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The View From Up Here

 


One more struggle, John. Scramble and heave
your way onto this ledge. Good! Now brush off all the grit. Stand
back against the rock face and close your eyes. Take in a deep,
calming breath. Feel the sun on your face. Listen to how different
the air sounds hissing through the pines below. Now, open your eyes
and look out over it all.

This is always the best part.

Just. Breathe. Funny how it’s so easy to do
after all the exertion. See how the exercise has exorcized your
troubles? Sorry, I’d get out of your head if I could, but no one
made you experiment with remote viewing all those years ago. It
wasn’t my fault I was trapped in the intricacies of your third
grade mind. I know you don’t want anyone dependent on you right
now, but I’m in until it’s over. You, I mean.

Google Earth has nothing on this view.

The distance will change your perspective;
take it all in. The traffic on the interstate below looks like the
ants you used to watch when you were a kid. The town in the
distance would be too far to see in detail if you were a stranger,
but it’s been your life, and we both know it like the back of your
hand.

There’s the clinic. Remember last week? You
couldn’t breathe; couldn’t take anything in. It was good you were
sitting when Doctor Linscomb told you that you weren’t going to be
so lucky, that the cancer was going to win. With everything
spinning inside your head, you weren’t expecting to have this
extra-dimensional being talking in there, too. I know I violated my
vow of silence, but I’ve been with you for so long, I thought I
could help. Sorry about that.

The signs you ignored. The warnings that
didn’t seem serious enough to you. Everyone bleeds; what’s the
rush? Your father thought the same way, didn’t he? You were so
angry with your parents when they finally told you he was dying. It
was so sudden; at least you had some warning when it was your
mother’s time. You can almost make out their plot from here. Yours
will be close by, won’t it?

Everyone approaches the day of their death.
Not everyone knows when it will be.

You decided yours would be today. You set it
on the schedule, just like you booked the flight for that
conference on entanglement-assisted teleportation you won’t be
attending now. Probably should’ve cancelled that.

What you want is to cancel this departure.
You have too much unfinished business.

You don’t even know where you’re going. Away
isn’t good enough, is it? You should have prepared for this; you
can’t just flip a c-note to the maître-d and get the table you
want, like on your anniversary. You need to make
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