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Raymond was born in a small Eastern European country, one that had been fighting for its survival as a nation for the last three thousand years. He was born in the mid-twentieth century when peace was newly earned and the stability of the nation both within itself and with its neighboring countries was relatively secure. 

As a child, Raymond wasn’t the brightest kid in his class, always surrounded by lots of friends who were permanently helping him find some kind of trouble both in and out of school. The working-class family he belonged to tried hard to provide him with the best possible education. Being reasonably gifted in any type of sporting activity helped him to earn a place in a good high school and to become one of the popular students. The level of his popularity was measured by the amount of female attention he received, which he was never in lack of. From a young age, Raymond fell repeatedly in and out of love, each time believing that this was the one and there would be no other. Sadly, though, it never took long for the fire to be extinguished, only to be reignited by a new flame with an even stronger combustion. 

Raymond wasn’t the tallest boy in class, either, but he was very good looking. His eyes were so dark in color that they almost appeared to be black. His wavy dark hair was always groomed to perfection. His short straight nose and his strong chin covered with early facial hair gave him the appearance of a man with an adamant will and never-ending determination. He was a “stand-up guy” and would never leave his friends in trouble, no matter the size of the battle. This alone was enough for him to earn the respect and admiration of his peers. 

Anne was one of the good girls. She always managed to stay away from trouble no matter how persistently it followed her. When her close friends began to experiment with cigarettes and alcohol, she was able to maintain the friendships while staying away from temptations. Although love hadn’t found its path to Anne’s heart, she knew that one day, when the time was right, her time too would come. All of the boys she was surrounded by seemed immature and unworthy of her love. 

Finally the last year of what seemed to be an endless uphill climb to the summit of school education, was coming to a close. No one could wait to dive into the real world, a world full of adventures, hopes, and the absence of control. The winds of freedom were already dancing on their skin and tickling their nostrils with a tantalizing scent of independence. 

Raymond was well acquainted with all the popular girls but none of them kept his interest for very long. His romantic endeavors all ended in disappointment, and his friends teased him, nicknaming him the English bulldog. The moment his prey was conquered, he lost interest. Raymond knew this about himself, but there was nothing he could do about it. There was, however, a girl in his class who had captivated his wandering mind. She had big brown condemning eyes. Every time Raymond found himself in trouble with teachers, her eyes found their way to him, leaving him with a feeling of guilt about his immature behavior. 

Anne had long straight hair, mousy-brown in color. Her face was round and her perfect nose created a straight line leading down to her small but plump lips. Compared to the other girls in her class, her skin was unusually fair, as if she had never been exposed to the sun’s rays. It felt as if she were surrounded by an aura of purity, an invisible barrier for any boys who had intentions of approaching her with impure thoughts. 

As of late she had managed to awaken curiosity in Raymond’s mind, a curiosity about this summit named Anne, that with each day, from where he was standing, was getting higher and higher. Being usually bold when approaching unfamiliar girls, he could not find the courage in his heart to approach her. Those big brown condemning eyes managed to build a great fear of rejection in his mind, a rejection that he knew would end in humiliation among his peers. Despite his fear, the day came when the long arms of destiny found a way to push them toward each other to an inevitable point of impact, planned and orchestrated way before their time of birth on this magnificent planet called Earth. 

It was a hot summer night and spirits were high in eager anticipation of school break. Raymond found himself at one of the many parties he attended with his friends. This party was very different from all of the others that night, that difference being the presence of Anne. They had never seen each other outside the school halls, and he had never before seen her out of school uniform. Anne was wearing a simple and understated dress, but in his eyes she was wearing the most beautiful gown he had ever seen. Everything about her was different that evening, she was like a magnet with one target of attraction, and that target was Raymond. With the first rhythm of a slow dance, he was drawn to her by an irresistible force that gave him the courage to invite her onto the dance floor. An urge to gaze into her brown eyes and to touch her and to be touched by her was sending his mind into an uncontrollable spin. To Raymond’s satisfaction she accepted his invitation, and they walked to the middle of the dance floor. He gently placed his hands on her waist and she placed hers on his shoulders. 

In that moment, everything and everyone else around them ceased to exist. 

Raymond felt his heartbeat in the back of his throat, disabling the words from leaving his mouth. From the beginning of the dance he tried to maintain a respectful distance in fear of offending her, but soon she pulled herself closer and allowed their bodies to meet in gentle contact. This shy and reserved girl was boldly taking control of the situation, imposing her will against Raymond’s and he was gladly submitting himself. The next moment he felt her entire body against his. This act sent into motion an invisible force of energy that bound two souls into one. From that moment, they were led to the realization of their incapacity to ever exist in separation. For all of the following dances, regardless of their rhythm, they continued to dance intertwined without noticing anyone else around them. From the moment they connected with each other, they had not said a word, there was no need. They wished to find eternity in this magical evening, in this dance, in this feeling. 

They only returned back to earth when the music suddenly stopped, and everybody had left the dance floor. Raymond offered to walk Anne to her house, and so they went, hand in hand, spent mostly in silence. He hoped her house was somewhere on the other side of the world, to continue this walk as long as possible. But she unfortunately lived only two blocks away from the party. As a result, he did not have enough time to say everything he wanted to say to her. There was so much to say and he didn’t know where to start. He chose silence instead. It felt like he had been looking for her for all of eternity, and now here she was, right next to him—and he was speechless. When they reached her house, they stood facing each other, and she gazed straight into Raymond’s eyes. They were no longer the condemning eyes that he was accustomed to; now they were eyes filled with tenderness and trust, a look that awakened an enormous sense of significance for his next move, and so he thoughtfully chose to kiss her hand. Anne wanted her first kiss, and she was ready for it. It would have been the perfect ending to their evening. But instead, all she got was a kiss on the hand. Raymond was afraid to violate her trust and to ruin this perfect evening by moving too quickly. She said good-bye to him, walked to the door of her parents’ modest home and disappeared behind it. 

Raymond went home, lay in his bed, and could not sleep all night. He was reliving again and again in his body and soul, every moment they had spent together. He didn’t want to change his clothes, the scent of her perfume still lingered on them, and he could not have enough of it. He closed his eyes, hoping that sleep would make the time between their next meeting disappear faster. Almighty time, the ruler of everything and everyone in the world, had become his biggest enemy. Their time together went by so fast, and it seemed like now they were apart, time was standing still. He had found love in the purest form of its expression and it could not go unnoticed in the spiritual realms. 

Thales, who was in pursuit of suitable parents for Croton to take in his next physical life, could not help but notice this new-born love—love with great potential to one day provide a strong foundation for a strong family. He was keeping a keen eye on the development of this relationship on Earth. He studied their life trees and all of the previous lives that they had lived on the planet. Thales discovered that their life paths had never crossed with Croton’s. 

One thing that bothered him, though, was the number of short branches in Anne’s tree of life. And these endings would all appear when Croton was only in his mid-twenties, and this would be too soon for him to lose his mother. This led Thales to approach Anne and Raymond’s spirit guides. He needed them to try to push these youngsters together, to have them wed as soon as possible. 

In the meantime, Raymond and Anne grew to become an inseparable couple. Only the night had power over this union, forcing apart their bodies but not their souls. They both successfully graduated high school, sending them into the uncharted waters of adulthood. Despite many obstacles, they managed to live their lives with high morals exactly the way it was planned. She chose to study and become a teacher of literature and language, just like her mother and grandmother before her. He went to the University of Technology to study the latest technical achievements of humanity. There wasn’t a day that passed that they did not see each other. 

Most of their families were pleased with their union, but Raymond’s mother, Elsa, did not seem to agree with them. She was a short and stocky lady. Her rosy cheeks were quick to reveal all her emotions. Her round face was framed with short hair, dyed to an artificial aubergine color. Her light brown eyes were small but did not ruin the face of this woman filled full of life and endless energy. She used to say to Raymond, “You are only nineteen, what do you know about life? Go and explore it, see the world and find yourself in it.” 

Subconsciously she knew that the wedding was not behind the mountains and that it was not going to allow itself to be delayed. 

Upon Thales’s request for information from their spirit guides on how things were developing, he received the answer that everyone was supportive of their union with the exception of Raymond’s mother. The opportunity to influence her presented itself quite soon. She fell sick and had been admitted into hospital for a minor operation. When Raymond and Anne came to visit Elsa, they found another lady sharing the room with her, a lady named Sophia. Something was very different about Sophia; they both felt like they had known her for quite some time. While Elsa was in recovery, she became good friends with Sophia; she was not an ordinary woman. Sophia could read people’s fortunes in Turkish coffee cups and by some miracle she was quite accurate at predicting the near future for her friends and loved ones. When everyone would gather together for a cup of coffee with her, they would all turn their small cups upside down in the expectations of Sophia seeing something in the remains of the dried ground coffee. She saw pictures and images in the coffee that nobody else could see. Elsa was no exception to this, as she too sought answers from Sophia. 

After their usual coffee break, Elsa handed her cup over to Sophia, who took the cup and, without looking into it, said, “Don’t you think that they are perfect for each other?” 

“Who?” asked Elsa.

“Your son and Anne. If I were you, I would have already married them.” 

“He is still a child,” exclaimed Elsa. 

To this Sophia replied, “Look how they love each other. Some people go through their entire lives and still cannot find love like this. You know how it is in life, things can happen, they can lose their love and never find it again.” 

“That would mean that their love wasn’t true,” retorted Elsa. 

“Oh, it’s real all right! They are just too young and maybe wreckless with it. They have been blessed by God. Listen to me, I know what I am talking about. Seal the deal.” 

“I will think about it,” said Elsa in closing. 

The matter was never raised again.

A few days later, Elsa was discharged from hospital, and that same evening, she asked Raymond, “Do you really want to get married?”

“Yes, Mom,” answered Raymond, surprised at his mother’s question. 

“Aren’t you afraid to complicate your life?”

“No, Mom,” he replied confidently. “I know we are both still students, but I will find a part-time job.”

Elsa would hear of no such thing. “There will be no need for that, if it is what you want, we will help you.” 

“I do,” said Raymond. 

“Then go and pop the question,” instructed Elsa with a keen smile on her face and her blessing in her words.

Raymond was so shocked that he stumbled for a second trying to realize what had just happened. His mom was the last person he expected to hear this from. He had been with Anne for the last three years, but marriage ... it wasn’t on his mind, but since his mother raised it, it seemed like a good idea. 

“Why not?” said Raymond to himself. 

The next day, he shared the news with Anne. 

It wasn’t a proposal with a ring in one hand and fireworks in the background. He simply told her about the conversation with his mom and asked her opinion. It was impossible for Anne to hide her happiness, all she wanted to do was scream the words “YES” over and over again.

There were two reasons preventing this reaction. First was the fact that they were in a public bus full of people, and the second was that she did not want to appear desperate. So, all she said was, “I will talk to my parents.” 

Once Raymond revealed this information to Anne and spoke to her, it left his mind. 

They met the next afternoon after their classes and went to the park near their universities. 

They sat in the garden on the grass, and Anne said, “I told my parents.”

“What did you talk to them about?” 

“About your proposal to get married.”

“Oh!” remembered Raymond. “And?”

“They got very excited and said they will be ready for your parents’ visit.” 

Raymond and Anne stayed in the park together all afternoon. They held each other in loving embrace, while quietly distracted by their fear and excitement of this new journey they had stumbled upon. So much of it felt out of their hands as if they were silent witnesses to their own destiny. That same evening, Raymond told his mom to get ready to visit Anne’s parents and ask for her hand in marriage. In the country where they lived, it was the custom for the parents of the future groom to pay a visit to the parents of the future bride and to ask for their daughter’s hand in marriage. Refusal from the girl’s family in that matter would have been considered a shame to the boy’s family. After a couple of calming tablets, Elsa called Raymond’s father, Hector, to be a witness to the mess his son had created for the entire family.

Raymond, completely unaware of what he had done wrong, stood against the wall in the living room like a convict in expectation of the firing squad. Raymond’s father was a man in his early sixties. His once smoky black hair and mustache were now almost completely gray. His excessive smoking had added a hint of rusty yellow to the hairs on his upper lip. His whole face was overpowered by the big hump on his nose, giving him the look of an ancient warrior. His once big and brown eyes were shadowed by a kind of sadness reflecting the weight of the memories he had to carry with him. He didn’t talk much but in the rare occasion that he was about to say something, everybody would remain silent. His sentences were short and precise, his verdicts were swift and closed to discussion. In the duration of his life, he had seen everything that there was to be seen. Being a participant of the Second World War, Hector carried within him scars left by the countless atrocities he experienced, making him into a harsh and somewhat impenetrable man. 

From a young age, Raymond used to ask his father about wartime stories but somehow Hector always managed to avoid those conversations. Only later, when Raymond was much older, did he speak to him about war, and the things he said stayed with Raymond forever. 

“I pray to God that you and your children and their children will never see war. People lose their humanity, it brings the worst out in them. Most of the soldiers did things which later they were ashamed to talk about. The burden of shame was carried through their lifetime, a weight of memories and feelings that they could not escape. That alone prevented them from being honest, not only with their loved ones but also with themselves,” explained Hector.

Since that conversation, Raymond never again asked his father about war. He just learned to respect him more. Raymond knew that his father’s words in the matter of his marriage would be the very last ones, and he would have to accept and live with them. 

After listening to Elsa’s arguments, which seemed to have changed from the day before, Hector then said, “There is a bright side to all this.”

“What bright side?” asked Elsa.

“By this time next year, I will be a grandfather.”

Then he faced his son and said, “We will go and ask for her hand in marriage.”

He then grabbed Raymond’s shoulders, looked into his eyes, and said, “Are you ready to be a father?” 

“Yes, Dad,” answered Raymond, surprised at his own confidence.

“So be it,” said Hector as he hugged his son. 

Two weeks later, Raymond’s parents were at the doorsteps of Anne’s house. They were invited in and directed to the living room. Anne was nowhere to be seen. The door into the living room was shut in Raymond’s face, and he was left standing alone in the passageway. Raymond felt like a dried-out leaf, barely attached to the branch, submitting to the will of the wind. Time came to a standstill. Inside of the living room, four adults were deciding his fate and he was excluded from the act. Sometime later the door opened and he was invited in. To his surprise, Anne was already in the room. Raymond noticed tears in her eyes—tears of happiness. 

Elsa, Raymond’s mother, looked at him with tenderness but also sadness. She hugged him and said, “You are engaged now, my son.” 

She pulled the engagement ring out of her purse and placed it on Anne’s finger, and she hugged her and kissed her gently on both cheeks. Hector hugged her and said, “Take care of my son.” 

The next moment, it seemed like by somebody’s command, the door to the lounge swung wide open and a bunch of Anne’s relatives poured in, hugging, kissing, and pulling on Raymond’s cheeks, congratulating him. Out of nowhere, a huge table appeared, quickly organized and filled with food and drink. Everybody sat around the table and the celebrations began. The youngsters were placed next to each other, and everyone began toasting to their future together, wishing them all the happiness in the world. Raymond and Anne, overwhelmed by the escalating excitement of the afternoon, held each other’s hands under the table, raising their glasses to themselves, toast after toast, over and over again. 

Strange feelings poured into their souls and flooded their minds. Before this moment, they were nobody; they had passed through life unnoticed and almost unknown by most of their relatives. Today, they became someone. Everything was about them and for them. By midnight, the party was over. The wedding had been planned for spring, giving them five months to test the strength of their feelings and the depth of their commitment. 
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After saying their good-byes to Croton and leaving him to face his destiny, Henry and Rose returned to their reality. They sat opposite each other across the dining table, each of them deep in thought, trying to understand what had just happened. They looked like two abandoned children, destined and forced to survive on their own in the unknown. Rose was first to break the silence and asked the question that was clouding all her other more rational thoughts, “What now?” 

This question Henry would have gladly asked Rose, but being the man of the house and the one who was much better acquainted with the spiritual realms, he had to take the lead and try to foresee the next steps. Besides, between the two of them, he knew Croton better. 

“Croton chose both of us to be his guides,” said Henry grabbing the loose end of an invisible rope, hoping that it would lead him to something meaningful. 

“Yes,” agreed Rose. “His reasoning, however, is unclear to me. I thought that most of the souls on Earth have only one spirit guide.” 

“He probably saw strength in our union,” replied Henry.

“Or maybe he saw our love?” 

“That’s it!” shouted Henry. “I see it now!” 

“What?” Rose jumped in her chair at Henry’s unexpected reaction. 

“We complement each other perfectly in this task. I will be the mind, and you will be the heart! Don’t you get it?”

“Don’t I get what?”

“We are like a human body, the union of the heart and mind makes it operate effectively.”

“Okay, brainiac,” said Rose sarcastically as she rolled her eyes. “I got that long ago and without your help. What I was asking is, what should we do next?” 

Suddenly Henry realized something, something important which had not come to mind before now, something that let fear into his soul and began to slowly cloud his judgment. He looked at Rose with eyes full of horror. 

“What is it now?”

“Do we have any idea about the place Croton has been sent to?” 

The only word which perfectly described this situation, popped into Rose’s mind ... “Shit.”

Henry placed both hands on his temples and focused on calling Thales, hoping that he could pull them out of this sudden mess they found themselves in. But Thales was out of reach, or choosing to be. 

“I cannot believe that we forgot to establish the most important thing,” said Rose.

“Okay, let’s not panic, I am sure there is a way to fix this,” replied Henry. 

He got up from his chair and began anxiously pacing from one end of the room to the other. On the third round, Rose ran out of patience. 

“Will you stop that? You are making me dizzy!”

Henry sat back down, this time on the armchair. He dove deep into his thoughts. Thales stood silently as a witness to this scene, without interruption. The only thing he thought to himself was, if they could find a solution to this problem, that meant Croton had been right in his choice. 

Henry began to recall his entire journey in the transitional realms, from the moment he met Croton. He came to realize how carefully and thoughtfully Croton planned and executed his introduction to the spiritual world. He remembered the places they had visited together and all the souls he had met through Croton.

Suddenly, Henry paused, this line of thinking reminded him of somebody specific, someone who could help them in this matter. “How could I forget him!” shouted Henry.

“Forget who?” asked Rose.

“If anybody can help us, it will be him!”

“Who for Christ’s sake?” shouted Rose, losing her patience. 

“Aaron!” said Henry.

“And who the hell is Aaron?”

“We cannot lose any time now, you will understand once we are there.” 

“What is the rush?”

“The time passing here and the time passing on Earth does not correlate. God knows how long Croton has been on the planet without our guidance.” Henry grabbed Rose’s hand and said, “Let’s go!”

A moment later, they appeared in the Royal Library of Alexandria. Henry chose to take Rose straight into the reading room, avoiding the courtyard and all of the architectural wonders attached to it. Henry’s chair, as always, was available for him, but what was strange, was the second chair placed next to his. Their presence did not go unnoticed by Aaron, a short man with small wooden glasses, and he approached them with a charming smile across his face. After a short greeting, he focused his attention on Rose. 

“I see you are not alone. And if I may ask, who is your charming companion?” 

Henry wanted to introduce Rose properly, but before he opened his mouth, Aaron interrupted him by saying, “Let me guess, it must be your wife from your past life, Rose?” He bowed his head.

“You are well informed,” said Rose, bowing back. 

“It’s my job,” said Aaron. “What brings you to my humble institution?” 

“Should we sit first?” asked Henry.

“Yes, of course, be my guest.” 

Rose and Henry said next to each other and Aaron grabbed the chair in front of them, across the table. 

“So, what seems to be the problem?” asked Aaron.

Henry and Rose began to tell him about the predicament they found themselves in. They piled a mountain of questions, one after another. 

“Where is Croton now? How much time has passed on Earth since we last saw him? Which part of the world is he in? What city? Is he okay?”

“Whoa, whoa, whoa! Calm down, give me a second. I appreciate your concerns for Croton but first things first.”

They both became silent and expectant for Aaron’s proposals for a rescue plan. 

“Let me first get the book of his current life and we will take it from there,” said Aaron as he disappeared into the narrow maze of corridors between countless shelves.

When Aaron left, Rose asked Henry, “Where are we?” 

“This place is a gigantic storeroom.” 

“Of what?” 

“Of past and present, which momentarily become the past.”

“Are you trying to confuse me deliberately?” 

“No, my love. This place is the library of planetary memory. Anything that happens in the past and is happening now is recorded and stored here. It is like the DNA of the planet.”

“I read about this place in books about spirituality. Isn’t it called the Akashic Records?” asked Rose. 

“It might be,” said Henry, noticing Aaron returning with a very thin book in his hand. 

“Not much of a book yet, is it?” asked Henry. 

“What did you expect? Croton’s life is only just about to begin,” replied Aaron.

Rose jumped in, asking, “Has he already been born?”

“No. Not yet,” replied Aaron.

After substantially reading through the thin book, Aaron said, “Mmm ... yup.” 

“What? What’s that supposed to mean?” asked Henry.

“I think you are going to find yourselves in unfamiliar waters.” 

“This is our very first assignment,” said Henry, seemingly talking to Croton. “Did it have to be you? My mentor and my spirit guide? What were you thinking?” 

“It is a very common thing,” said Aaron. “Most of the guides choose their novices to guide them into the next life. That gives them good reason to perform their duties responsibly. But, this is not the reason for my concerns.” 

“What are the reasons?” asked Rose.

“It is the place of birth that the planners chose for him.”

“What’s wrong with it?” asked Henry.

“Neither he nor you has ever been exposed to that type of society or culture. It is going to be very challenging, not only for him but also for you.” 

“Can you be more specific please?” asked Henry.

“I think, to be successful in your task, you should know a bit more about the place Croton is about to be born into.”

“How are we going to do that?” asked Rose.

“I can help you.” 

Henry and Rose looked at each other and simultaneously said, “Please do.” 

“Okay,” said Aaron as he took a moment to think. He had a lot to say and even more to explain. He was about to expose a culture they had only heard about, but knew nothing of. “Croton’s life planners chose a life for him in one of the toughest countries,” said Aaron.

“Because of poverty?” asked Rose.

“No. It is not about physical challenges, it is about spiritual ones.”

“What do you mean?” 

“Temptations,” answered Aaron as he looked at Henry and Rose. He was in search of a sign that they understood the magnitude of the task they had been given. 

“But it’s quite common,” said Henry.

“Yes, but ... there is a big but.” 

Aaron became silent again, in search of the correct words to explain the situation simply and clearly. “The place he is about to be born into is very different to the world you once lived in.” 

“How different?” asked Rose.

“In most countries with strong roots in any type of religion, the boundaries of basic morals are quite substantially rooted into the minds of people. In the country where Croton is going to live, religion has been replaced by the idea of God in the form of a political leader.”

“Are we talking about a communist country?” asked Henry.

“Yes, my friend,” Aaron answered. 

“Are you saying that this country is abandoned by God?” asked naive Rose.

“No, no, no. No country or soul is ever abandoned by the Creator. No matter how badly that country or soul fails.”

“Then what?” Rose was impatient. 

Henry gently squeezed her hand under the table to calm her down.

“I’m sorry. Please go ahead,” she said.

“Before the communist regime was established,” Aaron explained, “it was a country with a seventeen-hundred-year history of Christianity, passed from generation to generation, surviving countless wars for survival not only as a nation, but also for the right for their beliefs. Now, in only a matter of a few years since the revolution, their Christian religion has been replaced by the principles of equality and freedom for all, and more significantly the denial of the existence of God. The generations born before the revolution still carry their Christian beliefs in their hearts. The new generations, however, are a problem, and Croton is going to be one of them.” 

“Why is it a problem?” asked Rose.

“What the country did, or should I say the party leaders did, was to take away one belief system and replacing it with another. The communists simply took away the idea of God and worshipped their political leaders instead. They replaced God’s law with human law.”

“I am not following you,” said Henry. “Human laws have always existed, regardless of the religious belief systems.” 

“Yes, you are right, but ...” Aaron continued, “from the dawn of human civilization, there was always the fear of God. In their hearts, humans always knew that they could escape the laws of man or state but they could never escape the judgment of God, and especially not his punishment. Now, in the country you and Rose are going to be exposed to, only human laws exist, and you know how imperfect and biased these are. This young generation strongly believes that if you can escape the law and the punishment of the state then you are off the hook. The task of the executors goes unnoticed there because no one recognizes punishment for wrongdoings, they just see them as ‘accidents.’ Besides, we all know that the state does not implement morality to its citizens, religion does. It is left to parents and schools to do this and they are failing miserably at this task.”

“Are you saying we are going to face an immoral society?” asked Rose.

“No, not exactly, morals do exist but very few are following them.”

“Those who follow them are probably advanced souls,” said Henry.

“Exactly,” confirmed Aaron. “They are trying to make a difference by showing others a better way of thinking and acting. This makes their coexistence with the regime impossible and potentially life threatening.” 

“Then why did the planners choose this country for Croton? Is this a kind of punishment?” asked Rose.

“No, there is no punishment. Rather a chance to experience another physical reality and to interact with different kinds of souls. The ones neither of you have ever encountered.”

“Are they different?” asked Henry.

“In some way, yes.”

“Which way?” asked Henry again.

“There are no young souls in those countries, the majority of the population are old souls.”

“Then that should be a good thing,” said Henry.

“Not exactly. Those souls have failed their tasks multiple times in previous lives.” 

“What tasks?” Rose asked.

“To find in themselves empathy, compassion, and forgiveness toward others.” 

“But it doesn’t make any sense,” said Henry. “Planners keep sending them to the same place, to the same society, instead of spreading them to different countries with a high level of compassion and empathy so they can experience these themselves and learn—so of course they are going to fail their task.”

“In this case, we would simply end up with an imitation,” said Aaron.“Always when it comes to the matter of raising our consciousness, we can only be directed toward the right path. The path taken, each and every soul has to choose for themselves.”

“So you are saying that each soul has to find their own way out of their mess?” asked Henry.

“Yes.”

After giving some thought to what Aaron had just said, Henry asked, “How is poor Croton supposed to maintain a code of high morals in this kind of society and still find true love?” 

“This is when you will step in,” said Aaron with a wide smile on his face. 

“Oh God. He is definitely going to fail,” Henry said with a deep sigh.

“Do not underestimate yourselves, you will be all right, trust me,” said Aaron. He excused himself and left the reading hall.

Henry and Rose looked at each other more confused and terrified than they were when they arrived. Henry jumped out of his chair as he realized something.

“We forgot to ask how to find Croton!” 

Aaron’s familiar voice answered in his head, Do not worry about finding him, he will find you. 
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Wedding
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Five months was the amount of time that Raymond and Anne waited to tie the knot and, thus, their carefree lives came to an end. The soft, white blanket of winter slowly subsided, exposing nature to the tenderness of the sun. The awakening from this sweet slumber always brings along an irresistable urge to love and be loved in return. Everything in the physical world rises in vibration and the right to the recreation of itself. It was the main reason why this ancient custom of early spring weddings found its place in the cultures of many nations. 

It was March and the wedding was near. All the necessary preparations were done by both sides of the family. Raymond, being just a teenager, had not realized the weight of the responsibility he was about to take upon his inexperienced shoulders. The crushing load of responsibility he would have to carry for the rest of his life would only increase as he got older. 

For now, he was basking under the shower of attention from all of his friends and relatives. He had an ultimate goal and it was to own Anne. To possess her mind and body like a toddler unwilling to share his toys with other children. Just before Raymond’s family was about to leave for Anne’s house, Elsa asked Hector, “What do you think? Is this going to last?” 

After giving her question some thought, Hector answered, “It will be in their hands. All we can do is to support them financially and mentally until we die.” As he said this, he burst into laughter at the thought. In that moment Elsa wanted to hug him, and with a smile on her face she almost did but Hector distanced himself, saying, “Check if everyone is ready to leave.” He turned around and walked out of the room. 

Elsa couldn’t understand what had happened to her loving and caring husband. Those two years he had spent at war had done something to him. It had felt like nothing could cloud the happiness she experienced on his return, but he was not the same man anymore. Hector went completely into himself and despite all of Elsa’s efforts to get her husband back, he remained distant and completely shielded. The crack that had suddenly appeared in their marriage was steadily growing, separating them from each other to the point of realization that the man Elsa was sharing her life with was completely unknown to her. Any effort to rediscover him again crashed like waves into a rocky cliff. She knew that war had done something to her husband, but what it was exactly had remained beyond her understanding. Besides his gray hair and his wounded arm, Hector brought back home an invisible dark cloud. A cloud was permanently hanging over him ready to discharge a bolt of lightning, sometimes in the most uncalled-for situations. He became a man with a short temper and a strong will. Elsa
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