clear crystal-like structure.
Streams of different colored light flowed at numerous angles
between the lenses and the crystal.

 


People all along the entrance hall entered
and exited through this structure. Kali’s deep, dark crimson suit
brightened and lightened as she neared the outer surface of the
crystal. As she reached the surface of it she seemed to accelerate
and merge with a stream of light exactly matching her suit
color.

 


Kali strode through the stream of light. A
subtle golden-white tinge to the red light occurred momentarily.
Kali did not miss the change, but in mid-stride she vanished.

 


Nan had gone home, rather than to work as
Kali had encouraged. Standing at he picture window looking out, she
frowned, and then frowned even more intently. Nan deliberately
closed her eyes, tilted her head slightly forward and to the left,
concentrating and listening as much as she knew how. After a short
while, she screamed as loudly as she could in her telepathic voice,
“Kali! “She didn’t answer, but it didn’t matter. Nan wasn’t there
anymore to hear her or anyone else reply.



 


 


“* * * *”

 



Chapter 10 – Isle of Green

 


Jacob breathed gently and evenly. A waft of
fresh sea air eased into his consciousness. He smiled. A deep
breath heightened his joy. As his chest rose and fell the sheet
covering him easily followed along.

 


“I’m going to go for a swim,” Jacob thought
to himself.

 


He pushed aside the cool white cotton sheet.
Realizing he was naked, Jacob spotted a bottle of sunscreen and
some swimming trunks conveniently folded atop the nearby
dresser.

 


“I’d better put these on,” he said aloud with
a mischievous chuckle. “You never can tell who’s out and about!
“Quickly grabbing the shorts, he hopped into them, and headed for
the beach. The open house was lightly furnished with a stylish,
minimalist flair. Clean polished surfaces on floors, tables, and
other surfaces barely caught Jacob’s eye. Curvilinear designs with
oriental overtones hardly slowed him down as he cut through the
suite, walked through the open glass doors, and stepped onto the
adjoining deck.

 


The sun was not quite overhead. “Late
morning, maybe around eleven,” Jacob’s mind concluded. The warm
sun, a rush of ocean sounds, and a wonderful sea breeze greeted
Jacob as he paused to take it all in at the railing around the
deck. He bent forward grabbing the top of the railing with both
hands.

 


Jacob’s swim really started there on the
deck. He was alive again, standing in a sea of air, feeling the sun
on his skin, and engaging an easy breeze in a light-hearted test of
wills. He was alive!In death he could simply think about going for
a swim and he would find himself on the beach ready to plunge in.
But now alive he had to survey his environment and circumstances.
He had to look out into the world and see it even in the glare of
bright sunlight. He had to plan a route. He had to execute the
plan, adjusting along the way, adapting, reacting, managing and
balancing his desire and eagerness to swim against intervening
forces and obstacles.

 


Jacob is good at adjusting to life because he
is a hero. He knows, even though others may not realize it, that
life is a fluid thing that no bottle can contain. Life flows from
moment to moment like a drop of rain falling upon some needled
pine. Flowing on, filling up, overcoming, becoming absorbed, then
vented, released, spilled out each drop of life carries on until it
returns to flow again. Circles, cycles, and spiral pathways
confront, confound, and direct the flow. We walk or flow alone
hoping to find help along the way. Sometimes we are pulled close
and tightly held, but sooner or later we must be let go to find our
own way home.

 


Jacob knows this about life, but for now it’s
time for a swim. A hearty breath, deep and full, fills his lungs.
His breath expelled, Jacob turns toward the steps. He navigates
them easily bouncing gaily. He jumps eagerly onto the powdery,
white sand. Striding on the sand Jacob begins to hop and yelp as
the heat registers painfully on the bottom of his feet.

 


Jacob howls and laughs at himself as he bolts
hopping, bouncing, and running toward a narrow wedge of trees
between him and the beach. “Next time don’t forget the sandals,” he
yelled as he reached the cooler shade.

 


No one appeared to hear his admonition. He
was alone on a beautiful beach with gentle surf and clear
blue-green water. In less than ten strides he approached the edge
of the shade and eyed the stretch of sand separating him from his
goal. Twenty, maybe thirty feet of hot sand was no match for him.
He bounded energetically across the sand. As he approached the
cooler water-soaked sand he broke into a run diving headlong into
the first convenient crest.

 


The water was cool, but not too cool. It was
warm, but not too warm. In the crash of man and gentle wave, the
man most often wins and is rewarded with churning, bubbling,
flowing sensations from out-stretched fingers to extended toes. The
ocean flowed in all over him. The warm shallow water coursed past
his streamline body as Jacob reached for the deep cool waters
ahead.

 


Jacob swam and played. He tasted the salty
water. The sun, however, shines strongly at midday on the heroic as
well as the cowardly. Dodging, crashing, playfully riding the waves
and splashing about in the ocean is too easily accomplished and the
mind often looses track of time. Before long Jacob’s shoulders
particularly, and his body in general, were reminded of the power
of a sunny day.

 


Lightly tanned soon became overdone. Jacob
realized too late that he was sunburned. When he unintentionally
scratched his shoulder, Jacob clearly said, “Ouch.” Those other
words were somewhat more difficult to make out, but definitely
weren’t the kind of words one likes to report as coming from a
hero. So let’s just let it go with ouch.

 


The swimming was fun, but too much of a good
thing, you know, can really hurt. Jacob headed back to the house
for some shade and a drink. Sitting in the shade on a beach lounge
chair was a shadowed figure. Jacob had been in the bright sunlight
for quite a while and could not see clearly who it was. Unperturbed
and eager to find out Jacob trotted up the beach.

 


“Hello, Jacob called out.

 


“Hi, Jacob,” the young woman responded. “I
see you’ve been having fun.

 


”Now in the shade, Jacob could see that the
woman was Kali Begs. She was wearing a silky pale-green robe that
came down just past her knees. Her hair was tied up in the back of
her head with only a few loose strands touching the back of her
neck and shoulders. The smell of coconut oil engulfed Jacob. Kali
was well soaked in oil along with a broad white strip of thick
sunblock across her nose and cheeks.

 


“Looks like you had the good sense to put
sunscreen on,” Jacob commended.

 


“Oh, that was Nan’s suggestion,” Kali said
with a smirk. Then she added with a winch, “At least you had the
good sense to wear a bathing suit.” Kali parted her robe slightly
revealing a brightly burned area from her neck down to the space
between her breasts.

 


Jacob winced sympathetically then said, “Oh,
I bet that really hurts! ““You don’t know the half of it, deary,”
Kali said adjusting her robe and shifting gingerly on the
lounge.

 


Jacob smiled broadly and said, “Before I died
there was a well-known expression, ‘Life’s a bitch, and then you
die.’ So now, at least, you know what you’re in for.

 


”Kali exaggerated a frown, followed by a
quizzical look to her left, then said, “I wonder if all heroes are
this glib and witless? ”Jacob playfully touched his reddened chest
with his right index finger, pretended like it burned him and said,
“Ouch! “ Then he laughed and said, “come on let’s go get something
to drink. I’m thirsty.

 


”Kali got out of the lounge with a groan and
Jacob offered her a helping hand. He intentionally turned toward
the house to help pull her up and to avoid looking down through the
slight opening in her robe. Only partially successful Jacob
glimpsed her nakedness. Kali did not miss his glance or darting
eyes. She smiled then looked at his broad shoulders and muscled
triceps.

 


Jacob started to run pulling Kali along, but
she resisted. She gripped his hand when he loosened his hold on
hers. “Wait,” she said. Jacob stopped, but continued to hold Kali’s
hand. “Those two have been lovebirds all week. We had better walk
slowly and make a lot of noise,” she cautioned.

 


Raising his eyebrows and smiling knowingly,
Jacob said, “Good idea.” They walked several steps toward the beach
house. Slowly they released their hold on each other’s hand and
drifted apart a respectable distance.

 


Laughing and looking about they pointed and
walked across the sand. Hopping, laughing, and howling they managed
to cross the hot strip of sand with plenty of noise and fanfare.
They climbed the steps, crossed the deck, and entered the
house.



 


 


“* * * *”

 



Chapter 11 – Accident Explained

 


“Anybody home?” Jacob yelled as Kali and he
stepped across the threshold of the open glass doors. They entered
the spacious living room. A vaulted ceiling with a curving
staircase to a second-story balcony and bedroom area dominated the
room.

 


A sunroom with glass on the two outer walls
was to the left. On open dining area and kitchen were separated by
an island counter curved to fit the space. These spaces were a step
above the main living room and were connected to the front of the
house by a short hallway. Other bedrooms and facilities were to the
right down another connecting hall.”

 


Nan? Jim? Are you here?” Jacob called.

 


“Yes, Jacob we’re here,” Nan replied from a
hidden area on the left side of the kitchen. “I’ve just made some
lemonade. Sit down. I’ll bring you some.”

 


“Thanks, Nan. That would be great. I’m very
thirsty,” Jacob responded escorting Kali to the glass-topped table
in the dining area.

 


Nan emerged with a tray containing a pitcher
of lemonade and four filled glasses. She had a big smile on her
face and was wearing a full-length pastel pink silk robe. Her
auburn hair was shoulder length, full, vibrant, and a bit
disheveled. Her skin was lightly tanned and there was a rosy glow
on her cheeks. She was not wearing any makeup or lipstick, but her
lips were full and moist.

 


As she approached the glass top table with
the tray she said brightly, “Jacob, you sure are looking good for a
ten0 year old dead guy! “ Nan put the tray on the table and reached
out to hug Jacob around the neck.

 


Jacob happily responded to her welcoming
remarks with a big hug and a retort, “It’s good to see you looking
so happy and healthy too old girl.” “Old?” Nan said laughing. “Does
this body look old to you?” she asked as she twirled around holding
the bottom of her robe out exposing her pretty legs.

 


Jim walked in from the foyer. He was wearing
a pair of swimming trunks and a colorful Hawaiian shirt. His hair
was wet as if he had just quickly dried it after taking a shower.
“Hey, wait a minute here,” he said in a mock rough voice, “who’s
that squeezing on my wife behind my back?”Jim and Jacob looked at
one another with big friendly smiles. The two men hugged each other
roughly. They stepped apart sizing each other up. Jim spoke first,
“Well, Nan, I just don’t get what you saw in this young fella all
those years ago. He looks pretty scrawny to me.” Jim was only an
inch taller than Jacob, but Jim was more broad-shouldered, with a
big-barreled chest, and thick muscular arms and legs. Jacob was
more angular, with good muscularity, but just not as much bulk as
Jim.

 


He had his hand on Jacob’s shoulder. Jim
turned Jacob to face the two women and added, “What do you think
Kali? You think he needs a little fattening up? ”“Well, Jim, I
think you had better clean him up first. He looks a little singed
around the edges to me,” she said playfully.

 


“Now that you mention it,” Jim picked up on
the theme, “both of you look like you could use a shower and some
sunburn lotion.”

 


“Sounds good to me,” said Jacob
enthusiastically, “but, since Nan went to all this trouble, let me
have a little bit of this lemonade to cool me off first.” Jacob
took a step to the table, picked up the closest glass of lemonade,
and gulped it down without stopping.

 


“Whoa, there Jake,” Jim cautioned, “don’t
hurt yourself.” But it was too late. Jacob had drunk the glass
dry.

 


“Best lemonade I’ve had in years, Nan.
Thanks,” Jacob said as he headed for the bathroom down the
hall.

 


Kali took a quick sip of hers and said,
“Thanks, Nan. I’ll finish mine later.” After putting her glass back
on the tray, she reached out and touched Nan on the upper arm. Nan
responded by patting Kali lightly on her shoulder. She headed for
the shower upstairs.

 


“Jim and I will make a platter of fruit for
later while you shower,” Nan offered as Kali walked up the
stairs.

 


“That’ll be good,” Kali acknowledged. “I
won’t be long,” she added.

 


“Yeah, right. I’ve heard that before,” Jim
quipped.

 


“Come on you can help me cut the fruit,” Nan
admonished. Jim followed Nan to the kitchen counter. Timing his
move to coincide with Nan releasing the tray, Jim squeezed in close
behind her pinning her back against his chest.

 


Quietly, with his mouth near the side of her
head Jim said, “Yes, dear. Let me help you with those soft round
melons and red, ripe cherries.” Jim slid his big arms and hands
around her waist just below her breasts. Nan leaned back against
his broad chest. Jim deftly slipped his right hand down the middle
of her robe, sliding his hand lightly on the sensitive area between
her hip and pubic bone.

 


Nan’s knees buckled slightly and responsively
to Jim’s manly command over her body. Jim let the back of his left
hand rub provocatively against the silk robe and underside of her
breasts. Nan moaned softly pressing closely into her man. “Is there
anything else I can do for you, sweetheart?” Jim cooed in her
ear.

 


Smiling broadly, she reached behind Jim with
both of her hands. With the cheeks of his buttocks in her playful,
but firm grip, she pushed him forward into her lower back. Nan
pressed more tightly against Jim’s cooperative thrust. “Yes, I’ve
got several important jobs that need your special attention,” she
offered willingly.

 


Nan released her pressure on Jim’s right
cheek. She patted him sharply, but playfully and said, “But that’s
for later. For now wash your hands and start cutting up some of
this fruit.” Jim and Nan maintained their positions and hugged each
other tightly, sighing and shuttering lightly in unison.

 


“Yes, dear, whatever, you say dear,” Jim said
in mock sarcasm as he released Nan and moved to the nearby sink.
Rhythmically bouncing and swaying to a tune in his head, Jim
started the processing of washing his hands. He sang under his
breath, barely auditable to Nan, “Can’t get enough a dem sugar
crisps, sugar crisp, sugar crisps. Can’t get enough a dem sugar
crisps so early in da mo’nin.

 


”As Jim hummed and danced and cleaned his
hands, Nan smiled and watched him with her head tilted to one side.
She shook her head slowly from side to side, put her hand gingerly
on his swaying butt, and said, “You’re one of a kind, Jim
Tankersley.” Then she swatted him smartly on his backside and said,
“Now be quick there. They’ll be finished with their showers before
you get all that fruit cut up.

 


”The fruit was cut up in plenty of time. They
even set the table and had everything ready to eat and drink when
Jacob returned. He wore a casual Barong Tagalog from the
Philippines. It was traditional white cotton with modest embroidery
in the front chest area. The pullover short sleeve shirt had an
unbuttoned collar opened to the center of his chest. The bottom of
the shirt was not tucked in, as is the custom, but covered the top
of a pair of string-tied light charcoal colored cotton pants. He
was barefooted with glistening dark brown hair fresh from his
shower.

 


Soon after Jacob returned, Kali descended the
stairs toweling her hair. She wore a monocolor sarong set with hues
of violet, orange, and reds. The skirt was long, extending down
over her feet. It was tied in the front with a triangular opening
starting from her knees and spreading wide enough for her steps to
be unobstructed. The companion top was wrapped around a leather
string, then draped across her breasts and tied in the back. She
was barefooted, no makeup, and a glistening hint of coconut oil on
her face and body.

 


After they had eaten, the group moved to the
more comfortable setting in the middle of the living room. “Let me
start by putting your minds at ease about the sniper,” Jacob
started his story. “The sniper was Sergeant Brian Michaels. He was
an Army-trained sniper who left the military and was working for
the United States Secret Service, White House Protection Division.
During the early years of the 21st century terrorism was a major
concern in the U.S. and around the world. In the late 1990’s an
Iranian assassin killed two CIA employees in broad daylight at the
intersection in front of CIA headquarters in Langley, Virginia.”
“Weeks prior to the accident, the CIA and White House had been
alerted by several credible Al Queda operatives in the newly
liberated Iraq that a plot existed to stage a coordinated car and
truck bombing at that same intersection. Possibly that would be
followed with individual suicide bombers rushing into the compound
killing groups of CIA employees running to or away from the
attack,” he continued.

 


“Sergeant Michaels was detailed by the White
House to explore the feasibility of establishing a sniper
protection perimeter around the intersection. No such deployment,
however, ever took place largely due to Sergeant Michael’s negative
report. His study called for him to be in position before dawn in
order to not alert spying eyes or alarm citizens. Michaels was in
place, well positioned, and fully concealed well before dawn on the
day of the accident. He planned to stay there all day and depart
unseen well after dark.” As Jacob laid out his story the others
showed keen interest and seemed to visualize the events as he
revealed them.

 


“Our accident occurred near that same
intersection. Nan and I lived near Langley High School. Just off
Georgetown Pike and Ridge Drive. That end of the pike stops at
Dolly Madison Boulevard less than a hundred yards from the entrance
to the CIA,” he explained.

 


“The delivery truck involved in the accident
had just turned onto Georgetown Pike after a delivery on the CIA
compound. The traffic coming from the CIA angles onto the pike and
merges with traffic turning onto the pike from Dolly Madison,”
Jacob said as he used his hands to help diagram the flow of traffic
in midair for his listeners.

 


“Mary Adams was the jogger and mother of
Zeke, the baby boy in the stroller,” Jacob continued shifting
perspective.

 


“Why the pink tights?” Kali interjected.

 


“Oh yeah,” Jacob said with a chuckle, “Mary
was a good mother, but before that she was a well-educated and
accomplished scientist. She held advanced degrees in molecular
biology and botany. Fashions and social stereotypes were more
typically attacked, rather than adhered to, by this young, highly
respected, and independently-minded woman.” Kali nodded with
understanding and acceptance.

 


“Mary was working on an ambitious project
proposal at CIA headquarters. She regularly jogged to work with
Zeke. There was an employee daycare center conveniently located on
the campus. Mary was an avid jogger and outdoors person. She also
was keenly observant, but at the time of the accident, she was
actively thinking about her project. That’s when she spotted the
strange, dark movement near the top of the tree on her right across
the road,” Jacob intensified his voice to match the situation.

 


“Sergeant Michaels had shifted his weight to
find a more comfortable position. Mary saw the suspicious movement
and turned her head to look,” Jacob stated dramatically. “Then
unfortunately, regrettably, and definitely accidentally she tripped
and fell pushing her stroller and young son into the oncoming
traffic,” Jacob said definitively.

 


“So why are we here?” Nan interjected with
irritation in her voice and mannerisms. “It was all a horrible
accident! You died. I got hurt. It’s over and done with. Let’s move
on,” she said in a rush. Nan’s hands were shaking as she covered
her eyes with one of them. Kali slid across the couch and put an
arm around her and a hand on her shoulder. Jim put a hand on her
knee and leaned towards Nan.

 


“That’s right, Nan,” Jacob acknowledged, “the
important part came after the accident.”

 


“Go on, Jacob, she’ll be okay,” Kali said
encouraging him to continue.

 


Picking up on a new dimension to the story
and encouraged by Kali, Jacob pressed on. “Pseudo-scientists,
psychics, television personalities, and even other
government-funded scientists of the day had been exploring and
successfully demonstrating human-animal communications. Dolphins
and other sea animals were getting prime time television coverage
working with military handlers in the war in Iraq. Primates were
using sign language to talk to people. Cable television even
featured an animal channel replete with a pet psychic ready to
reveal your pet’s inner thoughts and feelings.”

 


“But Mary’s research and dissertation at
Stanford University was confiscated and suppressed by the CIA and
U.S. military. It drew parallels between ‘animal nerve cell’ and
‘plant nerve cell’ reactions to vibrations. In other words her work
suggested that humans, animals, and plants all respond to
vibrations, not for growth, but for communication.” Jacob
punctuated the point with a significant pause.

 


Jim, who had already removed his hand from
Nan’s leg, sat upright and said, energetically, “Yes, that sounds
right to me. I’ve been communicating with trees and plants for
years,” Jim said pointedly in support of Jacob.

 


“Yes Jim, we know that, but the point is that
people who are still alive on the earth don’t know it,” Kali
countered.

 


“Right! “ said Jacob resuming control and
continuing, “Real scientists on earth still today smugly patronize
and placate inquiring minds with lectures on the Venus flytrap,
Mimosa leaf folding, and other explainable plant reactions to touch
or vibration. These reactions are specialized, albeit fascinating,
phenomena unique to so-called ‘sensitive plants,’ not to all
species of plants and trees. That silly notion is just popular,
junk science that has no place in the world of real, hard science
worthy of major government funding.” Jacob again paused to give his
audience time to digest this new perspective.

 


“So,” Kali picked up on the storyline,
“Mary’s proposal was viewed as junk science, but she was dedicated
and persistent. Right? Did she get the funding?” Kali asked.

 


“Yes,” Nan answered. “I knew Mary. She was
very sorry about Jacob’s death and my injuries. She came to visit
us over the years. Her knowledge and appreciation for plants
impressed me whenever we talked about them, which was fairly often,
before she died,” she offered the group.

 


“I remember Mary too,” Jim interceded. “Smart
lady. I used to go around talking to my plants and trees, touching
them, cleaning, pruning, and generally interacting with them. We
would talk about how I felt about them and the impressions I got
around them. She didn’t make fun of me like other people. I liked
her,” Jim concluded.

 


Nan picked up the story from her perspective
again, “We would go for walks together. Mary and Zeke would come to
the farm. Zeke and Beth would run around playing and getting into
mischief. The adults would walk around the farm talking and doing
little chores together. Everybody had a good time.”

 


“Yes, I remember too,” said Kali. “Sometimes
your wrists ached a lot, Nan. I was there tending and encouraging
you.”

 


“I know,” Nan said tearfully, as she reached
over to Kali and put her hand on top of her friend’s hands.

 


“So there it is,” Jacob said quietly and with
sensitivity for the moment. “We are here alive and well because
people we love and the world needs our help. Pretty simple. Huh?”
Jacob summed up, as each member of the group looked around and
acknowledged what was said, as well as what was in their
hearts.



 


 


“* * * *”

 



Chapter 12 – Fire and Light

 


Night had set in over the Isle of Green, the
name of the island where the group was staying. The air was cool,
but not at all uncomfortable. Everyone had retired to, adjourned
to, or otherwise became engaged with a bed. Kali dozed for a while
in her first floor bedroom. Her room opened towards the side of the
house onto the wrap-around deck. Nan and Jim’s bedroom was on the
second floor on the opposite side of the house. Jacob’s room also
was on the first floor off of the common hallway that led to the
kitchen and living room areas. His room, however, opened onto the
deck from the rear of the house.

 


Kali felt refreshed from her short slumber.
She got out of bed clothed in a sheer nightgown that covered her to
the middle of her thighs. Silk strings tied behind her neck held
the gown suspended over her body. Barefooted she stood at the open
glass doors leading out to the deck, as the curtains played with
the sea breeze and her legs.

 


Her strawberry-blonde hair, more strawberry
than blonde, was flowing freely about her face and shoulders. The
same sea breeze playing with her legs now gently twisted and
twirled strands of her hairs on her neck and face like an enticing
lover.

 


Kali drew in a deep breath. The half sigh
caused her breasts to rise. Tiny rippling swirls tingled from the
top of each nipple to its tip. She caught her breath, a bit
surprised. She let the last enchanting whisper of things to come
run its course. Then she dared to let the sigh have its way with
her. She readied herself. She opened her throat. The long-winded
beast thrust itself full bore upon her. The tender, sensitive and
accessible flesh, from the lower mounds of her breasts to the
excited tips of her now engorged nipples, quivered at its silky
kiss.

 


The hairy monster showed no mercy. The weight
of the silk pushed back the head of her defenseless spires
discharging its magic deeply within her breasts. It penetrated
deeper and deeper into her very soul as if it knew no stopping
point. This animal’s breath had not yet quenched itself or ended
its feast. The tiny tidbits she had offered were not enough. It had
struck a responsive chord within her heart. A shutter resounded
from deep within her inner being. Her shoulders shook violently.
The insatiable sigh rung out from her another torrent of ravaged
bliss from her poor, broken will to resist.

 


Kali knew she had to move away from this
thing that had so easily overcome her. She knew she had to go out
into the night to find something else to fill her mind and senses,
or it would grow ever more possessive of her. Kali moved lightly
across the deck without a sound of crack or creak. Could the
creature catch her scent and follow her into the darkness? She
walked slowly hiding her intent to flee.

 


The very air around her though seemed to
conspire with its brother, that horny sigh, to touch her everywhere
it desired, regardless of her pitiful pleas for relief. As she
walked innocently upon her way to who knows where, the coolness of
the starlit night firmed her breasts anew. Now raised more firmly,
her nipples pressed defiantly against the threads. Challenged, the
wind now seemed more determined to use this piece of cloth as a
buffing tool to wear away her resisting breasts one shiver at a
time.

 


“She’s excited now,” the wind announced. “Who
cares if she hears us,” her quickening breath mocked and spurred
her on to reach the steps and descend into the dark debauchery
waiting there. Now Kali knew, no doubt, she had to hurry. Quietly,
hurriedly, with barely a glance towards Jacob’s open, enticing
window she skipped along, rushed by a growing force. When she
rounded the corner of the house that breeze, now demon possessed,
rubbed her nightgown over her breasts, tickling her, touching her
more forcefully from buttocks to breasts, and from shoulders to
thighs.

 


The heat of her sunburned skin joined in the
game. The fire on her skin matched the fire in her loins. From
nipples to clitoris she was fully aflame, totally engulfed, with
tongues lapping at her causing her to release her lubricating
juices in a vain attempt to quench the fire full-raging in her mind
and between her churning legs. She had to get out of here. She had
to go or come, but she could not stay and fight the fire. It was
too strong! “Let’s ride her hard. Let’s run her fast. Let’s fire
her up some more! “ her passions grew more emboldened, like brazen
bastards intent on using her regardless of her meaningless
objections. “A run on the beach will help calm me down,” Kali
whimpered hopefully to herself.

 


She started to run. At first the flames
receded or seemed to lag behind her, but then her temperature began
to rise. Her face was flushed. Her heart pounded within her chest
pumping her body giving her more fire in her belly and in her
loins. The fire was spreading from the crown of her head to the
roundness of her cheeks. The muscles within her inner thighs
burned. Her sweat beaded down the middle of her back, then between
her lower cheeks, and added to the frothing foam now churning
between her outer lips.

 


Kali turned away from this endless waste of
time, this beach that could not quell her raging inferno. She
headed for loftier heights in the hope of rising above these
consuming passions and burning desires. She climbed and climbed,
pumping her legs, sweating more and more, until she could not raise
another foot to stride again. Kali stopped running, but her fire
and breath still raged.

 


Kali bowed her head and grabbed her knees for
support. They shook unsteady, quaking, and quivering at the task.
Perspiration dripped, then poured from her face. Her breasts hung
low, heaving up and down, jiggling back and forth as her gasping
breath pulled them up, then let them fall. The sweat from her face
and neck rolled down her heated mounds and flicked unceremoniously
off the tip of her nipples. A bead of watery foam trickled down her
inner thigh tickling her like an afterthought as it coursed its way
from her leg to her foot.

 


Still burning, she could no longer escape,
only endure. As she hung there burning and exhausted, a glow
illuminated her legs and feet and the ground she was sweating on.
Kali struggled to bend her knees and lift her head to see the
source of the light. Not ten steps from where she stood was a small
fountain or pool of incandescent water.

 


“That’s what I need,” Kali said in her
mind.

 


Painfully righting herself, Kali walked or
more nearly lurched over to the pool of water. Standing over it she
could see broad white steps or plateaus leading into the bubbling,
churning, crystal clear water. She reached behind her neck and
pulled the string holding up her gown. The sweaty sack dropped off
her. It landed in a pile around her feet.

 


Kali stepped over the smelly rag into the
fountain. The water engulfed her toes then her foot. She stepped
into a wonderfully prepared bath just to her liking. The water was
not hot or cold or tepid. It was soothing, comforting, and
refreshing. She put her other foot in and began to descend into the
refreshing, glowing water.

 


Kali could feel herself walking down each
step. When she reached a comfortable plateau, where her head was
safely above the water, she could no longer feel the fire or ache
in her legs. She felt the reassuring firmness of the shelf under
her feet. Reinvigorated she immersed herself completely.

 


With a blissful, confident and playful laugh
Kali sprang up out of the water. She plunged under again. She held
her breath and tightly closing her eyes.

 


Fully engulfed in the water she did not feel
the familiar pressure of water in her ears, up her nose, or on her
face. She opened her mouth expecting the water to rush in, but it
did not feel like she knew it should.

 


Kali opened her eyes. She felt no water
burning or pressing in on them. She decided to inhale just a tiny,
tiny bit to see if the water would seep into her nostrils. It
didn’t! Kali took a breath. She opened her mouth and eyes wide. She
looked quickly left and right twisting her body in the buoyant
liquid. Her hair was floating like it would in water. She felt
resistance and buoyancy as she picked up her feet and bent her
knees floating in the pool. Now invigorated and excited, she put
her feet on the bottom and sprang out into the open air.

 


Her head and shoulders popped out into the
cool night air without the sight or sound of splashing water. Kali
was giggling and gleeful as she walked up a few steps and sat down
on one. Her strawberry-blonde hair was perfectly clean and dry,
even tangle free.

 


Kali splashed her hand on the surface of the
rolling substance. It had surface tension, but did not separate and
splatter like water or other liquids. It was rolling and churning,
but not bubbling like escaping air or gas. There was no smell or
odor, either pleasant or unpleasant about it that she could
detect.

 


She blew across the surface forcefully with
her breath. It responded by redirecting and flowing in the same
direction, but there was no kind of mist or vapor rising from it
anywhere that she could see. Kali plunged her face into it like a
kid in a swimming pool. She swished her face from side to side
breathing and laughing. She spoke clearly and distinctly under the
surface and said, “Well, I’ll be darned! “Kali pulled her face up
out of the pool. Again her hair and face were dry. Nothing fell or
rolled off of her like when someone comes out of a bath or a sink
full of water. She put her hand under the water and cupped it. She
scooped up with the palm of her hand. The substance flowed easily
out of her hand without a drop, drip, or stream. She could not
separate it from the pool no matter what she tried.

 


She rubbed her fingers together just in and
out of the substance. When her fingers were in the pool the tips of
her fingers seemed excited or energized by the substance. There was
clearly a difference from merely rubbing her fingers together in
the open air.

 


Feeling totally refreshed, rested, and
wonderfully calm and centered, Kali decided to go back to the beach
house. She stood up, walked up the steps, and stepped out of the
pool onto the grass. There was her nightgown just as she had left
it. She picked it up and saw that it was still wet from her
perspiration.

 


Eager for one more experiment, Kali held the
gown by the straps, turned and dunked the garment completely into
the fountain. She thought about whether or not to swish it around
but decided to pull it out gently and slowly. She did and it was
perfectly dry. It felt as silky as the first time she ever put it
on. The gown was clean and smelled sweet. Kali turned around. She
put it on over her head. She walked gaily down the path towards the
beach.

 


Kali arrived back at the house without any
difficulties. Everyone was asleep. She went to bed. She slept
soundly and restfully for the remainder of the night.



 


 


“* * * *”

 



Chapter 13 – Nan’s Assignment

 


Jim had completed all of his promised
personal service assignments with Nan some time between two and
three o’clock in the morning. She was pleased and satisfied with
his large contribution to their joint efforts. Eventually he
fulfill her current, most compelling, and immediate desires and
wishes.

 


Nan aggressively sought out and welcomed
Jim’s input, freely opening herself to his repeated thrusts and
probing into those hard to reach, intimately guarded, and sensitive
little areas that are so hard to reach on your own. Jim, strong and
pulsing with energy and enthusiasm, was definitely up to her
tasks.

 


Jim was never slothful. He diligently,
patiently, and in moments calling for special care, tenderly, with
extra effort requiring sensitivity and a light touch, bit and
chewed, nibbled and sucked, lashed out into every nook and cranny,
into every crease and crevice, to draw out those jewels she knew
were hidden somewhere just beyond her reach.

 


Nan knew she needed Jim to open her up and
spread out her treasures for all to see and enjoy. Too long she had
been ashamed to ask for his help and understanding. Too long she
had been embarrassed, even reviled, at the thought that she wanted
his probing into her tightly held, anal-retentive, recessive, and
intractable fears and foibles.

 


Jim did not leave her to wallow and writhe in
the muck and mire of their or her own making. Jim cleaned her where
she needed cleaning. He kneaded her where she needed him. He
stroked her, but she too enthusiastically stroked herself, pleasing
him with her responsive participation and reciprocity.

 


Jim pressed her hard at times, pulling her to
release those pent up stores so long accumulated, but so rarely
given out. And in so doing, Jim showed Nan no mercy, no revulsion,
no holding back, no half-measures. Rather, he showed her the
fullest, more complete expressions of his abiding love for her that
he could give that night.

 


Now fulfilled, Nan no longer feared giving or
receiving love from anyone. She knew a hero loved her and gave his
all for her. Jacob too dearly and truly loved her life and love of
this man. Jim was hers, and she was his beloved, for now and all
eternity.

 


Nan knew she loved and laughed and frolicked
wild and free in Jim’s blissful moments of sleep and dreams before
the dawn. She reveled there with him beyond all foolish bounds or
notions of impropriety.

 


Nan was overcome with joy so unspeakable that
only the dawn could understand and hope to reflect it. She had to
arise, alight from this slumbering bed and give her newfound light
unto the dawn. A gift of herself, a gift of love, a fount of love
and life within her bosom compelled her to rise and fly into the
morning light. Now she was a virgin born of light and love eternal.
She knew no bounds and joyfully streamed unfettered free and wild
at one with the morning star.



 


 


“* * * *”

 



Chapter 14 - Pool of Light

 


Nan’s virgin light so newly sparked now
coursed through heaven’s dawn. A ray of light emanating from God’s
own bosom bright could not have shone more brilliantly than she.
But virgins are not satisfied easily with promises or aspirations
of tomorrow’s brilliance, they must now be more radiant, more
colorful, more dynamic and free to be all they are meant to be.

 


Dawn’s early light completes its courses
round giving these virgins stages upon which to play and dance and
sparkle for all to see. The flowers of the field adored her. The
mighty trees sang of her splendor and majesty. The mountains high
and the valleys low sought her company.

 


No animal, fish, or insect small or large
opined her harshly. Light, life, and beauty were hers to fashion,
to fathom, and for her to be. From the deepest depths of the oceans
far and wide to the farthermost reaches of the galaxy she could
wing her way a million, billion times faster than the blink of an
eye. At once the stuff of galaxies unborn, she coursed unknown open
spaces, reflecting, becoming, and illuminating the humble, the
haughty, and the free. She mixed with the sands of distant lands.
She leapt from the highest snow-capped mountain peaks excited by
their magnetic personalities and grandeur rarified on high. She
joined with drops of rain to caress and tickle the fancy of many a
manly pine and evergreen.

 


Birth canals, love canals, and channels of
electricity were all available playgrounds for her to course and
vie with her wiles and ways of illuminating whatever she wanted to
see or be. The sounds of earth and sky and outer space vibrated
causing her to twist and turn, writhing blissfully in the ecstasy
of each moment of awareness and oneness with the sound and its
source. She spurned no one, but clearly preferred to oscillate,
vibrate, illuminate, resonate, and adorn her beloveds and her
vaulted heroes proved. One virgin, intent upon her lover’s delight,
can excite, entwine and exhilarate faster and more effectively than
any petty kiss or touch sublime. One forceful thrust and the manly
deed is done, but with a virgin’s fire the moments go on and on
until her lover’s fire joins with hers to erupt amid the inner
cores of stars across God’s vast domains.

 


One virgin light alone can propel her beloved
beyond space and time to stand upon celestial realms or other
worlds unspoken or unknown. When heroes stroll forth with glowing
countenance and haloes round, many the virgins are sure to be ahead
or afoot to light the way and herald the heroes’ love and the
virgins’ celebration and glorification of love’s eternal flame.

 


Between the shores of life and death the
virgins ply their magic dust of light and life upon the putrilage
imprisoning those kindred souls of unborn virgins rotting captive
in their fleshy tombs. These pixies spring the body’s latch to let
the souls depart their captor’s chains and glide unfettered into
the light and life beyond the bounds of earth’s captivity.

 


On Isles of Green across eternity’s expanse,
pools of living light coalesce to bridge the hoary darkness that
some troubled souls rue to choose against the dawning of a new
day’s light. From fountain’s head to eddy’s dark and dank, each
virgin sprites perchance to stir the dismal and despairing waifs to
look toward, not cringe or run away from, the life-giving,
forgiving, and ever-giving light.

 


Towards this noble calling sure the purest
virgins grow desperate and determined to imbue. No sparrow lost, no
uncounted mustard seed, no sightless mite abandoned, nor child of
man or beast languishing in the wild, these virgin eyes ever
diligent track down their whereabouts or hideaways no matter ere
they be.

 


So, dear Nan, the focus of so much love,
became the first one of the three to be freed from the form and
substances so firmly established on earth and in the spirit world.
She was now a virgin, pure and free. And so she plunged into her
mission clear, into the pool of living waters on the Isle of Green
so near.



 


 


“* * * *”

 



Chapter 15 - Gracie Rettun

 


Old Gracie Rettun was a dizzy old crow just
crazy enough to hurt somebody if she went off her nut at the wrong
time. The dingy old bat would rattle around in the janitor’s
closet, in the basement near the furnace, or up in the storage room
on the fifth floor of the long-term mental institution in Northern
Virginia where she was committed years ago. Every attendant in the
mental hospital knew see talked to ghosts or spirits or
make-believe friends or demons she conjured up in her sick mind.
She talked so fast and peculiarly with her barking, snorting, and
rasping utterances at times it seemed like there were two or three
of them talking at once instead of just this one scary old weird
certified nut case.

 


Gracie smelled bad. In one sense of that
grammatically incorrect phrase, the woman stunk or reeked of foul
disgusting odors. In another interpretation of its meaning, which
was also true, Gracie’s olfactory system was defective from birth.
No one ever knew or figured it out including Gracie.

 


She looked lost and confused more than
three-fourths of the time. Giving her medicine was worst than
cleaning out her bedpan on a bad night. First of all, her breath
could easily kill a visiting dignitary from across the dayroom. She
spit on people when she talked and horrible green things hit
med-nurses in the face when she screamed that the medications were
poisoning her soul. She urinated on herself, the floor, and the
shoes and feet of anyone standing nearby when she got mad and
stomped around refusing to take the medicine crap that she said
they were trying to put in her mouth. If pushed too far or too fast
about anything, she would defecate spewing putrid bile-like horror
on herself and anyone unlucky enough to be caught within splatter
range.

 


Gracie was past disgusting, when she was
checked into the institution at age 52. Now at age 77 even the most
tenderhearted and compassionate staff members would gag and cover
their nose and mouth when she passed them in the corridor. The
woman must have been rotting from the inside out because no amount
of cleaning or disinfectant could take away her stench.

 


In the last month or so, she started spitting
up blood that looked more like some acidic sludge from an
industrial waste spill than any reasonably normal fluids from a
sick old lady. Nobody wanted to go in the same room with that stuff
all over the floor, the bed, her covers, and her personal stuff,
much less come close to touching it or actually cleaning it off of
something or somebody else. Some patients swear they even saw a
catatonic patient, who sits and drools on himself all day with his
mouth wide open, close his mouth when she walked past him in the
dayroom, then opened again when she left the room. How could anyone
pity her when she was so mean-spirited and reviled against
everything and everybody else in the world? She hated life. She
hated the hospital. She hated doctors, lawyers, and every family
member she every saw, or talked to, or talked about. She did not
like, much less love, any person, place, or thing in 25 years of
institutionalized protective custody.

 


People over the years asked the staff
politely and with real concern in their hushed voices, if Gracie’s
death was imminent. She smelled and looked so badly they must have
figured that she was about the die, or wished she would. But Gracie
did not die for 25 years she just got worse and worse, until all
the staff and patients had to look forward to was one day without
Gracie Rettun. They won’t ever admit it, but some of the nurses
quit or went home crying before their shift started because Gracie
didn’t die the night or day before.

 


Grace was not as ugly in her appearance, as
she was awful to smell. All too often, people exaggerated reports
about her behaviors, even falsified information or events, because
it was so easy for those in authority to believe bad things said
concerning her. Bitter, even abusive, denunciations or diatribes by
normally caring and compassionate medical care workers were common
occurrences in her woeful existence.

 


Her abuse did not start in this institution.
As a child with an undiagnosed birth defect and whacked out body
chemistry she did not fit into society, particularly school, very
well at all. She was born in 2021 to a poor family in Arlington,
Virginia. By the time her odor drove her father off, she was
already in sad shape. When she was in the third grade, three or
four big sixth grade boys smacked her around, some say they beat
her up, to the point where she started bleeding from both of her
ears.

 


After that she had a constant ringing in her
ears and couldn’t hear what her teacher was saying, even sitting on
the front row. The sad fact was when she stopped going to school at
the end of the fourth grade, nobody really wanted her back badly
enough because of that incessant smell. To hell with the truancy
laws, the horrible odor was gone.

 


Fatherless and with a mother unwilling to
keep her the pitiful, smelly child was better off in an
institution. Well, that sounds right, but the realities don’t
exactly match up with the idea some times. Gracie was
institutionalized over and over and over again. Moved from pillar
to post she never saw her mother again.

 


Gracie was stocky as a child, but there
wasn’t ever very much to eat at home. Anyway, her inability to
smell her food made it all bland and tasteless to the child, and
later to the woman. There’s hardly any incentive to get fat if
everything tastes like wax or whatever. Chocolate, ice cream,
candy, roast beef, fruits, vegetables, coffee, tea, what difference
did it make? It might as well have been bread and water as far as
Gracie could tell.

 


There are just too many horrible things to
say about Gracie’s life. That would take a whole book of it’s own
to adequately describe. Thank God, however, there was one person,
albeit briefly, who shared something special with Gracie. The man
was Harold Billingsley. He was a lot older than her by at least 25
years. A few months after being moved to this facility, Mr.
Billingsley and Gracie had an exceptional encounter.

 


Harold liked open windows because of the
fresh air. A week before Christmas in 2073, a freshly cut Scotch
pine tree just over eight feet tall, was donated by a local farmer
to the mental hospital. The staff decorated the tree with
multicolored lights that flashed randomly on and off. Mr.
Billingsley was up late, well after lights out, on the night they
finished decorating the tree. He had the dayroom window open. A
cool, not uncomfortably cold, steady breeze was blowing in the
window.

 


Harold was humming Christmas carols. He had
his eyes closed and was gently swaying back and forth. He was
facing the window. Before he closed his eyes, he could see the
twinkling lights reflecting off the raised windowpanes. Harold was
pretty sick at the time and the staff did not want him to raise the
windows, for fear he would catch a cold and make his situation
worse. Mr. Billingsley, however, didn’t really care what they
wanted or thought. So he snuck out of his room and did what he
wanted to do that night. Anyway, he had already caught a head cold
and could barely breath. He thought the cool, moist night air and
the humming helped.

 


He had just started his rendition of Silent
Night when he heard someone humming along behind him. Harold slowly
opened his eyes, hoping it wasn’t a nurse or an orderly. Gracie was
a good 4-5 inches shorter than Mr. Billingsley. Her back was turned
to the window as she looked at the lights and the tree. Harold did
not recognize Gracie at first, particularly because he could not
smell her. Furthermore, her reflection could have been any of
several shorter patients on the ward.

 


Harold turned around to face the tree. The
breeze kept blowing from behind them, pushing Gracie’s odor away
from Mr. Billingsley. He couldn’t smell very well anyway because of
his cold. It was then that he recognized Gracie. But since she
wasn’t acting strange, or smelling badly, they just kept humming
Silent Night together.

 


When they finished, Mr. Billingsley, actually
intentionally, and with sincerity, put his hand gently, almost
lovingly, on Gracie’s shoulder. She turned and saw him smiling
warmly. Harold looked straight into her eyes and said, clearly and
distinctly, “Merry Christmas, Grace.

 


”A single tear dropped from the outer corner
of Gracie’s right eye. She smiled sweetly without opening her
mouth. She nodded in acknowledgement and reply. Harold nodded too,
but did not expect any words from her. He raised his eyes and
looked at the Christmas tree. Harold patted Gracie tenderly on the
shoulder several times. Then he started humming “God Rest Ye Merry
Gentlemen.

 


”Gracie also turned towards the tree. She
joined his humming. As they harmonized as best they could, the
lights on the tree began to glow more brightly. The air around the
tree seemed aglow. An aurora of luminous bands and streams of
dazzling lights danced and pulsated with the harmony of these two
souls. Sprites of multicolored, multifaceted light flickered and
glided around the pine like solar particles being guided by the
Earth’s or the tree’s magnetic lines of force.

 


The couple stood there humming tunes. Gracie
and Harold got tired of standing. Mr. Billingsley sat down in the
rocky chair to his right. Gracie sat in the one on the left. They
rocked and hummed and watched the beautiful play between tree and
lights. Eventually they fell asleep in their rocking chairs, as
normal people often do. Gracie woke up when the nurse came to give
her morning meds. Harold never woke up. Twenty-five years later Nan
Tankersley found Gracie in another rocking chair late at night.
There was no Christmas tree in the dayroom anymore, rules and
regulations, don’t you know. Oh, there was that 18-inch green, wire
thing on the end table, if you wanted to call that a tree. The
windows no longer opened either, more rules and regulations, for
their own good and protection of course. Gracie was really stinking
up the place. The orderly swore to the police later he only propped
the security door open for a few minutes to get a breath of fresh
air in the dayroom. Ms. Rettun was asleep and he just could not
understand how she could have gotten up and walked out that door
without him seeing her. He was at the nurse’s station all the time
with a clear view of the door. All the nurses on duty backed up his
story completely.

 


But the fact of the matter was clear, Grace
Rettun had departed the building. Nan Tankersley was an eyewitness
to the exodus of Gracie and a large throng of tenders who had
talked with and visited her over the entire 77 years of her life.
The celebration was well attended by friends, relatives, and
dignitaries from near and far. The songs were joyous, majestic, and
inspiring to all in attendance. One particularly touching moment
was when Harold Billingsley took her by the hand and walked her
through the open door into the brilliant light beyond.

 


About three hours later the police officer
from the Fairfax County Police Department came by to report that
Ms. Rettun had been found in her nightgown and robe sitting on a
bench near Fairfax County Hospital. The officer determined that she
was the person missing from the mental institution by the
identification bracelet on her wrist.

 


Ms. Rettun reported she was in distress,
having trouble breathing and pain in her chest area. Following
standard procedure, the patrolling officer checked her in the
Emergency Room at the close-by Fairfax Country Hospital. She was
now in a semi-private room in the hospital for rest and observation
and would be returned to the institution when attending staff felt
she was strong enough to travel, which may not be for several
days.

 


The nurses receiving the report from the
police officer dutifully recorded the information in Gracie’s
chart. The nurse thought it odd that the officer did not say
anything about Gracie’s horrible odor, but did not bother to
mention it to him or make any issue of it in the chart. The nurse
supervisor filled out a complete incident report, put a copy in the
files, and notified the hospital director. He ordered a thorough
investigation into the incident and an equally thorough cleaning
and fumigation of Gracie’s room, its contents, and the dayroom
immediately, if not sooner.



 


 


“* * * *”

 



Chapter 16 - Beth and Lynn

 


Jim Tankersley slept soundly after fulfilling
Nan’s strongest desires. Though completely spent from their
nocturnal tryst, he awoke refreshed, revived, and ready to rejoin
the world of the living or the dead, whatever his fate demanded.
His love secured he now could mount the spear upon its tip to fight
the darkest foe and bear witness of all light and love. He now
believed his time had come. He sought no quarter or retreat. He had
given his best to his dearly beloved, and she was satisfied.
Holding naught she freely gave full release of her greatest gifts
to him.

 


Jim woke a warrior and a poet, fully sheathed
in love’s true armor, torched and refined in the crucible of love,
life, and light sublime. He arose from slumber long, now a man more
manly and demure, more creative and receptive, her looked to dress
himself and seek his love amid the island’s best. He walked
forthwith to engage his friend and benefactor in quest of loves
lost, bewildered, or forlorn.

 


Jacob and Jim met beneath the shadows of the
protective island pines. They walked and talked along the beach
bathed in the sights and sounds of life all round. They departed as
one from the lesser light and strove to take the hill. Jacob led
his mate into the fount of living light and bade him fond adieu.
Released in love to find his way, the light his only guide. Jacob
returned to his spot alone to bide his love and time.

 


Jim Tankersley blinked his eyes awake
surprised by the sudden influx of light and sound of shudders being
raised. A nurse as rough as any Marine drill sergeant laughed and
spoke as if with a bugle’s call to reveille, “Time to get up, Mr.
Hartsell. Come on. It’s time to get up. It’s morning! “Jim groaned
and covered his face with a convenient pillow not ready to leave
his heroic dream. “Where am I?” he asked in a stupor.

 


“Fairfax County Hospital in Northern Virginia
near Washington, DC,” the disgustingly chipper nurse wagged on as
she busied herself picking and straightening up around the
room.

 


Jim said, “Oh,” more as an old bear’s last
low growl after a long hibernation, than a civil word of human
acknowledgement. He rolled over, away from the bright morning light
and the click and clank of busy nurses’ clatter, and covered his
all in soothing warmth and darkness.

 


“Get up, Mr. Hartsell, your chart indicates
you have an exceptional day ahead of you. Your tests all came back
A-OK! You are as healthy as a horse. The doctors have signed your
discharge papers. You’ll be out of here and on your way to work by
noon,” she rattled on trying to engage his mind into waking up.

 


“That sounds like a lot of fun,” he said
curling up in a ball and snuggling in.

 


“Well, I’ll be,” she said in mock surprise.
“If I were a man with a new job on the world’s best and most
technologically advanced space station ever, I think I would be a
little more enthusiastic about getting my butt out of bed! “ she
said emphatically with something more like a swat than a pat on his
stuck-out derriere.

 


“Right! “ Jim yelped as he snapped up with
his hospital nightgown flapping open to expose his hairy butt.

 


The self-pleased nurse smiled broadly,
checked him out, and spritely exited the room closing the door
behind her.

 


Jim busied himself getting shaved, showered,
and shined up for his big day ahead. The food service guy brought
his breakfast in, exchanged some morning banter, and moved on down
the hall. Jim ate his fill, read the paper, and looked out the
window for a while. The clock was dragging on painfully, slowly,
second by agonizing second to his appointed hour of release.

 


Jim could not stand it anymore. He had to
walk around, get out of that room, before he ripped that frickin
clock off the wall. So he walked to the end of the hall and looked
out that window. He watched people come and go. Patients, visitors,
nurses, doctors, people, people, and more people were moving about
getting work done or just getting on with it. And every clock on
every floor seemed to plod and poke along, barely changing, hardly
moving its little hand to complete just one appointed round. “The
damn things must be broken! “ he wailed within his mind.

 


Then Jim caught a glimpse of half a face, a
familiar stride, a distant memory that cast its golden thread
towards him and drew him into a stranger’s room.

 


“Hello,” he said more shyly and awkwardly
than any schoolboy greeting the best, most beautiful teacher a boy
could ever want.

 


“Hello Jim,” the full-blossomed beauty spoke
to him recognizing his face, “it’s good to see you again.” Her warm
and sincere smile and handshake showed she really meant it too.

 


“You know me? Ugh, you know who I am? We’ve
met before?” Jim stammered to phrase his question right or, at
least, so not to make a fool of himself.

 


“Why, yes, I do,” she said with all the
confidence and maturity of a well seasoned, professional woman in
her mid-forties. “You probably don’t remember me, though.” Pausing
slightly, though not really expecting any acknowledgement she
continued, “We met during your job interview.”

 


“I knew you looked familiar,” he said still
groping for more clarification, “I guess that’s why I barged into
your room.”

 


“Oh that’s alright. It isn’t my room,” she
accepted his feeble excuse. “I’m here visiting my mother before
flying off to work this evening.”

 


“Your mother?” Jim asked looking around,
“Where is she? ”“Oh, she and her new roommate are probably out
visiting other patients,” she said pretending exasperation. “Ever
since Gracie got here yesterday they’ve been inseparable. “Won’t
you sit down and wait with me for a while,” she said in a fluid,
easy and inviting manner.

 


“Yes, thank you,” Jim replied sitting down,
“I’ve been waiting all morning to get out of here. I would really
appreciate the company.”

 


“Me too,” she responded knowingly as she sat
in the other visitor’s chair. Jim looked at her quizzically.

 


“You’ve been waiting to get out of here all
morning too?” he asked with clueless innocence.

 


“Yes,” she said reacting to his innocence.
“Oh me,” she added as she realized his cluelessness. “I feel, and
am acting, like I’ve known you all my life, and you probably don’t
even remember my name,” she said laughing more at herself than at
Jim. “My mom says I ‘never met a stranger.’ I guess she’s right
again,” she said laughing and shaking her head. Putting out her
hand again to Jim she continued, “Hi, my name is Lynn Jackson. I’m
the Senior Communications Specialist on the Telesis space station
where we are working for the next six months.

 


”Forget the feather knocking you over! A
butterfly’s wings gently flapping in the remotest interior of China
could have bowled Jim Tankersley over at that moment. Jim took
Lynn’s hand with a slight tremble. He held it lightly. His heart
raced. His granddaughter had no idea why he was so shaken.

 


At that moment, Gracie Rettun walked in the
room saying in a pleasantly surprised and welcoming tone, “Well,
look whose here. Good morning, Jim darling. It’s good to see you
looking so fit and handsome! “ Gracie crossed in front of Lynn as
Jim stood up respectfully. Jim did not recognize Gracie Rettun, but
even at 77 years old, he definitely recognized Nan Tankersley.

 


Nan hugged him warmly and energetically.
Parting, she lightly patted his cheek repeatedly and said, “I’m so
glad you came to join our little going away party.” She pulled him
towards the open door and said, “Come see Beth before you two have
to go.

 


”Looking towards the door Nan said, “Beth!
Beth! Where are you dear?”Jim could not hold back the tears anymore
as his beloved daughter, Beth, entered the doorway smiling and
reaching out to embrace and welcome him. Jim did not sob or heave,
he just could not speak or stop the incessant flow of tears that
coursed down his face and anointed his daughter’s head.

 


“Reunions are so wonderful! Don’t you think?”
Nan patted Lynn’s shoulder then hugged her as they looked upon Beth
and Jim’s tearful embrace. They stood together silently, Nan with
tears of glee and Lynn with some of Jim’s previously shocked look
now on her face.

 


Even through his tears, Jim knew the room had
brightened when these two beauties entered the room. Even the
hospital smells were gone.

 


“We had to come back early from our visits,”
Nan said taking hold of Beth’s arm, “dear sweet Beth is having a
little trouble speaking right now. She’ll be alright with a little
rest,” Nan said while helping Beth get in bed. Lynn pitched in to
help with the covers.

 


“She wanted me to tell you that she has
thoroughly enjoyed visiting with you these last several days,” Nan
said hugging and patting Lynn on the arm. Nan looked Lynn earnestly
in the eyes and said reassuringly, “Now your momma wants you and
Jim to go to work. What you are doing is very important! She’s very
proud of both of you. Now say goodbye and don’t be late.” Nan
stepped aside. She put her arm around Jim. Lynn went over to hug
and kiss her mother goodbye. Lynn stroked her mother’s face and
hair. She kissed her cheek and said, “I love you, momma.” Beth
gazed at Lynn lovingly and kissed her daughter’s clutching hands,
squeezing them tightly.

 


There was not a dry eye in the room. Jim
hugged his beloved Nan, but could not speak. His tears rolled off
his nose and moistened the cheek of his daughter as he approached
her. After a long embrace he mouthed the words, “I love you.” Beth
read his lips. Her look and smile said everything that Jim needed
to hear.

 


“Now go, my lovelies,” Nan said to Lynn and
Jim as they walked tearfully with arms around each other out the
door. They stopped in the hall and looked around. Nan waved them
goodbye. She shushed them on as she hurried to hang the ‘Do Not
Disturb’ sign on the door. Lynn and Jim started their journey
together both holding on to each other while letting go of those
they loved. Later that night, about 7pm, an observant nurse spotted
two untouched dinner trays outside the room. Beth and Gracie were
found together in the room no longer alive. Their beds were pushed
together. They were holding hands. Their eyes were closed. There
were smiles on their faces. The air in the room was sweet with a
potpourri of smells like a mix of wild grasses, herbs, pine trees,
and flowers, especially, daffodils and jonquils.



 


 


“* * * *”

 



Chapter 17 – Kali’s Assignment

 


Kali awoke late in the morning after her late
night run and encounter with the pool of light. Unbeknownst to her,
Nan and Jim already had departed from the island. Kali cleaned
herself up, showered, and put on a nice general-purpose day dress
because, frankly, she felt she needed to be ready for anything,
given the conversation last evening. She ate fruit and drank some
juice while waiting for one or more of the group to come.

 


After she had eaten she walked out on the
deck to look around and enjoy the sights, sounds, and smells of the
island. At the edge of the shaded tree line she saw Jacob sitting
in a beach lounge chair. It was angled toward the ocean and beach.
She thought to wave and shout, decided to walk down instead. Kali
felt refreshed and clean. Somehow to her it was more related to the
pool last night, than the shower this morning.

 


As she walked toward the trees the white sand
did not feel all that hot today. She looked at the sky and noticed
white puffy clouds. The bright blue sky that had been there most of
the week was toned down. She enjoyed the feel of the powdery sand
on her feet and between her toes. She began to hum. She walked
slowly enjoying the tickling on her bare-bottomed feet. She looked
at her arms and noticed a rich golden tan, instead of the angry red
sunburn she had yesterday. She rubbed her arms, shoulders, and neck
not feeling any sting. Kali raised her arms over her head and
twisted completely around as she walked. It felt wonderful. There
were no aches or pains. In the joy of the moment, she resumed her
humming even louder. She drew closer to Jacob.

 


Nearing his chair she could see that he was
not looking at the scenery. His head was laid back. His eyes were
closed. Kali was just getting ready to stop, when he spoke without
opening his eyes. “You sound happy this morning,” he said, “I hope
that’s because you’re glad to see me.

 


”That was one of the reasons why Kali was
happy, but she didn’t want to embarrass herself by actually
admitting it out loud to Jacob. But, darn it, she was happy, and
she was happy being with him, and she felt wonderful, and, to heck
with being embarrassed. Kali’s heart skipped along as she skipped
the last few steps to Jacob. She stopped humming because she was
about to giggle.

 


When she reached the lounge chair, she put
her hand on his shoulder, and leaned down towards his upturned
cheek. As she leaned in she let her hand slip off his shoulder down
towards his moderately hairy chest. Jacob was only wearing swim
trunks. She let her hand lightly rest in the area next to his
collarbone. She kissed him gently on the cheek and held it there an
extra second or so. “That’s only one of the reasons,” she said in a
coy, but suggestive tone.

 


Jacob reacted to the touch and kiss by
smiling, without a sign of tension or surprise. While enjoying his
reaction, Kali’s mind kicked in and said to her, “What if he
thought it was Nan? ”Kali stopped in mid-air, lightly popped him on
the shoulder with just her open fingers, and said in a challenging
way, “Wait a minute! How did you know it was me? ”Jacob smiled even
more broadly, sat up, put his feet on the ground, and turned toward
Kali. He pointed to his right side temple with his index finger. He
squinted. His eyes were still smiling. Then he said in a playful
mysterious way, “Hero’s know these things! ““Stop it,” she said
returning his playfulness with a little push on the side of his
head.

 


“Okay,” Jacob replied chuckling, “Nan and Jim
left hours ago. We’re the only one’s left.”

 


“We are?” Kali said a little surprised at
this answer.

 


“Yes,” he said getting out of the lounger.
“Come on,” Jacob said as he reached and took Kali’s hand, “Let’s go
for a walk. There’s some things I have to tell you before we
go.

 


”Kali felt apprehensive. She was excited by
Jacob’s touch. The idea that she was about to start on an important
adventure crossed her mind. She lightly took hold of his bicep and
snuggled up close as they walked silently for a while up the beach.
It was in the same direction she ran last night.

 


“I can imagine it now feels like a dream,”
Jacob began, “but do you remember the last conversation you had
with Professor Barnes?” An image of the park and White House ran
quickly through her mind. “Yes,” she answered softly.

 


“Professor Barnes currently is working with
others at Telesis Central on some projects that could soon change
the world. You, Nan, Jim, and I are part of the puzzle.” Jacob
paused to let Kali absorb what he had just said.

 


“I can’t give you all the details. I have to
go to northern Scotland,” he said starting again. The couple turned
left to exit the beach. “There is an old volcano on the northwest
coast of Skye. We must rendezvous there tomorrow night before 11pm
local time,” Jacob said looking at Kali expectantly.

 


Kali nodded seriously and said, “11pm
tomorrow. Where exactly is this volcano and how do I get there?
”Jacob sighed and continued, “Those are good questions, but here is
what you need to know to answer them.” Kali frowned, but quickly
realized that if he could tell her, or if she absolutely had to
know, then Jacob would tell her. She knew he wasn’t playing
games.

 


“Kali,” he said stopping along the trail
leading up the hill, ”you have to go home to Catterline where you
died.”

 


“Home?” she said surprisedly. “Everything’s
changed. The cottage is long gone.

 


”Jacob gestured with his hands for her to
slow down. Then he said, “Yes, yes, we know, but where you are
going hasn’t changed very much. You will recognize everything you
need to.

 


”Continuing on Jacob said, “You must locate a
local musician, a piper, named Sean. Everybody around Catterline
knows him. He is one of Zeke Adam’s best students. He knows where
the island is and can get you there on time, if he’s willing.
Convincing him to go is one of your problems,” Jacob said as he
resumed walking up the path.

 


“Just part of my problems, huh? What’s the
other part?” she asked skeptically.

 


“Go home Kali,” Jacob replied, “follow your
natural inclinations and curiosity, trust yourself and your
intuition. You will discover some things about yourself and your
family. Bring what you can to the rendezvous point. You must be
there before 11pm tomorrow.” Jacob and Kali stopped on the grassy
area in front of the pool of light. He took Kali by the shoulders
with both hands and repeated, “Before 11pm tomorrow.

 


”Kali nodded, less confident than resolved.
She knew Jacob trusted her to do her part. She felt his strength
and assurance. She could have chosen not to, but that is not the
way she felt at that moment, so she snuggled in and hugged him
tightly. She rested her head on his chest over his heart, and felt
it beating. She knew Jacob could not see her lips and without
uttering a sound she mouthed the words, “I love you.” Kali stood up
straight and leveled her shoulders.

 


“Okay, let’s go! “ she said. They held hands
and walked together into the pool before them. After descending
completely into the light, they paused to look at each other. A
glow formed around them and intensified as they embraced again.
After they hugged, they kissed. Kali felt as though she would
explode into a million shards of light.

 


Jacob stepped back from their embrace aglow
in a new brightness that Kali had not seen before. Jacob too
noticed a new vibrancy and brightness to Kali and the light around
her. They parted hands. Each one turned to walk away. They moved
apart toward different hues of light. Kali turned and glanced back
toward Jacob, but only saw the light. Jacob was gone. She turned
again and walked bravely into the light alone.



 


 


“* * * *”

 



Chapter 18 – Isle of Skye

 


The Island of Skye is situated off the
western coast of Scotland. It is the largest island of the Inner
Hebrides. The Hebrides islands, previously known as ‘The Long
Island,’ are the oldest islands in the world. Structures dating
back to 3000 BC are on the Hebrides. Gaelic poetry and songs refer
to it as the ‘Misty Isle,” but the loose Gaelic translation of the
word Skye is wings. Others claim that Skye comes from two Norse
words, one Ski, meaning 'cloud', and the other Ey, meaning 'island'
Skye is about 50 miles long, 7 to 25 miles broad, and has a
coastline of about 350 miles. The area of the island is roughly
350,000 acres.

 


The island is well known for its natural
beauty, history and wildlife. The moods of the island change often.
One day can be dark, fierce, crashing seas that pound the rocky
shores. Then follows a gentle sunset so soft and romantic that it
takes your breath away. The Isle of Skye combines passion, tension,
anger, wonder, peace, and tranquility with a deeply indented
coastline that keeps anyone on the island always near the sea.

 


Wildlife abounds on the Island. Birds from
the tiny Goldcrest to the magnificent Golden Eagle inhabit the
island. Mammals like the Pygmy Shrew and the Red Deer can be seen
all over the Duirinish Peninsula. Fish from Saithe to Salmon abound
and otters play on the roughest shores where people rarely venture.
Geology and a rugged topography provide numerous habitats for a
wide variety of wild flowers.

 


It's not unusual to hear snatches of Scottish
Gaelic, the indigenous language of the area, while traveling
through the island. Gaelic culture and heritage pervade the
atmosphere. Each part of the island has its own tales of the past
and plans for the future. During the 19th century 83,000 people on
Skye were forced to leave their homes and shipped to all parts of
the British Empire. Ten Lorgill families with what they could carry
were marched to Loch Snizort for relocation to Nova Scotia. Anyone
over 70 years old was deposited in the County poorhouse. Family
homes were torched to make sure no one returned. One slave ship
registered for 250 slaves, left Kyleakin for Nova Scotia with 419
men, women and children on board and arrived with only 18 still
alive.

 


Borreraig, a small crofting settlement on the
island, is the historical home of the MacCrimmon bagpipe school.
The Old Schoolhouse is situated in the rough northwestern part of
the Isle of Skye. The front rooms provide a magnificent view of
Loch Dunvegan with its exceptional white coral beaches. To the
North across the open sea are the Outer Hebrides islands. South of
the school are the Cuillin Mountains and MacLeod’s Tables. The
Cuillin Mountains represent the most 'alpine' type of scenery in
Britain and were formed during repeated episodes of glacier erosion
through this area of Scotland.

 


Crofting refers to a small holding or a
stretch of land ranging in size from 1 acre to 50 acres. The tenant
is called a 'crofter'. There are roughly 2,000 crofts on Skye. Only
ten0 or so are large enough to allow a crofter to earn a livelihood
from the land. Most crofters work several jobs to provide for their
families.

 


West of Loch Dunvegan and Borreraig stretches
the Duirinish Peninsula. Most of this area is wild and uninhabited.
The flat-topped mountains of Healabhal Mor and Healabhal Bheag
dominate the countryside. These mountains are referred to as
MacLeod's Tables. The story goes that when the Chief of the Clan
(Gaelic for ‘children of’) MacLeod wanted to impress a visitor he
staged a grand dinner feast for them atop Healabhal Mor.
Torch-carrying clansmen would light the ‘table top‘ and pipers
would entertain the lot.

 


This northwestern corner of Skye has the
tallest sea stacks in Scotland, the most beautiful cliff tops upon
which to walk, and Skye's highest sea cliffs. A sea stack is a
steep, isolated island of rock separated from a headland by ocean
waves. A narrow country road leads to Skye's westernmost point,
Neist Head and its lighthouse. Southeast of there is Waterstein
Head that is guarded by sea cliffs nearly ten00 feet high towering
above Moonen Bay. These cliffs are impressive, but the tallest
cliffs in the area are a few miles north towards Dunvegan Head.

 


The Duirinish Peninsula from Neist to Idgrill
Point is rough and uninhabited except for the deer for which it is
named. It wasn't always so however. The inlet of Lorgill, halfway
down the coast, and the glen behind it, were once home to a
thriving crofting community. On August 4, 1830 the crofters were
ordered to leave their homes. They were forced to emigrate aboard a
ship named Midlothian. They were taken to jail if they dared
refused. Older Lorgill crofters over 70 were sent to the
poorhouse.

 


There is spectacular scenery around Lorgill
that can be reached only by rough roads and several miles of
walking. The seascapes in this part of Skye are unbelievably eerie
and surreal. Lorgill Bay is the site of a deserted crofting
township. The only sounds remaining are the haunting cries of
seabirds and the bleating of sheep.

 


The remains of volcanoes on Skye include lava
flows and igneous intrusions. These remains testify of an intense
period of volcanic activity along western Scotland. The time period
of these volcanoes coincides with tectonic movements when northwest
Europe was being split from North America forming the North
Atlantic Ocean.

 


There are sea stacks south of Neist Point
before Lorgill Bay that are clearly visible to Healabhal Mor. One
stack is the remains of a long-extinct cratered volcano. The crater
is bowl-shaped with a floor of rock containing a very high
concentration of magnetite, almost pure iron oxide. This makes the
whole area a ‘magnetic anomaly,’ in other words, a magnetic high
where the measured field strength or magnetism is much higher than
the surrounding rocks. Airplanes and ships with sensitive
navigational electronics avoided this sea stack specifically, and
the surrounding area generally, because of these magnetic
disruptions. The thermal updrafts along the cliffs and harsh wave
actions existing around the stacks also keep the idly curious
away.

 


If a straight line were drawn on a map
southeast of the sea stack across the Southern Highlands, through
the Lowlands, on to England, across the English Channel, France,
and into Swizerland the line would cut through Jungfrau Mountain.
On from there that straight line would extend through Italy, across
the Mediterranean Sea, and intersect the holy city of Jerusalem in
Israel. The line would extend across Jordan, through Mecca in Saudi
Arabia, Oman, the Maldives Islands, Western Australia, and the
southern most tip of New Zealand.

 


On this sea stack stood the home of Zeke
Adams. On the southwest corner of the stack, not directly visible
from the more popular, though rarely traveled northern cliffs, is a
small gently sloping ledge wide enough for a small single-story
house and narrow front yard. A granite bulge or slight overhang
obscures the view of the house from the headland cliffs and from
overhead. A wall of rocks stands in front of the yard protecting
the house and its inhabitants from easy view or access.

 


The sloping plateau on which the house sits
was at one time the exit point for lava flowing out of the rock
formed bowl. Over eons of time the actions of wind, water, and
humanity had cleared away the lava and left the exit open from the
central core of the crater. Over the years the Druids found their
way to the sea stack and built upon it. Later still because of its
acoustic and magnetic properties, Scottish pipers found their way
to the stack to play their bagpipes. Druids brought pipers to the
stack, and these warrior musicians stayed to guard the gate.

 


Zeke was now the guardian, researcher,
gardener, and musician responsible for maintaining and protecting
this treasured place. In piper’s tradition only word-of-mouth
instructions were given to dedicated students who could be trusted
to maintain secrecy. The Druids were long-since dead. The crofters
sought no claim on a barren, inaccessible rock. The pipers largely
moved to Edinburgh when the Piper College relocated. Now only Zeke
remained to pipe out the remainder of his days.

 


Zeke was about 97 years old. He had come to
Skye in search of his father and heritage. When his mother, Mary,
died in 2043 he realized that he was missing a major part of
himself. Not just because of her loss, but also because he had
never known his father. Zeke loved his mother dearly, and after the
accident killing Jacob, he and his mother would often go visit Nan
Tankersley and her family. Zeke loved the Virginia countryside, the
mountains, and the scenery. Young Beth was always full of life and
beauty, and especially loving, kind, energetic, and supportive of
his work and passions. They married after he finished graduate
school and returned to work in Washington, DC.

 


His mother never told him much about his
father. Mary was an independent, proud, and sometimes obstinate
woman who knew her own mind and lived according to her own beliefs.
Mary told Zeke when he was 8 years old that his father was a
soldier that she had met at a research conference in Glasgow,
Scotland. He was handsome, they were attracted to each other, and
after a short affair they parted. She never heard from him
again.

 


When Zeke turned 16, he confronted his
mother, as rebellious teenagers often do, and demanded to know more
about his father. Mary told Zeke that is father was a soldier and
musician serving in the British Army, a bagpiper she thought. His
name was Devon More and she seemed to remember that he was born or
raised in some place called ‘Sky’ or something to that effect. She
had no pictures or other memorabilia, only her personal memories of
a short-term love affair that gave her Zeke.
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