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CHAPTER I
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Beginnings






The idea of a trip to Yosemite came one morning when Tod reported that he had a weird dream.

“Dreams are not so weird once you figure them out,” Zoe encouraged. “What happened?” 

“I was trapped in a tight space and struggling to get out. I could hardly breathe.”

“Tod, are you feeling that you’re in a tight spot now? Any associations?”

“No. I can’t think of any situation as desperate as that. It feels like it’s coming from a deep place, though. I don’t know if that makes any sense.”

“Well, there is a possibility. I have an idea what it might mean.”

“Go on.” 

“It sounds like a birthing dream. Didn’t you have a complication at birth?”

“Yes. My umbilical cord got wrapped around my neck. The doctor told my mother that he had lost a baby that way before.”

“Well, I’m glad you survived. But I wonder why it’s coming up now.” 

“I have no idea.” 

“Maybe you’re struggling to birth something new. You’ve retired recently.”

“But nothing is stressing me out that much. I’ve had some dissatisfaction of late, becoming tired of things I usually do. But this dream was rather extreme for that.”

“Maybe you have to explore things more,” said Zoe. “You know our time-honored method....”

“Yes, we’re due for a trip. I wouldn’t mind going to a place where I would feel younger. How about Florida? Ponce de Leon went searching for the fountain of youth there.”

“I don’t think you’ll find a magical drink anywhere. Youth is something that comes from within you. But maybe a beautiful spot will help bring it out. How about Yosemite? It’s a National Park we haven’t visited.”

“That’s a lot of hiking. Florida is warmer with beaches for strolling and the ocean or gulf for swimming.”

“Tod, glacier-carved mountains with waterfalls are calling me, where there’re animals and pure wilderness. It’s closer to the Source. I have a feeling that’s where we should go.”

“We’re going to the Source now, not with the Force?”

“Maybe both. Something close to the beginning and the ending of things.”

Tod refrained from saying, ‘You’re getting mystical on me.’ “Fine, just so long as it’s more about beginnings than endings.” 

“I think they’re both wrapped together,” replied Zoe. “For something to begin, something else must end.”

“Makes sense ... I’ll go with that so long as the ending is not about dying.”

“I’m not planning for us to die, Tod. But if the principal holds true, the bigger the dying, the greater the birthing.”

“Are you talking about  a near-death experience then?”

“I’m actually thinking more about the birthing side of things. I’ve been looking for something new.”   

“I’ve had some near-birth experiences in my day,” Tod quipped.

“Maybe, you are ready to have one,” Zoe suggested. “All you need are water, stones and trees––the three ingredients for an energy spot. And there’s plenty of that at Yosemite.”
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CHAPTER II
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Younger Still






“It’s great to be here,” said Zoe. “Rustic cabins and mountains all around us. It’s June, so it shouldn’t get too cold at night.”

Tod had his doubts. “I noticed heavy blankets in the corner. And did you read the sign? It says the heat has been shut down for the summer, meaning that people still try to turn it on.”

“We should be able to handle the cold inside a cabin.” 

“You have to admit, it’s a quaint way to celebrate our anniversary.”

“We need to work on our getting younger theme. Remember my favorite quote from Meister Eckhart: I’m younger than I was yesterday, and tomorrow I’ll be younger still.”

Tod gave Zoe a hug. “I hope it will be getting warmer too.”

“Easy, Tod. There’s not much privacy here. The cabins are close to one another.” 

“I’m just talking about keeping warm. Hey Zoe, we’re on our second honeymoon!”

“Yes, it’s been a long time since....”

“Since what?” 

“The airplane ride. Do you remember when you first asked me?”

“Of course. Why?”

“It’s coming back to me now for some reason. My entire world had turned gray. We had just survived going down the deep cave in Guatemala. I even thought it would have been better if I hadn’t made it out of the un-time world.”

“Really?” 

“But you asked, and my world lit up. But I’ve been meaning to ask you: Why did you wait until the plane ride? We had a full day in the country before our flight. I suppose it’s because you didn’t remember what had happened in un-time.”

“Well, I....”

“So you didn’t know you would ask till we were on the plane?”

“Yes, it came to me then.”

“What changed? What caused you to remember?”  

Tod knew that he could only tell the truth. “I saw your reflection in the airplane window.”

“What––you saw me crying? You pitied me and asked to be with me because of that?” Zoe tried to hide her sudden irritation. 

“It wasn’t just that. Your face made me remember what had happened in the vortex, and the feeling that was there, and that it was true.” 

“I suppose I believe you,” said Zoe, with tears in her eyes.

“Come on, Zoe ... after all these years. It was just that so much happened, and we barely escaped with our lives. I think I knew deep inside, but I wasn’t in touch with it. I don’t know why.... But your face showed what was inside of me, and I remembered.” 

“I don’t know why I’m getting worked up after all these years ... I can’t believe that it’s summer here. Let’s bundle up.”    






“Some honeymoon night,” Tod said in the morning. “It got really cold, and the blankets were itchy. Our next-door biker friends kept me up half the night.”

“Things are just beginning,” said Zoe. “The cabin saved us money. But we’ll be going to a regular hotel after one more night.” 

“Another night here? OK, so where to for today?”

“We’re in the heart of the canyon, and there are waterfalls by the roadside. Bring your camera.”

“It’s already packed,” said Tod. 

They drove through the canyon, punctuated with falls and sheer cliffs. “It’s hard to believe that thousands of years ago glaciers carved out this space,” Tod remarked.

“The native word for Yosemite means ‘Yawning Mouth,’” Zoe informed.

“Is it because they got sleepy here, or because they feared that something might eat them?”

Zoe smiled faintly at Tod’s attempt at a pun. “By the way, fatal accidents happen here every year. On the website, they list all the deaths. People aren’t used to wilderness, and they take risks they shouldn’t.”

“Like what?” 

“In one, a husband kept telling his wife to back up for a picture, and she fell off a cliff.”

“Are you serious?” 

“You can read about it on the internet.”

“I’ll be careful,” Tod assured. “But I admit, taking photos has led me to take chances.” 

Zoe pointed toward a waterfall. “Let’s try that one. It looks dramatic.” 

Halfway to the falls, Tod veered off the regular path. Fallen trees lay scattered about as they crossed an open field with a creek to their left.

Zoe walked ahead. “It has such a wild, untouched feeling.”

“It’s wilderness. Look, there’s a bluebird.”

Zoe stared at the bird for several moments, keeping Tod waiting.

“What is it?” asked Tod.

Zoe broke out of her reverie. “It’s just that the bird was so beautiful, and we are so close.”

At the falls a number of people from Latin countries were present. Many were dipping into the cool pools that lay at the base of the falls.

“It’s so dramatic. The waterfall  must be over two hundred feet long,” said Zoe.

The couple walked among tossed blocks of rocks before the falls. As they neared, the way became more difficult. 

At the pool before the falls, the refreshing scene brought smiles to their faces. Several young people were daring the falls in an upper archway and below.

Zoe suddenly said, “I feel bad that Dianna couldn’t come with us.”

“With a six-month-old baby? Maybe one day, we’ll take our grandchild on a trip like this. That is, if we live long enough. It makes me wonder about when our turn will come, and things will be over....” 

“It’s never over,” Zoe responded. “Consciousness goes on.”

“How do you know?”

“The beauty here, for one. And Tod, remember how we felt the other world in Guatemala?”

“That was a long time ago. How can one know for sure?”

“We won’t know for sure until we cross that boundary. But promise me one thing. When the time comes, we’ll help each other along the way.”

“Yes, whoever goes first will help the other.”

Their attention was diverted back to the people standing under white sheets of falling water.

“They’re so happy,” Zoe observed. 

“It makes me think of the falls in France and your vision there.” Tod turned to Zoe, who was totally absorbed. “Earth to Zoe. What’s going on?”

“It’s like things are becoming signs. They were ordinary people under the falls, then they were transformed. It reminds me of the book title, The Incredible Lightness of Being.”

“I don’t think I understand.”

Zoe’s answer was enigmatic. “The envelope is becoming thinner.”

“What do you mean?”  

“The boundary; it feels like it’s coming closer.” 

Tod saw a mix of awe and pain streak across Zoe’s face. “No need to say any more.” 

Zoe recovered her composure. “What about you? Any near-birthing experiences?”

“Just that this whole place is feeling new to me. But I think you’re going to birth before me.”
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CHAPTER III
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The Universe Smiling 






“That’s just one of Yosemite’s many waterfalls,” Zoe waxed. “Vernal Falls is the most famous, and after that, Nevada Falls. I overheard a tourist say there’s been enough spring rain to keep the falls going strong this summer. We’ll be going along the classic Mist Trail.”

Tod had already readied his equipment. “I’m good for a hike this morning. I’ve got plenty of memory left on my camera.”

“You took a lot of photos at the falls the other day,” Zoe remembered.

“I felt like I couldn’t quite capture it. I kept trying to take the perfect picture.”

“Maybe, you should just take in the experience first. Wait till you have a feeling, a sense of things happening before you bring out your camera.” 

“I think I get too excited. My eye spots something of interest, and my reflex is to start shooting. I don’t want to miss anything. Something I might not ever see again.” 

“So your feelings come later?” asked Zoe.

“I guess ... It’s probably not the same though.”






On a winding uphill path through forests with a stream to one side, they passed small groups of people. Tod noted the sun was filtered by clouds, making its circle outlines visible. It would have made a good shot, but it lasted only moments before the sun came fully out. 

“The sky is too bright,” Tod complained. “It’s the perennial problem of too much contrast between sky and land. I’ve been using a RAW format, which captures a wide range of settings. Even then, the contrast may be too great. Often, I need to rely on luck. The universe usually blesses me with a scene.”

“Oh, your theory that the universe smiles when you photograph.” 

“I don’t have time to stay a day in one place and get the perfect shot. So the moment has to pretty much arrive when I’m there. I’ve had good serendipity.” 

“You’ve not done too badly. What do you think is your best shot?”

“The one of sleeping children in a communal kitchen in Guatemala. The purple and yellow flowered quilt was lit up by a golden morning light. And it was taken with an Olympus consumer-level camera.” 

“Yes, the universe smiled then. And you have a better camera now.”

“It’s full frame, but I’m still counting on the universe smiling.”

“Yes, and hopefully we’ll be smiling, too. Look ahead, you can see the mist.”   

When the couple reached a few tall rocks that looked out toward the falls in the distance,  Zoe noticed a look in Tod’s eye. “You’re not thinking of climbing up there to take a photo? I would hate to explain to the Park Ranger how a senior forgot his age and broke his leg, or worse. There should be a view from a lookout further up.”

“I’m fine. You know, it’s not my style to take the standard shot. I like to get into the thick of things.” 

“If we’re lucky, we’ll see a rainbow from the top of the falls. It usually appears around midday, someone told me.” 

Further up, Tod couldn’t resist as they came closer to Vernal Falls. He went off path, descended the ravine and got close enough to feel the fall’s spray. “I’ll be back,” he signaled Zoe. 

Tod positioned himself before a clump of large-leafed plants to put in the foreground with the falls beyond. His shoes muddied,  and water misted his lens and camera. He couldn’t quite get the shot he wanted. The plants in the foreground were too ordinary, like weeds, and the water in the falls whited out against the sky.

When Tod made it back to the path, Zoe was nowhere in sight. He hurried up toward the standard viewing area. Below him, a steep decline was studded with small evergreen trees. A sheer massive black-gray wall framed the thunderous falls, which fell upon stone blocks that looked like broken altars.

Zoe wasn’t there. Tod took a few pictures and was about to leave when a rainbow appeared. A wordless excitement went through Tod, and he wished  Zoe was there. 

He remembered to set the camera’s aperture high, so the water would appear as a continuous stream. Then he took a couple of steps down the steep incline, which provided a dramatic angle. After several shots, the rainbow faded.

Tod put up his camera, but he lingered. He stepped closer to the falls and slipped, his front foot skidding. He caught himself by grabbing a sapling. Steadying himself, he looked down again at the falls. A double rainbow had appeared. He knew it was one of those golden moments, what people waited a long time for and would not last long.






When Tod finally caught up to Zoe, she was perturbed. “What took you so long? Remember, we’re here on our second honeymoon, not a photographic shoot.”

“Zoe, I saw a double rainbow!”

She answered with silence, but later on their walk, she asked about it. “Did the rainbow awaken any feelings? Did it give you a message?”

“Uh, excitement mainly. Amazement too. Did you see it?” 

“Not the double one. Earlier, I was entranced by the patterns of light flashing as water dashed against the rocks. It reminded me of the Sphere and the Rock Man from the other world, like they were here somehow.” 

Tod was surprised. “Really? You saw them?”

“Not quite. But I felt like I was joined with the rock and water”

“It seems the universe smiled upon you in its own way,” Tod discerned. “Maybe, you were more lucky than me.”

Zoe was looking away, as if absorbed in her world, and Tod wasn’t sure if she heard him. She wore a faint smile on her face, and her eyes held a fey look.

“Birthing,” she said. “It’s coming nearer.”
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