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The Sum of the Whole is Greater Than Its Parts.

So Gaia was taught since she came into this existence.

But she was named after the Nature goddess. Long centuries and eons passed while she was submerged in rock beneath the thin surface layers that living creatures inhabited.

Now some imbalance had awakened her. She rose to the surface to claim her own, her rightful place in the whole world, not just beneath it.

What she found surprised even an immortal like herself. It seemed again time for some changes - and Justice. 

The last time she had to balance the scales, the ruling species didn't appreciate her changes. 

What did they call themselves? Oh yes: Dinosaurs.
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SOMETHING WAS SERIOUSLY wrong. Or she had slept too long. It didn't matter much. She was awake now.

The ground around her rumbled as she slipped off what served for her bed coverings. To you and I, it would seem like solid rock, but to Gaia, it was simply another space. Over there - her wardrobe. Over here - brush, comb, mirror. Hanging on her bedpost, her soft and comfortable robe to cover her bare limbs. Beneath her feet were a small rug and fluffy slippers to keep her feet warm as she crossed the cold marble to the fireplace.

At that side of the room, the eternal flames from the magma below warmed her as she stood in front of them. First her hands and front, then turning with her back to it. 

A comfortable bedroom, filled with memories of her childhood and growing up. 

Something had awakened her. 

Just as her room appeared to us as solid crystal inside volcanic stone, time to her wasn't measured in years or centuries. It was more fluid. She had no days, no sunrise or sunset to mark its passage. 

Gaia slept when all was right with the planet she called home. There was balance. And everything knew its place, its job, its duty - and filled these. With nothing to do, no one to give lessons to, no action necessary to take, she could sleep.

And when she woke, it was to restore balance.

Something was imbalanced in the world above, that needed her touch again after her long sleep.

She was born with this planet, or so they told her as a child. Her fretful tumblings in her cradle and her crying had raised mountains on its surface, had caused volcanoes to erupt. Large land masses had sunk beneath its seas, while ocean depths rose to the sun in turn - to dry and teem with the little organisms called life.

She slept when she had balance, woke when things were not.

And the creatures on the surface, in all their arrogant "wisdom", still could not measure in their own limited terms just when she had slept and when she woke and walked "their" surface.

More than once, she had decided to simply "start over" with a clean slate. To those small creatures, it must have seemed cataclysmic. To Gaia, it was nothing more than the wave of her hand. 

Usually, it took about seven of her "days" to remake the world and restore balance. Regardless of the protests of the most sentient species. 

Well, sorry. It must suck to be you. 

What were they called? That last bunch? Oh – that's right: dinosaurs.
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I WAS ENJOYING THE afternoon sun, sitting on a massive oak log in the shade of the undergrowth-trees and shrubs. Paw-paws, wild roses, and spice-bush. This great tree had lived for at least a couple of centuries, then took at least a decade in just dying and rotting enough that it could fall over. 

I had been spending more time with the cows, the ones I was raising as my “day job.” Not because I had to, but because I felt I wanted to – to fill something missing in my life.

Sal and Jude hadn't visited me recently. But I also had no need to write these days. I had written what seemed like hundreds of stories for the Lazurai, of their history and adventures. Tales of the world they lived in, that alternate, parallel time-line. And more had been published there than in this one.

Those hundreds of stories seemed to be enough for now. 

Because I was still tied up with their concepts that fit so well there, but not so much here. Not that they couldn't. And the stories they told me were too eerie, too applicable to our own time-line, to future events here that could too easily take place here and now.

But more, I stuck on the idea of elementals - beings who could assume the attributes of eternal elements. And they had shown up over and over through our written history and verbal traditions before that. 

So powerful, they were sometimes worshiped as gods. And pitifully weak humans like Prometheus tried to "steal" their powers or create artifacts that emulated or channeled them. All for their own vain needs.

The Lazurai were our modern equivalent. The result of two different evil groups that were constantly at war, both misleading their followers to support them with finances: terrorists and government. What those two self-proclaimed enemies had created in these Lazurai, neither could stop or undo. And that only caused frustration to those affected individuals, none able to any longer live among humans without destroying them all. So the Lazurai had taken refuge in the elements themselves, submerging to sleep in the rock, water, air, or fire until humankind had evolved enough to tolerate or even survive their re-emergence.

In that alternate time-line, they had solved it themselves - by raising subsequent generations of adapted humans who learned to control their powers, their gifts.

To me, those stories didn't matter as more than fiction here.

But I had been there, done that, helped them solve – in my own small way – problems that would have torn their world apart. Like one torn paper becomes two, then four, then eight – the more you tear it, the more times it doubles. And soon no longer resembles the world you started with, other than as paper dust.

Fiction to anyone else was my own means to make sense of our world, it's core principles, the systems at work, the balances inherent to it – that always brought it back when it tipped too far one way or the other.

Sitting here in the pastures, watching the cattle graze, managing their pastures and moving them regularly to new grass, this was my day job.

And also allowed me to reflect and find my inspiration.

Today, I didn't wonder where I'd lost it, only that right now, I didn't care if I did find it again. I wasn't at peace. But knew I needed to sort things out before I could put any words together into useful form again.

At that, the earth rumbled a bit. 

Having lived in another alternate world-view, called L. A., I knew of these earthquakes and wasn't too alarmed. I was simply watching another dead tree standing nearby and seeing it wave in the vibrations. Too much, and it might head my way. Otherwise, the shaking was only bringing other dead branches down.

And some nuts and fruit were landing long before they were supposed to. Of these I was more concerned about paw-paws near me. These were fragrant and soft when ripe, but hard as a nut when green. At least none of these fruits, nuts, or their branches landed near me, as the falling of the massive oak I sat on had left quite an opening overhead.

The rumbling and shaking ceased after awhile. 

And then I saw her.
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OF COURSE, THERE ARE rules. There are laws. And powers like me that are living justice to enforce them. Not that they needed some arbitrary punishment. Just balance.

My first action was to find what the imbalance was. Sometimes it is minor. I remembered the last time I had to wake and rise to the surface. There was a local civilization who had somehow been influenced to think the gods were dead, and so were their rules and their traditions. 

They thought that what they laughingly called "science" would predict and protect them from "natural calamities". They thought they could act with impunity. And inside their cities were the worst diseases, the worst imbalances anywhere on the planet. 

They quit listening to the world as it was and thought they could make new worlds of their own, by their "superior" design.

I was upset about the changes I'd made in order to balance the world when dinosaurs ruled it. But I was only barely a teenager then. I had power, but not the wisdom to wield it with precision. So my mentors let me learn from my mistakes.

And my tears could not bring all those species back, nor their arts, their music, their love of their families.

My mentors let me rebuild. By selecting a new species to become the ruling sentience on this planet. This rock revolving around a sun that had its own thoughts and beliefs and arts - its own ethos, pathos, and logos. But my
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