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Furthermore my son, be warned; there is no end to the making of many books, and much study is wearying to the body.

Ahua- a word that has many meanings from many peoples. 

Some say it means, small hill; that you’ll climb as you read these stories. 

Some say it means, heap of stones; which you’ll feel piling on. 

Some say it means, to apprehend in the mind or to look like; you will do that. 

Yet even others say it means, control over water; if I’ve done my job right, good luck with that. 

The last meaning for AHUA is, acting as a resident of a town, I hope you feel welcomed in the towns I created. 

So to you my readers Ahua take it any way you want. 

With my love 

Phil.
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When I was a child; on the weekends in the morning hours, I would hear the joy and laughter as my younger sister was in my parent’s bed. When I stood in the doorway the joy and laughter would end and the announcement would be made. “Well it’s time to get up and get to work.” Then the chores would begin, fun time was over. I grew to resent my sister for that time she got with them. They accepted her for being her, finding joy in it. They accepted me for the task I could complete and if they weren’t done to the standards, I felt the disappointment flood over me.

If I showed my frustration by acting out or by being violent there was the threat of the belt and if I didn’t cower enough that threat became a reality. From both my mother and my father. Though mom preferred the wooden spoon or whatever was at hand at the time.

Behave and not be beaten, you’ll be able to share in the same space. Not the same joy though. That was for the ones we love, not just tolerated. If I was able to string together enough “Good Days” in a row I would be rewarded with the treat.  A kindness of some kind, a small toy, a snack, or time with a parent one on one. But if there was any infractions either at home or in public; I had to earn my way back into their good graces. 

That desire to be in their good graces even went so far as to take the blame for my sister’s actions. Out of fear for her not being able to stand the punishment that would be given.  Because she wasn’t strong enough to withstand it like I could. I had learned how to shut it down by closing off the parts of myself and playing the part that would appease and placate the person giving the punishment. I would absorb it all. So then, she could continue to be thought of as the “Good Child”.

As I got older I learnt that my parent’s pride in me was based on my successes, if I failed to maintain those successes; I would feel the flood of disappointment again. I admit the feeling of disappointment hurt deeper than any belt or wooden spoon.

This learned behavior followed me all of my life, crawling into every aspect of my life. In every relationship; whether employment or love affair. It tainted them to the point where if the performance to fit in started to take its toll I would find a way for the situation to eliminate me, by “being let go.”  Losing everything I had gained and starting over from scratch again. Taking with me only the bare minimum needed to survive, so I could start over someplace new.

I had thought that I had left that behavior behind me when I got married for the second time and had started “My Family”.  But once the second kid was born the same patterns began to show. It started with the withdrawing of connectedness from my wife.  Then it became hostile until the point where I was no longer included in any of their lives unless I was of use.

I stayed in that relationship dealing with it while my children became adults. Then one day I decided to cut myself off from being used and began to put myself first. That’s when it became perfectly clear that I was only needed for what I could provide. That was the only reason that I was tolerated in my “Family.” 

Now I’ve been on my own for 3 years and have turned to God. Whom I’m told loves me for who I am. But after more than 6 decades, I don’t know how to accept that love which is unconditionally given. I am blocked by the feelings that I’m not worthy or that it is based on how I perform. Because I can’t and won’t believe that God would love me for who I am. Or that he will help me put it all aside and accept me as I am.

I ask you how can you believe in something you have never known. Or believe in the fantasy of what you hoped was real, when it has always been a dream. A dream you escaped into to help you ‘hold on’ when you were going through the hard times in your life.

My tears start to flow as I write that last part. I know in my heart that God has watched over me all of my life. But now I’m at the point in my life where I’m so very tired, tired to the point of exhaustion. A point where I’m doubting and even though I know it’s wrong, I want to demand that God proves it to me. Take this pain from me, bring someone into my life that will love me for who I am, NOT what I can do. Do this and give me the proof I need to believe it’s all real and not just some delusion that I’m forcing myself to believe in.

“Thou shall not test your Lord God!” But I’m getting so weak, I don’t know how much longer I can last. Without some kind of sign that you are really there and that you love me as they say you do. Please God have mercy on me, give me your strength to hold on. I gladly give up this burden I carry to you. Just save me now. I feel like I’m drowning.

This letter is written as my prayer, my notice of surrendering to GOD. I don’t know how to bring this from the paper into real life. I’m tired of crying out in the wilderness. If you receive this prayer and it is your will, let it be done in your time. I’ll try to hold on until you manifest this for my life. With all the faith and love I have for you I pray this prayer and turn it over to you to do with it as you may. Your Will Be Done. 

Love Philip

The End
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The world passes by his window as he sits alone in the little space he calls home. Home is a misnomer, it’s just a place saver to spend his time in, protected from the world of life outside. At times it seems more like a cage than a fortress, a hiding place more than an observation post. The world intrudes occasionally with the distorted view granted by the windows. He sits secure in his assessment of the world from his protected vantage point. Confident that the world carries on with the depth of an oil slick on a puddle of water. He sees their world as so small and shallow as he sits in the arrogance of his world view. Not realizing his view is distorted by what he is shown.

Why you may ask, “doesn’t he venture outside and explore what is truly out there?”

NO! Because he’s waiting for his sense of purpose to fill him with a power of wonder and determination. He’s hoping to find a friendly world outside, but all he hears are the sounds of anger, despair, and violence. And whether he wants to admit it to himself or not he’s afraid. Not of becoming a victim of all he knew, but of not finding the goodness he seeks. For what could be worse than having that hope dashed to pieces upon the rocks of reality. Before he came here he has faced disappointment and rejection innumerable times. Although he has faced it and survived; every time he has become shell shocked in a way. Since never having found acceptance before he doesn’t know how to accept it now.

He watches and wonders how the people out there carry on every day. He used to do that for decades to fight each day and pretend. But he’s grown so tired and doesn’t think he has enough strength to do it anymore. So it’s better to sit here and watch it flow pass his window, that river of life.

On a cloud covered day he tries to build up the reserve to venture out and engage with those that he’s been observing. To see if maybe they can show him how to re-engage with the world he’s left behind. The doubts and fears tickle his mind. Will today be the day he’ll risk it all to try again or will he let it pass away like it has in the past. Can he find the hidden strength inside himself to put it on the line one more time and face possible rejection. Is there truly a chance of friendship awaiting and is it worth it to venture the meeting? His solitude has become a comfortable weight but in his mind he knows it has become his cage. Does he have the courage to force open the cage door and step outside again? Is that where he will find his purpose that he seeks? He begins to prepare himself. For today is the day when it has to happen, something tells him so, though he doesn’t know where that feeling is coming from.

The End
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This story is about a strange adventure that happen about a month ago. Let me give you a little background first. I live alone in a small house with a backyard. Most people say that when they enter my home a sense of peace settles over them. I like to hear that about my home; I try very hard to keep that feeling alive and well, in my space.

I have a niece that means the world to me. She’s my sister’s kid; I allow her to come over whenever she needs to for whatever reason. Life hasn’t always been easy for her, so I want to give her a place to decompress when she needs it.

She is not very popular in school yet; because my sister has just moved to my city for work. Taking a teenage girl from her old life and dropping her into a new one; well you know the problems that can create. 

So when she told me about this little adventure that she wanted to have with a new friend of hers and the friend’s mom I was all for it. I volunteered to fill in for her mom who was busy with work. I was looking forward to it probably more than I should have been. This is how things worked out that led to what I’m about to tell you of that day.

We had made arrangements for a day trip into the city. I was taking my niece, her new best friend and her mom into the city for a girl’s day of urban exploration. Both of the teenage girls are interested in graphic designs and street art. My niece is even thinking of making a career out of it.

Our city is beginning to get a reputation for its murals and graphic tags, on social media sites. As well as in the underground art communities in the area. I had looked up some of the more popular art works that were getting a buzz and had planned the route to see the most in the shortest amount of time.

Carol; her best friend’s mother, is bubbly and overly friendly one moment, and the next I can feel the waves of darkness and anger flowing from her. 

Oh did I forget to tell you that I’m a strong empath. Now I know what you are thinking; Oh great it’s a story from the land of, woo woo. You’re entitled to your opinions, I don’t care. I just know that I have a very good sense of discernment. I trust my gut when it comes to getting an accurate read on people. Enough said on that. Back to the story I’m telling you.

We met at my place before leaving for the trip. You know how it is meet up move everything in to one car. Make sure everyone has what they need to bring with them and then hit the road.

The girls were talking animatedly in the back seat about the sort of things that girls talk about. Carol is looking out the side window for now. I glance over at her and see her lips moving but I can’t hear what she’s saying. So, when I asked if she was saying something. She just looks at me for a moment without saying anything and then her face becomes alive and she gives me an overly sweet denial. I then watch a curtain drop over her face as she turns back towards the window.

I try to shake it off, but I’m feeling a bit uneasy at that point. I tune the radio into the Christian Rock station on the radio. Things are fine at first then a song whose lyrics are bible verses comes on. Almost instantly Beth my niece’s best friend touches Joy my niece on the arm and declares stop the car she’s getting car sick. Beth wants to pull over immediately. I do that as safely as possible and Beth throws herself from the backseat as soon as the car rolls to a stop. Her mother get out to comfort her as she gets sick alongside of the road.

Joy and I stay in the car singing along with the song until it ends. Looking at each other and glancing at the two outside slowly a look of recognition dawns on Joy’s face. I gave her a little nod of confirmation.

Beth and Carol climb back into the car. Carol instantly changes the radio to the pop station. As Carol fastens her seatbelt she makes some weak excuse about a greasy breakfast not sitting well. “Right.” But Beth is feeling better now and we should get going.

We enter the city heading downtown to the city center where the best murals are to be found on display within a four block area. We park the car and start on a walking tour of the area. We spend a few hours looking and taking pictures of the art work and some of the graphic design work on display. Joy makes several sketches along the way.

Beth and Carol suggested we head to what is referred to as the bad part of the city. Under the pretense of wanting to see some of the tags and art work in that area which they had heard had a cutting edge to it. Since that part of town was too far to walk to we went back to the car.

As we slowly drove through these parts of town Carol and Beth relaxed and seemed excited while looking at the depictions of violence and degradation depicted in the tag art. Carol made the suggestion that we should go down Wilber Ave. into the worst part of town. I reluctantly agreed to head that way, but I was getting very nervous about the whole way that this trip was beginning to feel.

But as luck would have it the street I turned down to get across town was under construction and we were forced into a detour that put us back on the interstate heading back home. I felt a sense of heaviness leave and a sense of peace fill me the further we got from that part of the city.

We made a stop at the interstate rest area to use the bathrooms and get a bite to eat. While we were eating lunch, we were talking about what we’ve seen. The girls are excited about getting to work on some of their own work based on what they had just saw.

When we made it back to my place I invited Carol and Beth to come alongside the house to the backyard patio. As they got settled on the patio in the strong afternoon sun. Joy and I go inside. Joy runs and gets her art supplies while I get some cold drinks and the wordel game and head back outside. To where Beth and Carol are talking quietly together. They stop talking as I approached.

The girls move off a bit and spread out on the ground to start working on their art projects. Their conversation barely reaches the table due to the light breeze across the yard. I watch Joy smile as she describes what she thinks they should be working on.

I join Carol sitting at the patio table and pour us each a glass of ice cold mint tea. She looks at the Wordel game as she picks it up. “I haven’t played this in years. Do you fancy a game?”

“Sure” I responded as I looked closely at Carol’s face. We set up the game. The first round was benign; it was during the second round that I sensed that the battle had begun.

The sun beat down on, my shoulders as the afternoon shadows gathered around Carol. The words that she formed though harmless have a negative feel to them. My words are light and powerful, countermanding the meanings of her words.

As a slow smile of maliciousness settled on her lips the third round began. By now Carol is sitting in the darkening shadows with only the whites of her eyes clearly visible. As she places her first word down; I feel a wave of evil radiate from her direction.

Before I can start my turn we are interrupted by the girls showing us their art work.

Joys art work is full of light and life in the style of the murals we had seen downtown. She shows it to both of us and sets it down on the table on my side where the sunlight falls upon it.

Beth’s art work shows a dark and troubling sense, based on the tags we saw in the bad part of town. She places it next to her mom’s side of the table. As she removes her hand from the art work a breeze picks it off the table up and carried it out of reach. We watch it flying higher in the air. We all watch as it floats down on the other side of the backyard fence. We move to the fence and looked over it, seeing Beth’s picture lands under the sprinkler and it gets destroyed. The artwork became a puddle of swimming colors. The neighbor’s small dog comes out from where it was resting in the shade under the table attacking the paper and shredding it completely. He barks once when done with his destruction wagging his tail. It proudly walks back to the table snuffles and returns to its shady rest.

Carol looks at me with confusion clearly visible on her face, as to what had just happened. Beth stands there staring over the fence her mouth hanging open at what was left of her art work. 

Carol and I return to the patio table to continue the game as the girls stare over the fence into the neighbor’s yard and at the harsh art critics smug behavior. The girls then follow us to the table standing behind us as the third round unfolds.

Beth stands behind Carol also covered in shadows. The only thing plainly visible is her hand resting on her mother’s shoulder. Joy standing in the light on my side of the table rested her hand comfortably on my shoulder. I take my first move of the third round.

The sunlight is warm on my back as I pull words from scriptures to play. Carol’s words become more malevolent, and the darkness seems to gather around her and her daughter on the opposite side of the table. Beth leans down and whispers in Carol’s ear as her turn approaches.

Joy stands behind me quietly and just watches. Carol grabs her tiles and with deliberate firmness places each one on the board until her word is spelled, SATAN. She sat back into the darkness of the shadows showing a dark smile as she crossed her arms sure of her victory.

Looking at the pieces I had left I couldn’t see it spelling anything that would use all of my pieces that I had left that would allow me to win the round and the game.

I closed my eyes and silently prayed. As I heard the laughter from the other side of the table. I heard Beth say that it looks like her mom was going to win. I finished my prayer and opened my eyes again. Looking at my pieces I smiled and praised God.

As I placed them onto the board; the full power of the sun came out from behind a cloud and flooded the opposite side of the table. After sitting so long in the shadows Beth and Carol both threw up their arms to cover their eyes crying out in pain and surprise.

Carol quickly stood up and left heading for their car. We followed them standing by the gate as we watched them both climbing into the car. Rapidly backing out of the driveway without saying a word.

I gave Joy a hug around her shoulders as we walked back to the patio. I suggested to her that maybe she shouldn’t hang out with Beth anymore. She nodded her head and agreed. We moved to the table to clean up from this afternoon’s entertainment. There as Joy and I looked at the Wordle board was the last word I played. We looked at each other with knowing smiles, as we silently read the word again, SAVIOR.

The End
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Sitting at the wobbly table in the flop house with the computer opened; the blinking neon sign of the bar across the street reflecting on the screen. The burning hot tears cut the traces through his cheeks like they have done uncounted times before during the past two years. His thoughts return to that faithful night when that call came, the call that destroyed his entire life. His guilt pours out of him. He talks to her as if she’s there.

The next three days were hard, as I was emotionally torn apart as I dealt with the details of what had happened. Just when I thought it was all behind me; the real nightmare began. Picking up the pieces of your life. The emptying of your apartment, the closing of your accounts, the notifications to the powers that be. Each layer added to my distress, as I saw how all the pieces fit together that led to your destruction.

At first I was able to keep up the façade of my normal life. The performance of the requirements of the job that had made it all possible. Returning home each night to grieve with the one that loved me. Even though she was hurting as much as I was; there wasn’t enough left in the tank to give her the support that she needed.

The first of the cracks appeared when my boss told me that my work had suffered. The boss understood what I had gone through he said, but a month was enough time to get over it. I needed to get my head back in the game or else. The or else came two weeks later in the form of a pink slip. If I wasn’t so deep in grief I might have known that at my age in this work environment that was equal to a death sentence. 

The love of my life told me she couldn’t put up with it anymore. The leaving for work before she got up in the morning, then coming home to eat in silence. Hiding in my office until the early hours of the morning then coming to bed after she had fallen to sleep. She said it was like living with a ghost and she couldn’t take it anymore. The divorce was quick because I couldn’t focus on what was happening. She took everything. She had my bags packed waiting by the door one day. I put them in the car numbly and drove off.

The pieces of your life screamed for justice from the boxes in the corner. I knew what you had done but not why you were forced to make that decision. For the next two months I pieced together your life, following each thread. Finally getting the whole picture of what had led to you taking that way out. When the last piece of the cause and effect picture snapped into place; it broke me. 

My grief-stricken body collapsed in the middle of the room. My mind began to tormenting me with the guilt of what I had done to make all of this possible. How I had fed you the dreams that I had swallowed. The path that I took through life that I told you would work for you also. How I had played the game and won, so I thought, telling you that was the way it was done. I wallowed in that guilt for a week.

Then as I was eating my tasteless meal from the Styrofoam container with the TV news on for company one night it hit me. I focused on the news and for the first time in I didn’t know how long I really listened to what was being said. How the rules that I had been playing with were being changed by some backroom deals. How that would make my way of living damn near impossible.

My anger flared, I finally saw who and what was responsible for it all. My guilt quieted long enough for me to form a plan. That was a year and a half ago. During that time I worked like a man possessed working 20 hours a day 7 days a week until I found myself sitting at that wobbly table in front of my computer that was reflecting the blinking neon sign onto my computer screen. 

Sitting back in the chair rubbing the bridge of my nose, the strain of the past months finally catching up with me. I checked the date; a bittersweet smile crossed my lips. Exactly two years from the day.  That must be a sign I thought. It was finished all of those long days, all of my anger, my need for retribution, coming to fruition at this time on this day. When I looked at my watch. One hour to go before it was the exact time when I was given the news that would end my world.

Standing up walking to the wall going over every one of the connections I had found, which led to that faithful night. I ran through what I was about to do, how every domino was going to fall how it would spread from something so insignificant that they wouldn’t see it coming until it was to late. There is the justice for you, let them feel the same thing that you felt. Let them deal with the same consequences you had to. Let’s see how many of them make the same decisions you made. Let’s see if it ends the same way for them as it did for you.

It was time to burn the world down. He went to the table, sat down and waited to launch. A half of a year to plan this Rube Goldberg device of insignificant consequences that will start with the bottom feeders as the first dominoes. Their collapses will move up the chain; kicking out the legs that all of the rest was built on. Sure there will be panic; backroom deals to protect the golden goose. The seats of power will try to stop it from toppling the whole house of cards. He has thought it through, he might not be able to bring the house down, but he can destroy all the major players of the game.

He thought about how this was going to affect everyone else and the effect it will have. How the system would react and the chaos that will follow. How this would wound every little guy on the street. In the end it might wake them up and force them to rethink what they are doing with their lives. It won’t be pretty there will probably be many more like her as this hits. Their deaths will be the catalyst that will change the world; so he hoped.

Looking at his watch, waiting for just the right time to hit enter. A thought crossed his mind; when they trace it back to me, what will happen? Simple, he will be either arrested or shot on sight. Either way his troubles will be over, three hots and a cot or sweet oblivion. Most importantly they will pay dearly.

He goes over the steps of what is going to happen. What all those hours of programming are going to do. He imagines each step along the long chain of events about to be released on the world. If he wasn’t so determined he would have smiled.

Speaking softly out loud to the room hoping that she will hear him, “sorry it’s taken so long sweetheart, but it’s finished now. All I have to do is let it go. Then all of them will feel what you felt, as one thing went wrong after another. As your life fell apart with greater and greater speed. OH for Christ sake why didn’t you tell me what was going on. I could have helped. It didn’t have to end that way!”

He released it on the world with the push of a button. Sitting back waiting to see what happens and how long it was going to take to catch on. The program starts to pick at the threads of their lives from the edges. First the internet of things that they wrap themselves in will start to fail. Then the cost of repairs or replacement plus the cost of the service plans used to prevent it will increase. The fees for their clubs, groups, parties, organizations and institutions they are connected with will put their hands out as they are picked at also. The slow bleeding of their wealth won’t stop. 

Some will feel it and fall prey sooner than others. Their fall will add to the burden felt by those above Honey. We’re going to take out the roots of this evil tree and attack the leaves and the fruit at the same time. Until the core trunk, the very heartwood is nothing but punk. When those supporting this whole rotten thing find out that they can’t afford to support it, what will they do? Will they continue to deny reality and still believe that it will get better. That’s what the powers that be will tell them. As the leaders tell them that inflation is good for them. That spending what you don’t have is just the cost of business, don’t worry about it. Or will they wake up to the game and see that it’s rigged against them.

That their dreams of a better future for themselves and their kids were used against them in order to keep them in slavery for generations. I’ll teach those heartless bastards that you were a hell of a lot more than just an account number on some fraudulent spreadsheet in a corrupt system. You were my little girl. You were loved. You were special. You weren’t theirs to use and exploit for their gain. They had NO RIGHT to KILL you for their GREED!  

THE END.
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