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FRED WOKE UP ABRUPTLY. The sun was shining through an open window. He looked at the alarm clock, it was 8:35. 

‘Oh My Goodness,’ shouted Fred, ‘I am late.’

He jumped out of the bed. He was still a bit sleepy and his mind was not totally clear yet. He was wondering why he forgot to set the alarm before going to bed last night. He knew that for first time in his career; he'd be late from his work. 

After taking a shower and a quick shave, he dressed. In order to save time, he decided to skip his breakfast altogether. He opened the fridge to take out his lunch pack; the lunch pack was not there. 

Fred glanced at the calendar which was hanging on his bedroom wall to confirm that it was not a holiday.

‘It is very strange,’ thought Fred. ‘Every evening except on Fridays and Saturdays, I prepare my lunch pack before going to bed and put it in the fridge, why is it missing?’

Fred rushed out of his apartment to go to work. Once Fred hit the cool morning air his senses came to life, he became wide awake. He remembered the reason for not setting his alarm, and why his lunch-pack was nowhere to be found. He came back slowly to his room and sat by the bedside holding his head in both hands.

*
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FRED HAD REMEMBERED that he was pensioned off yesterday. This was his first day as a pensioner. It was the reason why he had neither set the alarm nor prepared his lunch pack last night.

He remembered how he had longed to remain in bed for just a while more each time the alarm sounded.

‘Let me get my retirement,’ He remembered himself saying. ‘I will be the master of myself. I will take it easy. I will rest as long as I desire and get up when I fancy.’

He looked towards his bed. The same bed which had always been so comforting and inviting, it now looked like an open grave...ready for his burial.

Fred became restless. He wanted to do something. He got up and looked out through the window. He saw people going to work. Strangely, they looked extremely happy. He envied them. He too wanted to go out, do something constructive ...be like them.

He felt exploited.

‘This society has used me as long as I have had full vigour,’ thought Fred. ‘But now, when I am not as energetic as I once was, they have laid me off. They expect me to wait in isolation, to rot and die.’

He felt like an orange thrown in a trash bin after all the juice had been extracted.

He stood in front of the mirror. There was an old man staring back at him. He had a problem recognizing himself. He knew very well that the image in the mirror was his own, but it looked like a stranger. He tried to find an explanation for this riddle. 

‘Why could I not accept that the old man in the mirror is I myself?’ thought Fred. ‘Possibly because, my soul is ageless, it uses my body as a person wears clothes, clothes get old and tattered, as has my body, it has become old and wasted with time. When I look in the mirror; my soul wants to see its own youthful image there but sees an old and wizened body instead.’

He realised that whenever he was alone, he felt young and ageless. It was only when others reminded him of his age, that he could now comprehend  he had become elderly.

==========================================

‘What is Fred blabbering about?’ You must be wondering?  ‘How could my soul and my body be of different ages?’

But believe me, there is something in what Fred is thinking. 

To understand it, try a very simple experiment:

When did you attend your primary school? Maybe 20-30 years ago? 

Well, return to your primary school during break time, when children are playing in the playground. Stand silently in the playground and hear the children screaming and laughing around you. After a minute or two you will get a strange feeling, you will start to look around in search for your classmates. Suddenly you will see your best friend and classmate Sarah (or Amy or Lilly whoever she was.), her blond hair flowing behind her, blue eyes shining like stars shrieking and laughing, running towards you. You will be filled with great joy. Your heart will start beating so hard that you will be afraid it will jump out of your chest. But alas, she will not stop to hug you, she will just continue running past you, without noticing you and vanish into the crowd.

You will come to your senses and start laughing at your stupidity.

‘How on earth did I think that she was my classmate Sarah?’ you will think. ‘Sarah is as old as I am. How could she turn into that little girl?’

‘But I swear, she was Sarah!’ your mind will assert.

Sarah had turned into a little girl because, in that moment in time, you yourself had become a little boy. During that split second, your mind (your soul) was 7-8 years old while you (your body) were 30-40-50-60 years old. The soul and body were out of synch; your body was much, much older than your soul. 

Your soul could be of any age because it has no age; it is beyond the reach of time. 

Confusing? 
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FRED WAS BORN BEFORE World War II in a poor family in a small town in the North West of England. He was the 2nd son in a family of six brothers and sisters. His father worked in a weaving factory as an unskilled worker. He toiled from dawn to dusk, six days a week. His wages were not sufficient to provide the family with their needs. Fred’s mother took odd jobs but it helped very little. Their house was insufficiently heated and there was not enough food on the table. Fred remembers being cold and hungry most of his childhood. But this was normal in those days; most of the families in his neighbourhood suffered the same fate.

Fred was an extremely quiet child. Due to the malnutrition throughout his childhood, he had a very weak constitution. Though he liked sports, he wanted to be the best player in the school, but his frail physique did not allow him to become the topmost competitor; he gave up and stopped taking part in any game.

He did not have many friends. His teachers tried to bring him out of his shell by putting him in different activity groups, but nothing helped. He enjoyed sitting mostly alone, away from other children, living in his dream world. He became a day dreamer. Fred liked this very much. While daydreaming, he could do anything he liked. Whenever he wished, he could dream to be the best student in his class or the top football player in his school. 

Fred had one friend, his elder brother John. John and  he liked to, go out fishing, climb up the hills, take long tours in the forest and laugh a lot. His brother knew a great deal about, forests, hills, snow and extreme weather conditions. He gave Fred many books on landscape and the flora and fauna of the region to read. He taught Fred how to ski and told him how to foresee and avoid dangers like snowstorms and avalanches and where and how to take shelter on the hills if he was forced to stay out during the night. Fred learned a whole lot from him. 
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ONCE, WHEN FRED WAS sitting by himself in the forest, a strange thought came to mind. 

He felt that he was totally alone in the Universe. There was absolutely nothing there .... Even the Universe itself did not exist; it was merely in his mind's eye. Everything he saw was an illusion, only the creation of his imagination. 

He looked around. It was a fine summer afternoon. The sun was shining in a clear blue sky and many birds were singing perched on the trees all around him. 

‘Oh, all these things are so real,’ thought Fred.  ‘The sky is blue, trees are tall and green, I can hear birds singing. What else do I need to establish that these are all real?’

Then he comprehended that may be the trees, earth, sky, clouds, birds and animals were there because he wished them to be ......They appeared just as he wanted them to look.

He became confused and kicked at a big stone, which was lying close by .... He felt severe pain....

‘This stone could not be the creation of my imagination,’ he thought.  ‘It is hard and heavy and it hurts.’ 

‘But, maybe I want it to be hard like that and feeling the resulting pain was just as I imagined it to be.’

He thought about his mother, brothers and sisters.

‘Do they exist because I want them to exist.... The love of my mother, sisters and brothers, is this just an illusion?’

‘Is everything in this universe, only in my imagination? Do they feel real to me because my conviction is so strong?’

‘How can I be the Creator, when I am the Creation?’

He realised that he had no way to establish the reality. There was nobody there in the forest with whom he could discuss this. Even if he waited and someone turned up, how would he know that he/she was not purely created by his own mind to give him the answers, he himself would like to hear?

He felt extremely alone and so sad that he started to weep bitterly.

‘FRED!’ shouted someone loudly.

Fred did not react.... He thought that his imagination was playing tricks on him again...even when he saw that it was his elder brother who was calling him, he did not stir.

Fred’s brother approached him and shook him violently.

‘Wake up! You are daydreaming here and everyone is searching for you.’

Fred got up and followed his brother silently. He was still pondering whether his brother was real or just a figment of his imagination.

*
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WHEN THE WORLD WAR II broke out, his brother left to join the army. Fred became more miserable and lonelier, but after some time he took refuge in nature. He began spending most of his free time in the forest or up on the hills. He enjoyed being alone and spent most of his days dreaming.

Fred became so well-informed about all things wild in nature that people began to regard him as an expert. Whenever they needed it, they would ask for his advice. Although he preferred to be quiet, anyone asking him a question about flora and fauna in the forest, he would talk for hours on that subject. 

On a cold winter night, Fred was awakened by a noise outside his house. He hurriedly dressed and went out with his family members to see what the commotion was about. 

It was mid-February and it had been snowing heavily for the last 3-4 days. The houses, roads, streets and the surrounding hills were covered with more than a metre high of snow.  Fred noticed that the snow had stopped falling. The sky was now clear and the stars were shining brightly. Although it was almost midnight, due to the reflection from the snow, visibility was quite good. Children had been playing the whole day in the snow; he could see the tracks of skies and children’s sledges in his street. He noticed that patches of snow on the street had turned to ice. The wind was blowing and the air was biting like a sharp knife. He saw a group of his neighbours standing and talking loudly at the street corner. He went to see why they were gathered there in the middle of the night. After listening for a little while, he understood their reason for being concerned.

Three young boys, who were 12-15 years old, had gone skiing on the northern hills. They had not returned home. All the parents, who were gathered there were terrified as these hills were awfully steep and treacherous. Only very experienced skiers like Fred’s brother John, used to ski there. No one in the neighbourhood had been on those hills during the day, for them, going there during the night was suicide.  Those boys were not properly trained and equipped for a night in the open with the below freezing temperatures. Something had to be done to save the boys; otherwise they would certainly freeze to death. Fred listened to their discussions and plans to save the boys for some time. He recognised that their knowledge of the snow, ice, hills and the dangers that lurk there; was very modest. 

No one present had known it but Fred had been skiing quite frequently on those hills with his brother. He was as familiar with every bend and every fall of those hills as he was with the back of his hand. As his brother and he had been forced many times to stay overnight on those hills, he was acquainted with many a place where one could take shelter and survive during the snow storms. He was sure to find where those boys might have taken refuge.

‘I have been skiing on the northern hills,’ shouted Fred. ‘I know these hills very well; I can help you find the boys.’

No one believed what they were hearing. 

‘He may have all the word’s knowledge about hills,’ said Mr Hasting, Fred’s neighbour. ‘but he is still a child. How can we be assured that he can help us find the missing boys on those dangerous hills in the middle of the night?’

They knew that Fred had quite good knowledge about the forest and mountains, but to follow a young boy into the dangerous hills in the middle of the night...Nobody dared to do it. They ignored his offer and continued with their discussions. 

‘What is wrong in following this little boy,’ shouted Else, mother of one the boys lost on the hills. ‘Everybody knows that he has good knowledge and skills of the area. When his brother John, who has the best know-how, is not here, he is our only chance, why not let him try?’

There was a silence, they started discussing again. 

‘O.K Fred,’ said Mr Hasting.’ go ahead, we will follow you.’

A search party was hastily formed and Fred was asked to lead it.  Fred asked them to take some portable hand-held torches, blankets, two stretchers, some food and other necessary equipment for the search and rescue of the missing boys.  

‘What will we do with the stretchers,’ shouted Mr Hasting. ‘We are going to rescue the boys. We are not going to the battle ground.’

‘We should be prepared for everything,’ replied Fred. ‘They or any one of us may need them.’

The rescue party started to climb the northern hills. It was blowing hard and the track was extremely slippery due to the ice and snow. Fred knew of a narrow ridge, which was quite sheltered from the cold wind and easier to climb but this too was icy. Fred warned everyone to be careful and not to slide down the hill. They had not gone far when they were startled by a noise.

‘Help!’ shouted a voice loudly. ‘Can someone please help me?’

They looked back, they could see no one.

‘Who is there?’ shouted someone in the search party. ‘And where are you?’

‘I am Hasting,’ the person replied. ‘I have slipped and fallen into a deep ravine. I am badly injured. I can’t move. Please help.’

Fred remembered that there were many gorges in the area where they were standing and that those gaps were very dangerous and deep.

‘Don’t move,’ Fred shouted back. ‘I am coming down to rescue you. Keep speaking so that we know where you are.’

They located the ravine and in the torch light they saw Mr Hasting lying deep down inside the gap.

Fred asked for a long rope and tied one end of it around his belly. He asked them to hold the rope and help him to slip slowly down the ravine. When Fred reached down, he saw Mr Hasting. His legs were injured badly and he was in great pain, but he was still conscious. Fred hurriedly untied himself. He tied 

Mr Hastings first then himself with the rope and shouted to the rescue party above to pull them up. It was a difficult and toilsome task, but they somehow reached the top.  There was a doctor in the rescue party. He inspected Mr Hastings and informed that his legs were broken. He bandaged those legs and asked others to carry him down as soon as possible. Mr Hasting was carefully placed on a stretcher.

‘Thank goodness!’ said Mr Hastings. ‘That we did bring the stretchers, otherwise how else would I manage to reach the hospital?’

Two of the rescue party slowly and with great care,  picked their way down the mountain.

They started to look into the places where Fred thought the boys might be sheltering. 

First place they searched was a small cave. They illuminated it with their handheld torches, but they failed to  see anyone there. They were about to leave when they heard a faint cry. Someone was sobbing inside. They went in hurriedly and found the twelve-year-old boy hidden behind a rock. He was hungry, shivering with the cold and crying because he was terrified. They wrapped him up in a blanket and gave him something warm to drink.  The boy recovered slightly after some time and was able to talk. They asked him about other boys. He told them that he had separated from other boys since he was unable to keep up with them. He did not know where they had gone.  He was hiding in that cave because he had heard wolves howling somewhere nearby.

Everyone was terrified to hear about the wolves. They were afraid that the other two boys might have been killed by the wolves. But Fred, who had seen a pair of wolves in that area, informed them that two wolves were not that much of a danger for two teenagers. Moreover, there was enough food available in the hills for the wolves; they wouldn’t attack humans unless they are starving.

They walked for a little while then Fred paused to look into a second cave.  Two animals leapt out of it. They were the wolves they were worried about. The cave was empty and there was no person, dead or alive there.

They were lucky because in the third sheltering place that Fred pointed out to search, they found the other two boys in there. They were shivering with cold and were hungry too, but thankfully unhurt. Fred and the others gave them hot drinks and wrapped them with blankets and eventually carried them down to safety.

A big crowd had gathered in their neighbourhood. They were anxiously waiting for the search party to return. When they saw that Fred and the others in the search party were returning with all three boys in fairly good shape, their joy knew no bounds. They began clapping and shouting with delight. Everyone was full of praise for Fred, who managed to behave as if nothing special had happened. As soon as he got a chance, he slipped away quietly.

*
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THE WORLD WAR II ENDED at last in 1945 after killing 75 million people, including about 20 million soldiers and 40 million civilians. Many civilians died because of disease, starvation, massacres, bombing and deliberate genocide.  World War II significantly damaged the British economy and financial system. British living standard had become lower than America. After the War, Britain was slow to recover from the War. War-time rationing continued into the early 1950s. 

Many in Fred’s neighbourhood lost their jobs as the factories and shops closed down due to the recession in the British economy, but luckily for Fred, the weaving factory where his father worked, received big orders during the war and became a major weaving factory in the area.

Fred’s father was promoted to the post of foreman and his salary was substantially increased.  With the increase in salary, in spite of rationing, the living conditions in Fred’s family became reasonably comfortable. 

Several years had passed but Fred had not received any news of his brother. He did not know where his brother was posted during the war and even if he was still alive. To Fred’s great delight, his father received a letter from Fred’s brother, informing them that he was in Norway and would be coming back soon. Fred’s joy knew no bound. He eagerly looked forward to see his brother and to hear of his brother’s exploits during the war.

After satisfactorily completing his elementary schooling, Fred, encouraged by his father, decided to study further and become a geologist. He joined a local college and studied the sciences.

*
[image: ]


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





