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The Soul will not entertain you. It's not its job to create psychic phenomena. Your job is to sit in silence and be open to the Soul and start the process of awakening to your knowing. As you awaken, the Soul can replace the ego and personality as the center of consciousness and energy, though it still uses the vehicles of the mind, the emotions, the imagination, and the body to function in the world.

― John Roger, DDS
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On Saturday, May 22nd, Patrick and Becky were married at a beautiful garden ceremony in the backyard of her home. Everyone, including the bride and groom, wore facemasks and maintained social distancing.

After the wedding, food was graciously served beneath the white tent that Christopher, Bobby, and Patrick had set up earlier. Then, the happy couple accepted congratulations and admiration from their family and closest friends while Mr. Burns had chilled champagne ready to toast the bride and groom.

Patrick and Becky stayed long enough to thank everyone but then he pulled her close to whisper, "It is our time now. Are you ready to spend two-weeks alone with your husband?"

"Yes," she breathlessly promised. His nearness caused her to sharply inhale and she grew dizzy, reeling from the longing that coursed through her. It had been several months since they had been in each other's embrace.

"That is all I needed to hear," he said as he quickly whisked her away to his plans for a very secluded and private honeymoon. They would not be going to Fiji, but he had chosen the best option available during a Pandemic.

When they arrived at the isolated cottage nestled in a thick grove of trees, Becky was stunned by the beauty of the place. The sun, which sparkled through the many trees, seemed to accentuate the white brick trimmed in the white oak exterior. Most of its facade was covered over by Hyacinth, a lush-green ornamental vine with lilac blossoms.

"Oh my goodness!" Becky eagerly exclaimed. "It is fairytale-beautiful, Patrick. Is this where you have been staying since you moved out of your apartment? Is this the little cottage that your father owns? It doesn't seem very little and it is not what I had imagined. Wow!"

"Yes, and yes," Patrick chuckled at her enthusiasm. "And, every night that I spent here alone, I dreamed of you being here with me. It felt so lonely without you."

"It is certainly beautiful," Becky gasped with true surprise as he opened the front door. "It's spacious too," but that was all she had time to say before he swept her into his arms.

"I know this is not our home or even the actual honeymoon I had once planned," Patrick explained, "but it is tradition to carry you across the threshold."

Becky smiled, "You know I love traditions."

"I know," he smiled back at her. "The important aspect is that it is a safe place for us to spend two weeks alone. Dad has gone above and beyond to make sure that we have everything we need and that we are undisturbed. Food and beverages will be delivered to us each day while we are here. We don't have to worry about a single thing other than each other."

By then, they were past the elegant foyer with a skylight and inside the expansive living room. He set her down on a white leather armchair that matched the extra-long sofa. Becky was pleasantly surprised; the home had seemed much smaller from the outside.

"It sounds as if you have thought of everything," she said. She inhaled deeply and then asked, "Is that the scent of lavender? I love lavender."

"Yes," he replied. "Dad believes that healthy plants help to keep a person healthy. If my mother had listened to him more often, she might not have contracted the Covid virus."

"I'm terribly sorry that she could not make it to our wedding, Patrick," Becky soothed and then quickly added, "Wait, did you say that she has the virus? Is she all right?"

"I am sorry that she couldn't make it too," Patrick concurred, "and it appears that her condition has worsened. Dad told me she was hospitalized earlier this morning before he came to the wedding."

"Oh, Patrick!" Becky sympathized, "I did not know that. Many people test positive without getting sick. We could have postponed the ceremony. Oh, that is terrible. Why didn't you tell me sooner? Why didn't you at least give me the option?"

"Dad and I discussed it at length," he admitted. "I guess you could say that we know my mother's motives better than anyone. This could have very well been an attempt on her part to stall our marriage."

"That is absurd," Becky gasped.

"No, it is not," Patrick disagreed. "Don't put it past her to fake a few symptoms just to cause a commotion. Besides, she was one of the ones who refused to follow the health guidelines. She only went into quarantine because she tested positive for the virus. But when she realized the wedding would go on without her, suddenly she was worse and had to be hospitalized."

"I am not detecting much sympathy from you, Patrick," Becky gently admonished.

"I do feel for her, Becky, I honestly do, especially if she actually has it," he said. "I guess that I have simply seen too much deception from her over the years to trust this as an actual health problem. I hope that is the case... that it is merely a ploy on her part to throw a monkey wrench into our lives. We will know soon enough. Dad went straight to the hospital from your home. Still, you have to admit that Barbara and Hillary did a bang-up job today. Everything was exactly as you had described it to me. I'm not sure you would have gotten the same results if my mother remained in charge."

"I suppose that you are right about that," she softly agreed.

"Not to change the subject, but talking about my mother is not my favorite topic. Let me show you the rest of the place," he suggested.
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Patrick took her hand and led her through the main rooms of the cottage. The living room overlooked a lush privacy-fenced garden with a small kidney-shaped pool and a cozy hot tub that was just big enough for two.

To the right of the living room was the bedroom with a bathroom that was fit for a king. It held a Jacuzzi along with a separate shower and toilet area. To the left of the living room, there was a cozy dining area, a chef-style kitchen, a laundry room, and another full bathroom that could be entered from the pool area.

"It has everything a person could need or want," Becky admired. "In fact, it is the perfect bachelor pad."

As she said those words she wondered if Mr. Burns had ever used the cottage as his personal bachelor pad. It did not take a mind-reader to see that Patrick's parents barely tolerated each other and were often at odds about almost everything. In marriages such as theirs, no one could blame a husband or wife for seeking affection from somewhere else.

"I never felt like a bachelor while staying here. I felt like an exiled husband-to-be." He chuckled before offering, "I will fix us a plate. I am a little hungry. We didn't eat anything after the ceremony. Everything is in the warmer and ready to eat."

"I would like to get out of this dress first," Becky softly admitted. "Can I do that before we eat?"

"Of course," Patrick laughed. "I just promised to take care of you and I have forgotten my basic manners."

"I didn't bring anything to wear," Becky suddenly gasped. "What on earth was I thinking? What will I wear?"

"If that was the case, I would not mind," Patrick laughed. "However, you do not need to worry; Barbara packed for you," he replied. Then, he led her back to the bedroom. He opened both sides of the double closet. Her clothes were in a space on the left while his clothes were on the right.

"As I said," she repeated, "You have thought of everything. You are very organized, my love."

"It gave me something to do while I was missing you," he admitted.

"Help me?" she asked as she turned so that he could unfasten the hooks and eyes on the back of the dress. The satin garment slid to the floor and Becky turned to kiss him.

It began as a gentle, probing kiss but the magnetic energy quickly began to flow between them. They both knew that once it started to roll, it would take them over and they would be helpless to resist.

Patrick pulled back from her and gazed lovingly into her blue eyes. Then, he took a deep breath as he cautioned, "Not yet; we have to eat first. I remember how queasy you feel when we come back from our lost time with an empty stomach. Let's get changed into something more comfortable. Since the food is already here, we can have an early dinner. How does that sound?"

"You show amazing restraint," Becky teased as she secretly wished that he didn't. She had missed him more than she had ever thought possible.

"Are you kidding?" he asked in surprise. "All I want to do is hold you in my arms and drift away with you. That desire is the only thing that has kept me sane during this prolonged separation. However, as your husband, I just made several promises to you and that includes making sure you have a proper meal."

After they changed into casual clothing, Patrick led Becky back to the kitchen and opened the necessary doors and cabinets. The refrigerator was stocked with salads and dressings, boiled spicy shrimp with cocktail sauce, small crust-less sandwiches, an array of bitesize chocolate morsels, Perrier, and various other soft drinks and beer lined one shelf. The warmer held sliders, twice-stuffed potato skins, and a variety of other appetizers.

"Dad tried to make sure we have plenty to eat," he shrugged as he gazed at all the food. "I guess he went a little overboard."

Becky giggled and then said, "No-o-o, it is perfect." She exaggerated the word making it into several syllables.

Patrick laughed with her and then added, "Well at least he cares enough to do a task well and he follows through when he plans to do something."

Becky was almost too excited to eat but she knew that he was right about the 'food first.' Still, she could not help wondering if Patrick had explained their lost time to his father. Was that why he had been so thoughtful?

She had wanted to tell Bobby when she questioned him about his relationship with Hills. However, something had kept her from doing that. Somehow, she had known he would not fully understand.

On the other hand, perhaps Robert Burns knew exactly what a couple needed when they did not want to be disturbed or distracted, she surmised. Perhaps, he knew from personal experience.

Patrick set a small plate filled with delightful and various samples of food before her. Then he joined her at the island bar with his plate and drinks for each of them.

"Our first meal together as husband and wife," he commented. "Making great memories from the start is very important. The sliders are mini-black-and-blue burgers from the pub. I don't know how he knew to select our favorite foods."

"Let's just agree that we are blessed," Becky said. "It has been a beautiful day and we will have a beautiful life together."

"I can certainly agree to that," Patrick smiled at his new bride.
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"We are truly married," Becky commented. "For a time there, I wasn't sure it would happen but I am so happy that we had such a lovely garden wedding with our friends and family. It was exactly the way I had always dreamed it would be."

"The wooden pews were a nice touch," he said as he smiled at her.

"Really? You liked it?" Becky asked.

He nodded and smiled again.

"Not to speak ill of the infirmed, but your mother didn't think it was appropriate," she softly admitted. "She said it would cheapen the wedding and it would be better with covered chairs. I would have been a little disappointed without the pews. For me, that gave our wedding the feeling of being performed at an outside church service."

"Without the help of your loving family and friends, it would not have happened," he acknowledged.

"Are you worried?" Becky suddenly asked.

Patrick looked surprised and repeated, "Worried?"

"Are you concerned about what we might discover this time now that we are determined to find out all that we can about our lost time?"

"Are you kidding?" he teased. "Whatever it is, we are in this together. So no; I am not worried."

They ate the rest of the meal in silence as each of them considered the support of the community and what lay ahead for them. Afterward, they set the kitchen right again before returning to the bedroom.

"Oh Patrick, I have missed you so much," Becky sighed as he encircled her in his arms.

"I have missed you more than words can express, but we have to remember that this time, no matter how long it takes, we stay focused and find answers," he reminded. "Agreed?"

"Yes," Becky agreed with a sharp intake of breath as the powerful surge overwhelmed her.

One kiss was all it took.

The magnetic energy swirled around them drawing them closer to each other and higher than they had ever been before. Their longing was so intense. Their passion was profound as they melted into each other.

––––––––
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After their marriage was consummated, they lay in each other's arms for some time while they reveled in their mutual love. A while later, they became more aware and began to look around at their surroundings hoping to discover some bit of information that would help them in the future.

––––––––
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Meanwhile, after most of the wedding party and guests had dispersed, Barbara found herself alone in the backyard with little Suzie.

Suzie sat on the last wooden pew holding the petal basket she had used during the ceremony, but something about it was different. Something in the basket wiggled and rolled around. The young girl softly petted at the linen napkin that she had used to cover something inside the basket. Then, she joyfully giggled and lifted the napkin.

"Oh, I see that you have met our little princess, Prissy," Barbara acknowledged. "She is adorable but she normally does not come outside. There are too
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