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Part I: Down New River & Another World
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CHAPTER I
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Glimpses






“I think I will stay here and write,” Dianna said, pulling out her journal. “The cabin feels so homey. I love the old furnishings, the wood stove and the rocking chair.” 

“It’s great,” Tod agreed. “But don’t you want to see the river and have something new to write about?”

“The river’s calling,” Zoe agreed.

“I have things to write about.” 

“Oh, you mean about Jeff?” queried Tod.

Dianna couldn’t hide a note of irritation in her voice. “I’m over that,” 

“It’s his loss,” Zoe quickly added. “You’re a great girl.”

Dianna looked up. “I thought I had met the love of my life... Ok, I’m going. First, let me write down my dream.”

“What was it about?” asked Zoe. “If it’s not too private...”

Dianna closed her eyes for a moment, but she was used to sharing her dreams since a child, as her mother had always asked. “It was a little scary. Here goes.


I was underwater, but able to breathe. Flowers were blooming around me: the petals were bright golds and blues. It was amazing, for they were also  strings of breath, lines of bubbles coming from the flowers.


“Interesting,” Tod remarked. “What do you think it means?”

“I don’t know. Where there should have been danger, there was beauty. I knew I was underwater and didn’t have much time.” 

Outside, they met Jim, their old friend, who was the owner of the cabin. “How are things so far?” he asked, examining an echinacea plant.

“Super,” Zoe answered. “We’re going down to the river.”

“The flower’s colors are fabulous!” Tod exclaimed. He set his camera to macro and took several shots of a butterfly who had just landed. Its wings were splotched with gold with slashes of light green.

The three proceeded to walk down an undulating trail to the river. On their left, a gorge dropped off, where a stream led down to the river. Dianna walked ahead. 

“Maybe it will help her,” Tod mused to Zoe. “The river and its beauty will distract her.”

“I hope so. She’s taking it harder than she admits.”

“Jeff seemed to be such a nice guy. I don’t know what happened.”

“Something did. She never told me, though.” 

“Maybe she was too much of a free spirit and scared him off,” Tod guessed. “Maybe she was too strong for him. Or maybe she teased him a little—dared him—and he couldn’t handle it. 

Zoe objected, “Dianna is a bit of a tomboy,  but she doesn’t do that type of thing. I think it was just the opposite. Maybe she tried to show him her feminine side and caught him off guard. Come to think about it, not long ago, she told me she tried to give him a gift, and he laughed.” 

“Sounds small. It’s funny how small things can have a big effect. The guy seemed sensitive—I would be surprised if he laughed.

“Well, afterwards, she had tears in her eyes. It’s obvious she still feels for him. Did you notice when she talked about him, how she put her hand to her heart?” 

Tod nodded, showing sadness in his eyes. “You go through many loves, don’t you?”
“Many loves? How many loves did you have, Tod?”
“Only one true love.” 

“Right answer,” said Zoe, clasping his hand. 

The path leveled out, and they soon arrived at the horse trail that ran parallel to the river. Between the river and the trail, a level floodplain was filled with thick vegetation, and the group wandered into it. To his right, Tod spied a green dappled tree stump dotted with bright red spots. Descending to ground level, he was stunned to find a delicate world of lichen coral-like shapes. What are they? he wondered. The picture books he’d seen of lichen didn’t seem to match the castle-like fairy tale world before him. 

Setting it to macro again, he drew close, lying on the ground, and took several shots. But the photos he reviewed on playback didn’t quite come out right. It was hard to focus and create a pleasing effect with the background bokeh, which was supposed to be out of focus. Plus, a twig always seemed to get in the way. Finally, Tod got one—not perfect, but good enough. He wondered if there were other unexpected worlds around which remained unnoticed until you looked closely. I suppose each generation discovers their own, he reflected. 

Tod caught up to the group, already sitting atop rocks partway into the river. Zoe was relaxing on a large, flat one. Dianna had moved further upriver, adopting a slanting one jutting into the river.   

All three withdrew into silence. After  a half hour, Zoe suggested it was time to head back. “Are you ready, Dianna?” she called over.

Their daughter, still in her pose, didn’t respond. 

“She must be  meditating,” Tod surmised. “Give her more time. Maybe the river is bringing her some peace.”

After a half hour more, they saw her wading further into the river to a rock, where she sat again, unmoving.

Zoe waited a few minutes before wading out to her and sitting next to her. Dianna appeared to be deep in her meditation with her eyes closed and not noticing her. When Zoe sat down and brushed Dianna’s shoulder, she startled. “Sorry... didn’t mean to—didn’t realize how deep you were.” 

Dianna turned, her face angry. “Please,  you're interrupting. You know, I’ve always liked to travel in my mind.”

“Where did you go this time?” Zoe asked gently.

“I was still here. It’s more like somewhen else.”

“Oh, I see you’ve coined a new word.” 

Dianna smiled. “You know I have a literary license.” 

Zoe had heard this before, and this time, she pursued. “Didn’t know you had one of those. Where do you get it?”

“You can’t buy it. You have to earn it.”

“How would you describe what you were seeing?” Zoe tried asking.

Dianna turned and looked deep into Zoe’s eyes, questioning. Zoe wondered if she should withdraw the question that she had invaded too personal a space.

“People, if you must know,” Dianna finally answered. “I sense there are people watching from the far shore—ancient people.”

Zoe looked across at the mix of shapes in the vegetation. She didn’t see any people, but she decided not to question her daughter any further. Maybe another time, she thought.

Later, as Zoe and Tod were walking side by side back up the trail, and with Dianna walking ahead, Zoe revealed the conversation. “Sometimes I wonder.... I think she is beyond her years.”

“Dianna’s always had an active imagination. She can transport herself.”

“You know about that? She hasn’t told me much about it.” 

“She only hints at it. No one who has a large, inner world really reveals that much of it... unless it comes out through writing,  and then it’s only part.”

“I wonder if she will make something of it,” mused  Zoe. “Maybe she will become an author.”

“I wouldn’t wish a writer’s fate on anyone, working alone for hours, and no one takes you seriously.”

“I don’t think she will, though,” Zoe mused. “Dianna’s  more a doer—she does the things she imagines.”

This seemed  confirmed, as they continued uphill, for Dianna went off trail exploring the stream in the gorge below. 

Curious, Tod felt drawn. “I’m going down to her.”

“Be careful,” Zoe advised. “The rocks are slippery.”

Among the jumble of vegetation and rocks, Tod felt like a child again, the woods taking him back in time. For thousands of years, people have walked and explored among the same rocks and thickets.

Dianna was just ahead, staring into a pool of water. She is about to leave childhood behind... a miracle to bring a child into the world. One that comes from you. Tod had a sudden intimation that seemed to come from the surroundings. You’re not her only parent, it said.

Following the succession of small falls and irregular rock stairs, the two were drawn on and upwards. Always a few yards ahead, patches of green were showing a world yet ahead. In silence, they walked. She is a different sort of child, thought Tod. A stranger in the Everglades once called her an Indigo Child. The stranger said the future rested on those like her. Tod tried to shrug off  the next thought. Dangers surely lay ahead—for which I don’t know the ending.

“Look!” exclaimed Dianna, finally speaking. “Did you see them?”

Tod saw hints of movement in the green patch ahead. Was it the wind, an animal? “What is it?” 

“I’m not sure; it was halfway there.”

“Like ghosts?” conjectured Tod. 

“No. More real than that!”

Tod almost made a reference to fairy tales and forest elves. All these years, she’s always still has an active imagination, one that I never discouraged. Allow her to follow her dreams had been their rule. Where will her dreams take her? Isn’t there a certain wildness to them? 

“You can’t live your life without taking risks,” Dianna had recently told him. “I’m going to live my life—I’ve only got one—and it’s not going to be boring like yours.”

Tod didn’t try to relate any  adventures he had. True, lately, there hadn’t been that many of them, except for the ones raising their child. He had survived so far, but would she?

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

CHAPTER II 
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Abandoned Buildings—Future/Past 






“Today, we’re taking a break from the river,” Tod announced. “Jim is going to take us around and show us some sights.” 

“There are sights to see besides the river?” asked Zoe. “There’s the one diner in town.”

“Believe it or not, there’s  history here in Fries, Virginia.”

“Are you in, Dianna?” asked Tod.

“I think I’ll stay around the cabin today.”

“Getting out might help you feel better.”

“I’m fine!” Dianna snapped. “Don’t keep saying that.”

“We’ll be back in a few hours, then,” Zoe consoled.






Jim  took them around to an old cotton gin, an immense building with tall ceilings and vast, empty rooms. 

“No trace of the old machinery,” Tod wondered, taking some photos. “Must have been transported away and sold as scrap.” 

“You think of all the people who once worked here, women mostly,” Zoe read. “I can almost sense them, like Dianna. She has a feeling for places and their past.”

“I suppose it’s a gift you and she have,” Tod allowed.

“It’s called clairsentience,” Zoe named. “It’s a version of clairvoyant.”

“Wow, that’s a new word for me. What does it mean?”

“It’s when you feel the emotions of a place. It means literally ‘clear feelings.’ I think it’s when things from the past or future intrude.”

“I understand the past part. But how can the future intrude?” 

“I’m not sure... things yet to happen have their seeds in the past. Like this gin, you might wonder what it might be converted to—shops, or an artist's haven. It’s more than just imagining. You feel it strongly.”

“Sounds like that could be a curse. If you come to a place where something bad had happened, or will happen.”

“Maybe it’s better to be aware of things than being an ostrich with your head in the sand.”

“Hey, Zoe! That’s not fair to the ostrich—or me,” Tod objected. “You know ostriches get a bad rap. Females stick their heads in the ground to check on their eggs.”

“Always can count on you for some useful information,” Zoe fake complimented. “What’s next?”

They checked with Jim, who suggested a drive into the country. Over winding country roads, they passed an old wooden church that could not have housed more than fifty people. Then cattle filled pastures that looked like the rolling land had been home to hooves for generations. 

Jim finally stopped his  car by an old abandoned watermill. Blossoming trees of early spring were cutting through empty winter trees, lining a stream that ran by the mill. “It’s from another era, for sure,” said Tod, who took pictures of the mill. 

“Can we look inside?” wondered Zoe. Jim drove around and led them to the mill. The doors were sealed and there was no other way in. 

“There’s mystery here too,” Zoe sensed. “Bygone generations....”

They drove next to an
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