
DEEP

☥

the Bennu


Table of Contents

Title Page

Deep

Beach

Oracle

Desert

Mirrors

AWAKENING

Author’s Note

Copyright © 2026 Al Lovejoy, Robert Lovejoy

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and articles. 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, events, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Cover design and author photograph by Al Lovejoy. © 2026 Al Lovejoy, Robert Lovejoy

Used with permission. All rights reserved.

Production Notice

The cover design was created by the Author using CorelDraw and AI assistance through DALL·E.

This work contains several short phrases of phonetic dialogue in a major foreign language. To render speech authentically, the Author drew on two perspectives: one of an individual formally educated in the language through higher learning, and another of a native speaker who acquired it colloquially from birth. For accuracy and nuance, the Author used ChatGPT for translation support and consulted Wikipedia for anthropological fact-checking. 

All other elements of the narrative, its characters, settings, and events, originate solely from the lived experience, education, research, analysis, pain and imagination of the Author.

Font Licensing Notice

The fonts Cardo, Cinzel, and Lora used in this publication are licensed under the SIL Open Font License (OFL), which permits both personal and commercial use. No modifications were made to the fonts.

First edition, 2025

DEEP by Al Lovejoy

Published by: the Bennu

For:

Jean my Big Sis, and Eric, my blood brother...

our children are forever

Pikey, Son,

In the desert, lies a seed.
small sentences
cracking the hurds
... unbinds everything,
Grows them into a Tree of Life

... full of Seeds.

Also, for that Sabra chick,

who taught me all about the rats,

with, of course

Bird

Wherever you are – Skipper,

I hope the fish are biting ...

I the Bennu, speak, and my words are Truth.

I created myself and gave birth to the sun.
I have sailed across celestial waters,
I have made the gods to live

And, the World was without form, and void,
and darkness was upon the face of the Deep

☥

In the stillness of the abyss,

the wounded thread

weaves its own light.

Through chaos

flows the silent tide,

and, in yielding,

The broken finds its Voice.


— Adapted from the Tao



☥
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Awards Closing Speech 

Walter Reed National Military Medical Centre.

Annual - Traumatic Brain Injury Symposium.

July 4, 2026

As a physician of the mind, and a servant of those who bear the unseen scars of war, I have witnessed through my patients, the profound, inexplicable mysteries of the human spirit.

Healing that bypasses our somewhat crude medicine, outwits our dimmest outlooks, with no, or an oversimplistic and generally accepted explanation. 

Or, inversely, our procedures often reveal something so complex that we simply cannot explain this.

We few privileged, medical staff such as my team, are compelled to humbly experience, then tuck away these lived mysteries inside toolboxes of personally garnered wisdom. While we clinically record such events within the closed framework of irrefutable scientific data. Logging our results within the vast technological archives of institutional memory. Yet, without being able to fully express the patient’s side of the story.

Those of us fortunate enough to be fellow sojourners, indeed, we find ourselves induced to express a deep sense of awe. Mute appreciation. A form of reverence. 

For being allowed to participate. To be witnesses to such resilience. To see the will to live and prevail, against all known odds.

Observing this mystery, is to experience a long journey. Charting a lone quest through the silent depths of a single human mind. Navigating the scarring of one brain. Where pain and higher purpose entwine in entirely unique ways.

This struggle. To awaken, To Be. To reflect purpose in what we perceive to be our realities, mirrors the timeless wisdom of the Tao. That even in our deepest wounds there lies a thread of light, waiting to be woven into Voice. And meaning.

The call of that Voice is a hominoid phenomenon. And a truly puzzling enigma. One that undermines our baser self-preserving animal instincts, and yet, this impulse serves to ground us within the paradox of universal chaos. Whilst empowering us with focused tangible meaning, as individuals. 

This holds true for everyone who resides within a caring family, that forms a part of interconnected communities, which all come together to establish recognized societies.  And, a Voice that gave birth to a Great Nation. Such as ours.

This urge that we share, is a uniquely human conundrum. And indeed, a mystery with deep and profoundly transformative effects upon our collective mortal psyches. A puzzle that serves us ultimately as both the linchpin to defining our common identity, as Homo sapiens, and in doing so, provides us with a mutual agency as sapient beings.

May I suggest, ladies and gentlemen, that the sound of that Voice is a chemical brain signal that we all commonly recognize, and do rightly cherish, as ... Love.

And while considering the simplicity of this profundity, I would like to humbly thank you all for the immense honor of accepting this prestigious award that, in a real sense, belongs to every one of us who understands and embraces this undeniable human force.

A mysterious unseen power that we admittedly are only able to feel, but a Voice that shapes and molds us all, and will define every aspect of our murky future existence ... as humanity.

Once again, I thank you all, honorable ladies and gentlemen. 

I am truly humbled,

Good night. Good-good. 

And might I add, a Very Happy Birthday America!

Captain Cedric Li – MD, PhD, FACS

Traumatic Brain Injury Specialist 

Chief of Neurosurgery

United States Navy

From a distance both far, near, and—nowhere ... Something Watches ...
It ... waits.

Until ... It stretches the good wing. A blade of flaming feathers shreds multiverses. 
There is Light.
Colors blaze into a void sharper than a sun’s edge.
It ... starts to paint—
And, as the Glyph of The Creator of Gods ... cools ...
It ... takes substance—

[image: A drawing of a bird with a flower on its head

Description automatically generated]

––––––––
[image: ]


It ... ... moves ...

The Bennu begins to sing...
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Beach
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soft whispers a wave
dreams a Boy adrift
ash becomes embers

​

☥

The Boy stirs—rising slowly from a dark fathomless dream.

Deep within living waters.

Night’s edge fades. Brittle aches ... melting away. 

Nearby a starbird cries softly. Heralding the gradual shift from darkness, into an approaching chilly dawn.

Awakening. A sacred moment. 

Then, the Seakeeper unleashes a short flash of light.

A momentary strobe that unfurls the night’s sails. Begins a new day. 

Frees the blazing sun from a little sleep. An orb that will soon climb the horizon, shroud the vast dead Deep above and drape the world in a pale hue mirroring the sea’s languid calm.

A warm shine. Set to quicken the living Deep’s pulse. Where neither fishes nor blind hunger sleeps. 

Stars be fish in the darkened sky,

Starfish, drifting, silent, high.

And there’s a Seakeeper, with scales of light,

Who lets the sun rise ... sets it at night.

When the sun burns, the Deep divides,

Into life and death on opposite sides ...

... says the Fisherman...

And time to rise.

The Boy emerges from tattered bedding, yawning as he fully awakens. Habit guides his hands as he ties on rough sandals, still adrift in the fading depths of a disappearing dream.

His waking thoughts collide with these last remnants, where an odd bird lingers in his sleepy mind.

Bird?

He feels for his familiar worn jacket—slip it on. Greasy and stained. Patched and tatty. Spotted with crusty salt and dried bloodied scales. But an old reliable friend to comfortably ward off this last chill before full dawn.

Outside, the Boy stumbles toward their fire pit. Hoping to find the Fisherman there. Stoking cooling embers.

But on this morning, once more, last evening’s forsaken fire—silently awaits. 

Blood eyes dull. Flickering faintly. Fading into the receding veil of shadows.

Utter stillness fails to Grunt him a good morning.

He fails to greet, or politely Grunt—anything back. 

Instead, gazes skyward. Pensively. 

Slowly turns about. 

Stretching. Yawning himself into fuller awareness.

Must wake up. So terribly sleepy.

Fight it. Wake up, look up ...

What awaits?

As darkness fades to light, far away in the dead Deep, a final smattering of faint starfish take one last swirl. Before winking out. Nodding farewell, the night moon is dipping down to ragged mountain teeth. Casts silver shadows across the beach. Scattering into the surf. 

It too, tiring. From feebly lighting the night.

Across the vast expanse of the living Deep, the day-moon’s glow lines a flat horizon. The corona is causing the endless sea to glimmer. 

It will rise to follow. Later in the day. 

The beat of the endless waters beyond hums soft. Seeping into his ears and inknown Deep. 

An old rhythm, that soothes and sometimes stirs—unsettling.

He sighs.

Reluctantly, the Boy moves to the fire pit. Pokes about the embers with a stick. 

Glowing cinders lurk under a mound of snowy ash.

He scrapes together a glowering heap. Tosses brittle sticks onto it. Then bends down to blow softly, until thin ragged flames flare up into a bright orange blaze—spitting sparks—crackling wildly at the passing night.

From murky roosts night owls murmur at the snapping shadows. Listening to their muffled grumbles, something tugs from the almost faded dream. The Boy reimagines the bird. A fleeting shape against spectral dunes. Beak and legs—long black and shiny. Presence, out of place, and too—

... unsettling ...

Meaningless nonsense.

He disregards the owls. Disjointed dream fragments. Returns to simpler tasks at hand.

Wake up.

The Boy re-enters the shack. Silently climbs the log ladder to the Fisherman’s sleeping nook in the dark eaves above.

A labored breath slowly fills the dank musty darkness. Each almost inaudible rasp a painful reminder of the man’s groaning frailty. No wonder he never heard him stir or rise earlier.

He gropes—yes, a good waterskin here.

The Boy glances blindly at the miserable sleeping croaks. Tilts an ear at the hoarse guttural wheezes that drag on in between. But does not Grunt or utter any other sound. 

Whatever ails us is worsening. 

All he can do is to allow the man a place to navigate his foul ocean of dark dreams. Maybe sailing into them bravely—riding over and slamming through the noisy gales—will guide him to his port of rest and healing.

And he will wake up.

Please ... wake up.

The sick man has enough water to soothe his parched mouth. Mop a sweltering face. Plenty in the skin—

For ... at least a full day, and ... maybe a half day at sea.

It will have to suffice.

Nothing more can be done here, which deeply troubles the Boy. Leading him to refrain—

Consider ... death’s not an end,

Mi’em, my Em.

But a return to where living begins.

Those who die ... sink beneath,

To be breath ... of the living Deep

Swallowed by tide, sea’s embrace,

Nothing’s lost, just changed in place.

But those who’re buried ... turned to dust,

Are like starfish ... silent. 

Lost ... and must ...

Drift in space, beyond all reach,

Of life, of tide ... and yonder Beach ...

So be it. But please don’t die. We cannot die.

I’ll bring fish, while we get better, but we must Wake Up.

We must wake up!

It seems that far away, very far away—a small sound penetrates the miserable reverie. A background murmur that sounds both familiar and like an unknown bird’s cry. But a soulless cry he is certain no animal makes in this world

... eep ... eep ... eep ... 

Then the tinny chirp fades. Seeks sanctuary in the passing wind.

Invisible gusts, whispering tricks. Into the sticks surrounding them.

The soft groans, painfully slow wheezes—refill our ears—continue. Despite the whistling wind’s ruses. 

Speaks to his mind once more. To soothe us—

Don’t die.

I’ll bring fish for when we wake up ... please wake up ... 

Please get better. 

Satisfied, whatever can be done—

Is now, done.

The Boy continues to stifle his horrified concerns. Clambers back down very quietly. Grabs the day bag along with a spare sea-leather waterskin. A little more confidently, and with far steadier hands than he is feeling.

Steps out into the cold morning air.

Braces himself. 

What to do?

What will the Fisherman do?

He wants to desperately hope against wild hopes that the Fisherman will get better. Wake up. But is unable to engage in wishful thinking. The Boy is an experienced fisherman’s mate after all.

By the time he reaches the beach, a shaky decision has been made.

There, the living Deep whispers small waves onto the shore. Salty breath cool. Sighing ...

Promising both life and death.

The Boy has chosen to fish.

Not from the boat this time. Too old and hefty. And he cannot navigate without the Fisherman. But he can catch from the shore.

Alone.

The Boy knows only one way to fish—hook, line, bait, wait. But has never caught anything from land. Unsure if this can be done. Or if fishing even works that way. 

Unsure, for sure. But not undone.

I will try.

The strangeness of the thought shocks him to the very core. Correct this..

We will try.

We, not ‘I’.

Where did this ... ‘I’, come from?

He grabs a favored fishing pole from the beached jindhori. The long whippy shaft a distracting comfort in his hands. 

The Boy checks it over. A coil of fine line is still firmly tied to the base. Along with a bone hook. Gleaming white. Unchanged. Unused. Razor-sharp and deadly. Waiting—for our next outing.

We will try.

Faint unease flares into alarm. His heart thumps. 

Beating boulders.

Pounding.

The child has never fished without the Fisherman before today. Never done anything without him.

Ever.

The only time they are ever separated is once every six full moons or so, when the Fisherman goes on a mysterious journey down the coast. Alone. There to trade dried fish and shellfish shells. For supplies.

But that doesn’t count, because he doesn’t fish. Detests going, because he cannot take the Boy along. And the journey usually only takes a day, or maybe, another half day at most.

This is not the same as that!

That’s the same as fetching water or being sent to collect something useful from the boat. 

We’re both doing things apart—but we’re still together. One. 

No matter time or distance.

This, is not the same!

It’s so not the same.

He’s never been turned away from the Fisherman. Never been told to leave. What’s different now is the suspense.

... uncertainty ...

The Boy usually stays busy. Mending nets or lashing fishing poles. While the Fisherman is out gathering things or working on the boat. Though they’re occupied with separate tasks, they remain connected. 

We are always here, together. Inside.

Waiting for each other’s Grunts.

He cannot bear to think about being away from the Fisherman.

He has never wanted to, never been compelled to. But this time—this time—the Boy will have to. He cannot return until fresh food has been caught.

For us. For the Fisherman. For ... Me?

He has no other options. Must not fail—will not fail.

If the Fisherman isn’t here, then ... ‘I’ will try.

But what exactly does that mean? 

The Fisherman never ‘tries’—we always know exactly what to do. 

He has never spoken of us as being apart. Separated. From any living thing, 

What is, ‘I’?

The Boy has never heard the man utter the word ‘I’. 

How did this ‘I’, or that other inknown word, ‘try’—words with so much portent—find their way into him? 

Did they creep inside secretly? In the dream Deep? 

Were they always known—from long ago? Within the inknown Deep?

Are they needed?

Does he want these strange—yet familiar words—that seek to take him beyond?

Set them—further apart?

Will these words ... 

Push Me Away?

Is this a journey to somewhere where the Fisherman cannot go?

Will not need to go—if we cannot wake up?

A path to walk on my own?

Alone? Again?

The Fisherman understands inknown words perfectly. That’s why he Grunts them. Even though he doesn’t have to. As the Boy must. 

The man can make the words inside him—His Inknown Words—Known Words—make them—Heard.

The Boy constantly collects and carefully treasures inknown words. By listening attentively to the man’s protracted monologues. Odes and shanty rhymes rambled to himself—spoken at a certain ‘Mi’em, my Em’—out at sea. And by raptly absorbing stories released from old paper things, called books. Tomes. Holding all stories captive. Long winding tales that the Fisherman sets free by mumbling the words, that make them up. Out loud by the fire pit.

How aware is the Fisherman that the Boy’s inknown words—

Want to be Known?

Want to be Heard. Too.

Even if the Fisherman knows them already—this secret fear persists—without the Grunt they share—Will ‘I’ ... be completely alone?

The man knows full well that the child’s stiff face is occupied by a tongue that is lazy. Asleep. The Boy is alone, and yes, maybe even a little afraid. If that’s what this percussion of disquiet within means. But he is almost certain he isn’t lonely. 

Am ... ‘I’?

The man may be sweating through a grim fever, but his few spoken words, quiet stoic actions—

Will always be close at hand.

Reverberating within mind and heart.

Always here. With us.

A good old gang of trusted deckhands. 

Reliable mates in any weather.

Lived and living reminders to be bidden at will. Imitated with vigor. His stubborn set of rules. Offhand silent ways. How to navigate anywhere. Fish for anything on water. 

Treasured within. A part of us. 

Forever. 

The Boy recalls their familiar routines. Draws strength from the warmth of those reassuring memories and finds himself relaxing. The pounding in his chest fading into little pebbles. 

Feels the thin coils of fear—slip gathering knots. 

Tentacles of panic slithering away. 

No longer smothering focus. Stifling immediate attention.

‘I’ ... no—WE—will try. 

Me and the Fisherman. 

Within us.

The Boy takes one last look up the hill where their mean shack is almost visible. Nearly grins with his frozen face. Instead, does a best impression of the Fisherman’s rare—That’s It! 

Praise Grunt.

As loudly as ‘I’ possibly can. 

Broadcasting hearty approval at the deaf empty expanse.

So much for big speeches.

Especially when no ears are around to listen—to my thinking. 

Hoists the day bag and sea-leather waterskin over skinny muscled shoulders, turns to the waves, and ambles off down the beach. 

Without looking back.

Almost smiling at last. Too.

Need to search for a good spot to cast a line. 

Mind clear. Heart beating steadily. Normal. Real anticipation—

This is what must be done. 

This is how ‘I’ will become a man. 

And who knows?

Maybe in the process, ‘I’ will cease being a mere Boy, and—become Someone. 

A man and Fisherman, but more ...

A man and Fisherman with a Name that can be said in the Known.

And be—Heard.

His pace quickens, galvanized now.

What to do? 

Do what He would do. 

Do in His words—

So, live as a Fisherman,

Mi’em, my Em,

Be kind to the Deep ... Swim with it.

Give grace for all that you will catch,

Fish return—that’s life’s great match.

And in the end ... when you fall asleep,

You’ll join the Deep to rest. To keep.

And there, beyond ... you’ll be the tide,

That pulls the waves, that ebb and rise.

A fish, a star ... a human dream ...

All part of Life’s ... eternal stream.

The words retrace worn tracks across his inknown Deep.

Our forever beach. 

Where ‘I’ must fish.

The Boy’s eager young legs begin striding sand. Heading boldly toward a new dawn’s waters.

The sun climbs. Later, a faint day-moon slips up into the sky. Unseen in the glare.

And the sun burns. 

And ... Burns ...

Small reddish crabs etch itches across the Boy’s wet tracks,

Snapping defiance—ready.

Waiting to fight ... cowards. 

Rainbow snails skid about on snotty skirts. 

Abrading agonies of chaos. Scouring frantic sand. 

A hissing rush of surf knocks them back. Over ... under... 

Tumbling ... foamy bedlam. 

Claws ... shells ... flapping skirts—

Woosh ...

Rolling waves ... rush out again. 

Scrub, scrub... sluicing ...

Every scab, track and slimy trace.

Necrotic debris ... all washed away. 

Begin again glorious denizens of the living Deep.

Woosh ...

... Woosh ...

The Boy trudges on purposefully. Feeling them, but hears nothing, sees nothing of these micro-discomforts, as he stares to where his mind is gazing ... far out to sea.

He senses the warm wind on his neck. A frisky offshore breeze. Enough to have taken them over the reef easily. Enough to have reached their favorite holes in the old dead coral. But not enough to drag a bucket anchor too far when the sail is furled.

A truly perfect day. But wasted.

For us both.

But ... there is no—US

It’s only me. ‘I.’

The Boy feels his initial eagerness creeping away, and that uncomfortable sense of disconnectedness returning. Combining this new feeling of—frustration—with something that might be akin to regret, or sorrow, or possibly even grief. But he has no point of reference. No label. No name. Not even some means to quantify these intrusive feelings.

Has no real idea what is vexing him so. 

Careening him between nameless sudden—anxiety. Surging hopeless—anger. 

Both emotions he has never felt. Or willingly expressed. Not in any depth before. 

Heavy, relentless. Uncomfortable—

Churning my inknown Deep into scratchy swirling eddies.

Taunting us.

Threatening to overcome him. Cause him to fall to his knees and do something he barely remembers. So long ago ...

Weep, howl, sob. Cry out with animal screams against these rude, unfair feelings! 

Our unfair, unresponsive body! Beseech that it stops agonizing and torturing us.

But I cannot cry for myself. For our own fear. 

I must not even cry or fear for the Fisherman. My tears will not heal us.

My fear is not a cure. And I must feed us first.

I cannot cry for us. There is only me, and no fish, no food. 

No fishes. No Fisherman. No US. Here. Now. 

No point in wasting useless tears. Tears do not heal ... or catch fishes.

He is tiring rapidly. The day is ending. That ball of flame, named the sun, is dropping quickly towards the Seakeeper’s nightly lockup.

The Boy trudges onward. Each step weighed down by hunger and the vast emptiness stretching ahead. The beach offers no solace. Only lifeless barren sand. Shallow surf.

The Boy has no idea how far he has come. Hasn’t been paying attention. Earlier he spent time wading in the rushing sandy waves. Forging onward. Peering into the fizzy broth for small shoals like we do— 

Did?

Yes, did. Us. Me and the Fisherman. From the boat.

But nothing to see in these shallows.

No fish—no food.

Need deep water. Much deeper water.

Water ... where the Deep fishes live.

The feeling of utter helplessness threatens to overwhelm him. Yearns to do something. Anything. Lash out if he must. Make this uneasiness and fear—

Go Away!

The useless jindhori!

It is too heavy!

That’s the reason for these unwanted feelings.

‘I’ cannot sail alone!

And nothing for miles, but weak shallow breakers.

Rude crabs.

Manic snails. 

Too small. Impossible for us to eat.

This whole day he has been looking for rocks—any rock—reaching out to the distant Booming reef breakers. But the translucent shallow waters are barren. A wilderness. Unending and useless.

He stops, unslings the waterskin to take a good draught. As he slaps the cork back, a thought abruptly intrudes. 

Better be sparing with water. 

Having none on land could be as serious and fatal as having none on the sea.

Watch out.

He contemplates what he should do. He has walked a full day with no success.

Should he admit defeat? Turn back a failure?

What, do ‘I’ do? Next?

And notices, on a prominent dune rising towards an ever-distant hill—movement ...

Too far to make out in any detail, but most certainly—that is a creature. 

A bird. 

With a black head. And a long curved beak. And he is sure—some inexplicable reason—tall rubbery-looking legs would be seen. If nearer. 

But where does this creature come from? 

Why does it keep crossing his path—in dream. And here ... on this endless beach?

What does it want with me? 

It seems to be looking directly at him, but that is a fanciful idea. It is animal. He is not. 

The bird has no interest in him. Other than responding to instinct—evade the nearby hunter. They are the only two living things here on this beach. Not counting the mad crabs and relentless snails. Naturally, the Boy and the bird should take careful stock of each other. And not cross paths.

The bird disappears over the distant dune’s ridge. Demonstrating this exact point. An action that feels oddly self-vindicating.

Meaningless dreams—stupid bird.

And so, with nothing else he can think of doing, the Boy must also move on.

Keep walking.

Proceed forward.

Look for a good spot to reach deeper waters with a trusty hook. It is pointless turning back now. The only thing he can do, for the sleeping man—

Catch fish.

If we were doing this together—the Fisherman would do what we can do. 

Ignore what we cannot. 

He wouldn’t even Grunt about this ... Just Do.

The Boy contemplates the coming night. He will have to sleep on the beach. Not a new experience. During the hot humid summer, they often sleep on the beach. 

First, make a fire. Then roast the catch. Finish off by making bush tea. And after this, snuggle down into hot dry sand next to smoky winking coals. There to wander similar dreams of the living Deep. 

Hopefully resplendent with huge catches.

‘I’ must make a fire before it becomes too dark.

It is going to be cold again tonight.

And so, the Boy turns away from a greying ocean. Heads across the cooling sand to a dune-smothered hill in the near distance. Looking for dry firewood to burn. He finds plenty of dead sticks and bleached, wind-torn branches. Drag them to a suitably sheltered spot. 

There he ignites a small mound of freshly scraped woodwool and crushed kindling. Using the old flint and knife from the day bag.

To make a big fire, carefully make a small fire. First.

Something the Fisherman said, or more accurately—muttered—once, a long time ago.

He feeds thin little sticks to his small steady fire. Flames
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