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Pictures Above: Lord Uman’s Power Spot; Rivka dea; Rose Octachoron Studio; presence of one of The Builders at meadow where Our Mother ambushed.

“If it’s truly on waves of affection we sail, then my life was defined by one hundred forty-four primaries.”


~ Editor


	
	

	8

	Ryder Sr., Rina Sr., Arjay, Rina Jr., Bee, Bindi, Arthrie, Trozo
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	Chiquita, Pomapoo, Andie, Nikki + Snoopy + 3, Ryder Sr., Rina Sr. + 9 + Amber + Hunter, Arjay, Rina Jr. + 10 + Bee + Bindi (+ Maybelline, Bandit, Snowball, 3 angels, Stubby, Tiny, Star, Arthrie), Bridget, Hansey, Toby [bold disappeared by familial treachery.]

	

	144

	The Forty-Eight + George A. W., James W., Bill S., Kelvin S., Lance H., Pam A., Juan M., Albert E., Rebecca W., Peachy, Ben, Parse, Parsec, Lance, Rhodey, Mama Mouse, Big Bobby, Almost, Explorer, Chelsea, Donya, Mila, Lucky Strike, Alaska, Puff, Big Daddy, Big Mamma, Ibis, Pearl, Peaches, Rose, Thin, Five, Peace, Shaman, Florinda, Lamont, Macy Grey, Rick, Marsha S., Glenn M., George W., Betty M., Darren W., Victor D., The Forty-Eight Memorial Trees and a fullness of unnamed waves.
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La Rueda del Tiempo [extractos]
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“Para aplicar el séptimo principio del arte de acechar uno tiene que aplicar los otros seis: un acechador no se coloca nunca al frente.  Está siempre observando desde detrás de la escena”

”Descanso, refugio, miedo: todo ello no son más que palabras creadoras de estados de ánimo que hemos aprendido a aceptar sin tan siquiera cuestionarnos su valor.”

[image: image]

~ Carlos Castaneda
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A Lifetime’s Torture
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“The perfect crime

Kill his thirteen loves

All legal like

Their own actions

A rational witness.

Why would family do 

such evil if undeserved?

And so, crime upon crime

A torina narrative is formed

Moving shame from them to him

Saving reputations at all costs

A Game Called Nasty

Destroyed him.”
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~ Editor
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Editor’s Note
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Welcome to the Scout Report Universe (SRU).  A few threads pass through this original series of eight books that on their own are interesting and have been extracted for separate publication.  The Mars mission is one.  Another relates to a character that though her role is small she wields significant influence on the story.  This collection of excerpts is dedicated to her: Rivka dea.

Think of a ship rudder, but not a regular one toward the stern of the boat.  No, this one is firmly mounted out of sight in an impractical place.  It seemingly has no navigation function, per se, other than injecting chaos.  Alternately, her story may be of that irritating bit of grit responsible for a beautiful, unforgettable, precious pearl inside this now ten-book oyster.

These books—in some fashion that raises more questions than anything else—arrived on a coffee table.  Does that mean metaphorically?  Did they indeed come from another universe?  No point debating it.  They make “one Hel of a story,” perhaps Rose Samuel would say (she used a man’s name to get books published).  The last three in the series were evidently never meant to be found except by one soul, but they all arrived here.  The full public set of five is hidden in some art in her Universe. This book, plus its stand-alone sequel, Hevin’s Spear, (set in our Universe), gives the saga beautiful closure.  It has been an honor and pleasure creating this set for our Universe. 

Notes: notation such as [Δ5] in chapter titles signifies to which SRU timewave excerpts refer. Rose is a gifted remote viewer who claims to empathically capture subtle thought emanations. In prose, [brackets] capture Elizabeth Rose’s editorial comments, whereas bookended “Ж” glyphs are for Rose Samuel’s comments.

In keeping with fidelity to the story, three points: 1) they are published under the same pseudonym she used in her universe; 2) the last three are not public but the entire five are or were public (now out of print); 3) even the technical, “jargony” parts are left in with minimal modification—but readers can easily gloss past them.  Even handwritten notes and doodles on the printed pages have been faithfully reproduced in print editions.  The story is in layers, and people can swim in them at whatever depth they choose. The original five may be republished as new editions at a future date.

For those of you worried about spoilers...?  Fret not.  You can read this entire excerpted collection plus The Daugs of Hevin  (its sequel) and have no idea how Book #8 or even #5 ends.  It will become obvious why likely the final three books cannot to be public. Think of this diptych as “lossy compression” of the rich and detailed full series.  Though unexpected, the leakage into our universe in the sequel does provide a binocular sense of depth by viewing this phenomenon from a different vantage point. Plus...arguably...closure.  

Some stories are in the category of: “if it’s not true, it ought to be.”  This is such a story.  ~EKD
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Preface
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[Book #5 Excerpt: The Final Gate Part 2, 3rd Edition]

I am writing to the Observer, my dear friend and confidante—my soul.  Perhaps I have been around Trozo Trece too long...?  Dear Reader, writing does help to focus and consolidate my ƙnowledge. 

Yes, I lie.  In my world—the sorcerer’s world—you must.  In all honesty though, if you are reading this and you are not me, then that actually is surprising.  Even these five books are meant to never be read in their entirety by others.  Only the first three were widely published into libraries and such. However, I shall have concealed the complete five inside diabolical art.  Saint Carlos would have burned them when he was done. 

Which is more valuable?  Books that have never been read as a complete set, or the art which must be destroyed to access them?  A delightful dilemma done for the sheer joy of it.  A friend of sorts once told me he hates Stalkers, yet in fairness, I am only half Stalker.  Three more books are meant to never even be found.  They do serve a purpose, though.  Only one soul can ever solve the puzzles to find the full set of eight.  To that soul they are a beacon, plus a ϸower gift for consolidating cohesion.

You see, it is not easy to travel back in Intent to a specific where-when timewave.  Two souls will travel back (have traveled back) to near their old timewave, which I call the Δ5 region of Intent. It is the region where I sit as I write. When they do, Lord Uman and his masters can package and origami the eight of us from various regions of Intent into that star-sail being named, “Moselir.”  That is to happen in my current future. So, it’s a loop through Intent that culminates in a big leap, in Phase 2, where we are combined to form...Moselir...an epic butterfly yet to emerge. 

This soul origami is like cutting waves into a paper pattern which can then be folded in three dimensions to form a cube, except folding cubes in four dimensions to form a tesseract.  Fairly simple stuff for beings capable of traversing the Universe and growing biospheres, like The Builders.

The books are a study in themselves.  Consider the old Δ5 that flowed into the old version of the Δ6 timewave context, where Charlie and Mila live (or will live, in our future; lived differently in an “old” future).  These books did not originally exist in either of them and could not be used as the intended beacon or tool for focusing their ɑwareness for their leaps back to my Now.  

You see the problem?  Charlie and Mila need these books to be their beacon for their leaps back to Δ5 (here), but they won’t exist until they leap back so that I can be created to write them.

In other words, all the narratives relating to Charlie and Mila have not yet happened.  They happen in the new Δ5 and Δ6—my Δ5/ Δ6—courtesy of nahualistic inductive coupling, and the particle-wave nature of reality.  Any previous Charlie and Mila existed in a different destiny from the Future Branch Domain of this region of Intent. Reality flows.  

I don’t know exactly what happened in the old Δ6, for example, but I do have a stronger idea what happens in the new one—and the two rhyme.  For example, maybe someone back in that old timewave authored books that were inductively coupled to (ɨnspired by) my books over here—in their future Now—and those books weakly behaved as a nahualistic beacon and magnifying lens. 

They did not do the whole job, but it was a nudge.  Fun Fact: Inspiration can cross timewaves with zero penalty.  There is no “paradox,” no snake eating its own tail, if a might-have-been past or a could-be future ɨnspires some being to do something different in the other. The books I write now, might inspire books to be written by someone in the old Δ5, or vice-versa. Maybe they wrote books that look like fan fiction of mine, because of a tall tale they caught out of the aether...?  This story is surely a de facto giant transmitter.

Even more strange, it is entirely possible for the old (past?) future Δ6 to use books that didn’t yet exist in old Δ5—but will in my Δ5—as a beacon. This is because the leap through Intent happens across dimensions that are separate from the dimension through which entropy/rate-of-time flows.  Intent proper is timeless: all Intent is Now. All that our future sorcerers must do, is focus on the beacon that exists somewhere in Intent. If they can find it, well...they found it. I get created five years ago where the beacon already exists. Then, a happy Lord Uman, his panties bunching from temporal duress, tosses me back to a place from where I can write the books to make the beacon exist. Easy-peasy. If Lord Uman was not capable of doing that, then Charlie and Mila would not have been able to find the beacon; it would not have been a possibility. Get it?

Case in point: those idiots who live around Trozo.  Over decades he has forged relationships with discarnate beings that give him dreaming energy—at a price.  His whole neighborhood has become a dreaming portal.  It has not come without cost to the lives of others.  Some are more inductively coupled than others—ɨnspired.  That coupling is changing all sorts of things and is a wildcard. 

When my future Mila and Charlie of Δ6 leap back to a different Δ5 than my current one...?  The books will have existed and will be a beacon and ɑwareness focusing tool, for them. That future Δ5 of mine will be noticeably different from this one. My guess is it will be a degenerative case where its future Δ6 loop breaks down and never happens.  But the two sides of the equation must and do balance: a leap from old Δ6, somewhere in Intent, needs this book beacon to exist in Δ5; somewhere in Intent (my Δ5), this book beacon exists.  No paradox.

Dear Reader, look at this whole thing—in a holistic fashion—and focus on the wave aspect.  The bigger half of reality is wavy gravy, maaan.  The story is not in one line of traversal of timewaves, one series of waves.  The story is in a whole set of waves traveling across a vast Black Ocean and the resultant ϸattern that they create.  That is why Trozo is crazy, why his neurology is frazzled like a chicken on crack; that is the math he calculates; that is the ocean he navigates. 

A beacon is essential, even a crude one, for forming funnel-like nahualistic ƨtructure in Intent.  Intent ʄeels like infinity.  You need a beacon to even come close to an eleven-dimensional wave target in a fantastic black ocean, even with angelic intervention, in my opinion.  These books, an act of love, will help dial in the rough region of Intent.  

Plus, for Charlie and Mila in that new future, they will help focus and condition them for their leaps.  That, I believe, is why Lord Uman gave them zero help in their leap. They needed to do it. Their success ripples out, even into the old future Δ6—where no books existed—nudging their leap toward success, helping my own creation some five years ago.  There, that wasn’t hard, was it, love?

I am a product of Phase 1’s folding, a two-soul chimera (three, counting Grey Wolf), writing in the Now to facilitate a wavy, artistic return that eventually will have created me.  That creation process started two years ago and ended nine years ago.  I ɮnow.  I was created two years ago when Lizzy and James were snatched, but then translated back nine to start my writing work, if that helps.  Ask Lord Uman all your questions.  No, don’t.  You don’t want ɑttention from any deities.

Paradox is avoided because it is an inductive wavy return, not a discrete or precise one.  No snake eating its tail here, though there have been offers.  Beat you to it, Trozo.  You would have to ask Trozo for the nahualistic math, Dear Reader.  I just ɮnow what needs done and who to delegate what to, for that to happen.  Plus, I have a lot of ϣill for coercing said delegates.

Waves.  So then, has my research leaked out?  That would explain the calculated TDQS Drift between my scrying and waking-world events.  Trozo has been hinting that The Builders could have done something, anything—from something unknown that that supercomputer ISAAC did with the manuscripts, to fantastic, unimaginable feats of ϸower.  Who ɮnows how much they ɮnow about us?  These waves can travel over the tiniest entanglement—did some land in someone’s mind?  Were it part of my mandate, I would be curious to follow that thread.  No time.

No, if it leaked, it would be the art.  The cursed hue-men would have destroyed the art.  An ugly act.  Almost a disappointment. 

Did something go wrong?


~ Rose Samuel
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New Beginnings [Δ5]
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[Book #3 Excerpt: Scout Report Volume 3, 3rd Edition]
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“Think of life as a voyage. [snip] One man forgets his own life in the purposes for which his life is lived, and he is the man whose life grows richest and brightest.”

~ Phillips Brooks






Circa 21956.743.60: White Wolf’s Leap of Faith

This is a new moon.  Fitting.  I was born under a full moon and shall die under a new one.  Or one could say I died under a full moon and was born under a new one.  Perspective.  This shall be my last journal entry in the Dragon book.  It has, to date, escaped being stolen.

It was supposed to be only pain-wracked old me and Arthrie in the end, ready for our leap together.  Three strangers. Two are doctors. One, is my anxious-faced, young, local neurologist, playing the role of witness. My elderly PCP (who’s older than I am), agreed to write the Rx for the meds that I shall pop into my mouth and wash down with Irish whiskey.  Arthrie’s long-time vet, shall perform his IV version of the same.  It seems odd and macabre, granted.  

Tall and lanky, even in old age I somewhat tower over these medical folks, especially the pudgy and short vet, Dr. Ruto.  I’m certainly smarter, but IQ does not prevent death.  Here I am, the weakest and most infirm...the one in the hot seat.  

My neuro disease is not mysterious to me.  Truth be told, I ɮnow exactly what drives it.  I cannot communicate it to doctors without being locked away.  It is outside their reality.  My nervous system is tuned to interact with everything everywhere-when all at once—in eleven dimensions.  But, also true, it is not built for that, and so is chronically inflamed.  I am a victim of my own success as a world-class dreamer.  It isn’t boasting if it’s true.  I am the best engineer of transdimensional technology and the best in a specialized “navigational” class of dreamers.  Even so, I never figured out how to lock my nervous system into one timewave and hold it there until I wanted to travel...I simply do not have that ability.  I ʄeel them all, like the Cosmic Microwave Background.  Most people don’t feel anything except what interacts with their skin.  My poor nervous system.  Phucking Uman.

But then I have to go conspiracy theorist, too.  There really are forces trying to push me off the planet.  It isn’t my fault. I know this.  Rivka loves me but also hates me, for example.  What about that psycho womb-man from some years ago?  She was a gang member and murderer, it turns out.  All the “bad luck” that constantly grinds on my life, what about that?  Critical things disappearing...reappearing.  Things breaking at the worst time.  Plans sabotaged.  Dangerous people popping up.  I can ʄeel an intelligence behind it.  Let’s not forget “the one faith.” I suspect the one faith’s deity, Ahl-Let.  It smells like her brand, feeding on my frustration.  Perhaps phucking Uman only allows her to go so far...?  Well, she has the green light, now.

I would grouse about the death funnel our disingenuous government has created, making it impossible for seniors to keep their house with the gov retirement benefits they keep whittling down, if they have any mortgage at all...all funneling us to their Medical Assistance In Dying program...but truth is, I’m ready.  Their crap is honestly more like that last straw than anything else.  Though it is a bit much to then force us to pay $850 for the Rx.  Look, if you’re going to force us to take it, at least make it free, amirite?  For some crazy reason, they will not even allow insurance to pay it.  It’s like they require us to either be tortured or be extorted out of that last bit of money before letting us go. That bitch deity Ahl-Let finally wins.  I’ll be missed by no one except arguably Rivka.

It took some wrangling to get the hue-men doctors and the one vet to come all the way out to the land at Sunnset and perform the ceremony outdoors amongst strangers.  That is a stretch for them.  

I shall go through the transition first, and then it shall be Arthrie’s turn.  It is done this way not to be cruel, but rather to be kind and give Arthrie an understanding and reminder of the process.  You see, this noble blotchy charcoal and white wolf...is a Tulku. He has traveled through death before.  Rather than his waking body being taken by surprise, he needs to fully ƨee what this is all about, so that his nahualistic body can abandon ship as soon as possible, and intact.  He needs to ƨee that he is joining me, not being betrayed and abandoned.  That would be worse than death, for both of us—him being led to believe such a horrible thing. 

No. Where one goes, we both go. Over this life, I’ve come to believe it’s been that way for a very long time. One or the other may lead but the other follows. This time, I must lead. Relax, brother, you are not being abandoned. I will cross and wait for you.

The carcasses shall by state law not be left unattended overnight.  This was a huge last-minute issue as they would not perform the procedure without this being handled properly.  I tried begging a distant neighbor to certify by sworn affidavit that they would remain with the bodies until tomorrow when they are buried (with the understanding that they did not really have to be there).  No luck.  

So, in the end, I called my most-trusted cohort these days: JS, of all people.  He swore that he would keep the issue a secret and did in fact provide the necessary paperwork.  ...Then, predictably, they all arrived.  

Faces lined with apparent sorrow and deit-damned pity, there is JS, Bill, JJ, R, C, and S.  No O, my ex.  Beautiful Rivka dea did make it.  The events seem to be hitting her especially and surprisingly hard.  I ɮnow how hard grief can be, but she is beside herself like she’s fighting a daemon at the same time.  Even a panic attack.  My primary, curmudgeonly Dr. Roffey, had to administer sedatives for her.  There is some hand-wringing but also some joy and excitement.  Most of the others have no clue as to the truth about James Samuel being my future incarnation that came back through time.  Or maybe they do.  Who cares?

It is a sacred event, at any rate.  We are being honored and celebrated!  Note that there are exactly zero people from my White-washed Piceance tribe at this sacred event.  Not even my remaining two living sibs.  Their hypocrisy is boundless.  Supposedly, the Piceance are proud of churning out the best engineers in the world.  I’m their best engineer, ever, and it does not change that fact by refusing to admit it.  Ostracized for life.  No matter.

How I die does not affect JS’s past (or maybe it does, but no time for quantum physics). At any rate, it may affect his future more profoundly than the others.  

Can you believe it?  I cannot.  Where was all this affectionate joy through the journey of life?  HAW!  No matter, it is here now.  No, it has always been there.  It is important for me to give JS hope and joy at this time.  James, don’t read this next paragraph.  I love you, my friend.

He is truly my nahualistic sunn.  He found me, and recognizes me, and ɍemembers.  He ɍemembers being Charlie in the future and leaping back to here...or at least did.  He has been acting odd for some time?!?  Maybe a couple years.  These days, for whatever reason, he honestly has taken on some effeminate characteristics, though paradoxically he is far less empathetic.  I do periodically catch him ogling Rivka, true to form, though.  Perhaps it is from all the time he used to spend with that hypnotist Elizabeth Rose until she disappeared.  That was about a couple years ago, too, actually.  What an awful time to put that together. Maybe her disappearance impacted him deeply...?  Saw something written on paper that suggests he even goes by the name “Corissa” sometimes.  Whatever.  I really don’t care. Who am I kidding?  I’ve been a perv all my life.  The question is if he can tolerate me.  I’m the last to comment on what he does in private. Mysterious world.

So...the carcasses shall be protected inside the yard through the night, and then they shall be buried in the family cemetery as soon as the pre-dug grave sites are cleaned out and “polished” with a backhoe, tomorrow.  A mortuary company has been contracted to provide that service, plus the placement of the bodies in cheap caskets.  (For the record, both Arthrie and I merely wanted to be placed in the holes and simply covered with dirt.)

We both are positioned on blankets in the northwest corner of the yard, where we—Arthrie’s entire lineage ever since I moved here to empty prairie some twenty years ago—have loved to stand and watch the Sunnsets.  The weather is cooperating.  I almost expected a cold snap.  I have my torso propped up with couch pillows, writing these words.  It happens at Sunnset.  Soon.  Such beautiful mountains.  I hear Rivka vomiting. The two other womb-men, R and S, are comforting her and giving her sips of water.  This is the suck part of life. 

What I shall try to do, is lift free of my painful body at first opportunity, and wait around for Arthrie.  We shall set sail into the Unknown together, surely engaging a host of unseen beings.  That, for me, is the part that is the most worrisome.  These unknown beings.  As with the rest of life, there are good ones and bad ones, and predations, and tricks.  We will do our best to sort through that in real time, as we have in waking life.  

The hope is that over our lives we have made some sort of adequate friendships to help us get off to an average start and find some sort of happy new normal.  We perhaps have garnered enough wisdom between the two of us to hone our instincts and avoid the lethal traps.  Wish us luck and love, ɨntend us forward!  I do have a certain faith in the Creator. Less so in the Powers That Be.  Zero in that phucking deity Uman, to stick to his agreement.  I hate my glasses.  Will not miss wearing those.  There.  This is it.  I’ll give the book back to James now to store with my belongings.  I do love the beauty and affection that has been shown me in this lovely world.  Would have wished better for her.  Hue-men could have been her guardian, not her cancer.  ~ Trozo Trece, Piceance Tribe
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Circa 21956.743.60: Definitive Journey Emanations


The pills are washed down with a celebratory flourish and shout.  Counting back from....  Shock.  Finality decision.  Unconsc—  

Dreaming.  Floating over body.  Looking down, group of people.  

Arthrie crying, whimpering.  Running in yard.  Frightened.  

My ɑwareness fragmented.  Unstable now.  

My ɨntent stabilizing, no time for panic.  

I ɮnow that waiting for Arthrie.

Flying down, I calm Arthrie.  Strong winds.  Emotion.  Hard to fight through.  Must!  A sorcerer, he ʄeels me.  

Man summons Arthrie with hand.  

Arthrie lowers tail.  Goes.  He ɮnows.

I practice gates of dreaming.  Try calm myself.  There are beings in shadows.  Is dusk.  They give me dreaming energy. 

Observe, orient, decide, act, overcome, repeat.  Imperfectly.  Am ʄeeling ϸower-full.  One being is old friend.  From the teepee ring on prairie!  Hue-man!  Shaman.  An inorganic being from sink hole in grove.  Two more, unknown.  Lord Uman, I ɧear the name.  Oh.

In the moonlight, I realize that these are the last moments I shall ġaze on Irth as Trozo.  Lovely Rivka sleeping.  Fainted.  Doctor looking.

Maybe last moments ƨeeing Irth.  

Want to drown in horror, grief.  Can’t breathe.  Resist.  

What am I?  Can’t wake up.  Can’t breathe!  Maddening.

Calm down, calm down.  I ɮnow this realm.  Is simply dreaming.

There is Arthrie!  My dear Arthrie.

I ϣill myself to him.  Embrace.  Comfort.

I must not fail him. 

New reality.  Can’t forget each other.  

He ɮnows.

We are ƨeeing.  Other beings.  Dim.  Shadows.  

Reframes.  Floating by a lake.  Beautiful flowers.  

Snow-covered mountain near.  

Arthrie is here.  Wild and free.  Beautiful.  Looks young.  No names, no leashes.  

Time passes?  I don’t know.  

Dream reframes many times.  First thing each time: find Arthrie.  Second thing: find dreaming energy.  Chaotic.  Must stop world spinning.  Stabilize ϸerceptions. 

Black Ocean nourishes us.  Faith.  Powers That Be need us.  Faith.  Creator.  My mandate to Uman.  Phucking Uman!  Agreement.  Mandate to Arthrie.  Shhhhh!  Secret.  Me-me-golden.  I ɍemember!






Time passes?

We are wise.  We are skilled.  We have ɮnowledge.  We are natives here.

We watch out for each other and are working on some other relationships.  Beings feed us, teach us how to hunt ϸower.  Stabilizing ɨntent.  Stopping the world spinning.

There is a certain ʄeel to this realm.  It can be maddening if you focus ɑttention on it.  

This is backwards.  Having a body was maddening, unnatural situation.

There is beauty and joy and affection too.  

There are choices and decisions and natural consequences.  

There are glorious beings and frightening ones.

Nothing has really changed, except no painful bodies now.  Hard to even ɍemember what that was like.  

A blur.  Anything approaching a “memory” barely exists here.  

This is our paradise.  Holy Grail. Unity.  Little Hevin.  Wait.  Uman is coming.
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Close the Tesseract [Δ6]
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[Book #6 Excerpt: The Lost Oracle Book 1, 2nd Edition]
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“La alegría de un guerrero le viene de haber aceptado su destino y de haber evaluado en verdad lo que tiene delante.”

~ Carlos Castaneda






116-Octubre-27: Away Point Bravo

[Emanations collected at Sky View Ranch and Rose Octachoron Studio.]

They were nearing Away Point Alpha with little incident, though the petulant sky was already darkening with heavy rain clouds.  The Sunn was two finger widths from the horizon.  The soldiers crept through the jungle silently, jittery hands-on weapons—chambered, some on full-auto.  It was supposed to be a training exercise, simulating an emergency evacuation of their “embassy outpost.”  Colonel Vaust was allegedly lurking in the jungle near Away Point Bravo to test them for weaknesses in performance.

Several of various types of thick brown or aggressive small black snakes were killed, beheaded, and gutted for food along the way, even a false coral snake.  Charlie McIntosh emphasized that the small snakes were as dangerous or worse, but the big ones were easier to see and had more meat.  The one exception being the large nauyaca, which is quite deadly. Their home—the Northern Region—did not have the many venomous snakes and spiders of the jungle, creeping silently in the shadows.  Rightfully superstitious, the men mainly feared spirits and deities beyond their comprehension, however. They had heard the stories for weeks. 

The four defensive fire teams were far enough out, loosely coupled, so that it seemed the royal entourage was alone in the jungle.  Corissa and Ahmed—a priestess and High Priest of Lord Uman, respectively—were Mila Klein’s “entourage.”  Miguel had disappeared yet again, as he is wont to do.  Barrel-chested Charlie and the large Black man, Lieutenant Colonel Gaylen, were acting as Mila’s personal bodyguards, generally orbiting the entourage as polar opposites.  

When the rear guard would come up too close, LTC Gaylen would break squelch twice meaning to slow down.  When the entourage would come up on the forward guard, they broke once for them to speed up.  Surprisingly, the jungle is quiet.  Gonna get soaked, Charlie thought, eyeing the threatening clouds.  Oaxaca, México...Lord, he thought.  Used to be another country, before the Great Sorrow. With no tents or real supplies, they are accurately simulating an emergency evac and exfil.  So far, the platoon is buying the cover story.  

Coming from the Northern Region of the United Republic down to Lord Uman’s ϸower spot in the Southern Region had been a long and dangerous expedition before Charlie had had to murder his former mentor, the military leader of the expedition: Colonel Barron Vaust.  The spot had to be near. Escaping into the jungle under these false pretenses would hopefully buy them the time to....  Complete.  The.  Mission.

Big, burly Charlie in part kept the teams at a distance so that the four of them could talk semi-freely (when Gaylen was not near).  As CSM he is in charge of a lot of the hands-on troop management for Mila.  Though in reality Chief of Staff, she is acting as both a Captain and the de facto leader of the expedition—only deferring to Colonel Vaust for explicit troop deployment, not mission objectives.  The troops refer to her in that role as the Platoon Commander or simply “Commander Klein.”  

Charlie had been semi-retired when His Northern Imminence—Mila’s father—called him into the Royal Palace at the Capitol Complex for that disastrous meeting of the Council of Kalip.  Though fifty-five and with thirty pounds of middle age on top of his fighting weight, he still moves fluidly through the jungle like a cat, moving his head like a cat, his muscles toned like a cat as he advances in aggressive-cautious bursts.

“Good times, am I right?” he said in the direction of Mila.  He ran a hand over his sweaty, bald head.  The jungle humidity and heat can be oppressive.  He pulled a canteen free and took a swig of the last water he got from the well before it was polluted with a dead body.  Gotta make it last, he thought.

She ignored him.  This is one of those rare times when she is truly worried for her neck.  Her father could not protect her out here, nor would he, if given the choice.  He had been accumulating doubts about his daughter and Charlie ever since questions were raised by the death of almost the entire Council.

Charlie rightly sensed her preoccupation and his advantage.  “We’ve come a long way from when you took me hostage from my little mountain village, yes?” His husky voice seemed out of place in the gathering shadows. All the jungle life knew to conceal their location, not boast about it.  “There I was, young and strong, just making log cabins for a living.  Had my own business.  ...Family....  You, a bratty arrogant little shit trying to make her daddy proud, even though he sent her out to the wilderness to get rid of her.  Now here we are, and your life is in my hands.  Crazy how that work—”

“—Just shut up.”  She spat the words at him like a handful of darts.  Corissa also cast him a brief, ugly look over her slender brown shoulder.  

Charlie let out a deep, low, venomous chuckle.  It oozed malevolent bitterness. Direct hit, he thought, noting that he was one syllable from phucking up the whole mission. He choked down the bile. Grey Wolf needs me.

Ahmed grinned, but did not dare look in the direction of the tall, manly Mila, tromping through near-virgin jungle behind the sorceress Corissa. Corissa led the way.  Mila’s light trigger and penchant for sadistic vengeance is legend, and he was saving his ϸower for bigger things: launching the warrior Charlie into the sacred Unknown.

Mila had once held the title of Commander, then Captain.  That is basically unheard of in the sexist “one faith” religion and their sexist military and their sexist politburo.  Yes, there was nepotism involved.  Yes, their patron deity is female.  But it is also true that Mila had honestly earned the title by advancing the interests and control of the one faith over a terrified region.  A world-class sorcerer himself, Ahmed is terrified less by her proclivities than by what he ƨees about the two: they are parts of the same soul. 

Game trails—with flagging Corissa had placed while scouting the day before—marked the way for the forward fire team.  They would radio one word “derecho/a” or “izquierda” at each flag, to remove any ambiguity.

Then, Mila had been promoted to Northern Chief of Staff.  All she had to do was say the word, and the fire teams would focus all their vexations, from all of life’s cruelties and injustices, toward one Charlie McIntosh.  “Cojones,” Ahmed muttered, too low to be heard, more as a personal stress release gesture.

“I’m just saying”—his voice hinting at conciliatory tones—"Dancing on this razor is starting to hurt...us both, isn’t it?  ...Your girl sure she found the spot?”

“I found it.  Shut up,” Corissa hissed.

Charlie loves when Corissa leads the group.  She is the exact opposite of Mila in every way.  Her comfort zone is submissive.  She is average height, thin, attractive, long haired, with a nice round and cute perky little jiggly butt.  She likes hands-on work and making people happy.  He glanced to his side at Ahmed, then toward big-boned, blocky-faced, stench-bellow Mila’s bureaucratic butt: flabby, drooping, flat.  A look of distaste could be read briefly on his face.

“I’m just sayin’ I get it.  I ɮnow what’s supposed to happen up here, Commander.  I also ɮnow the dancing you’re gonna both have to do afterwards.  Tell you the truth, I welcome this....”

“Mekuta to the foolish.” Mila had invoked the formal greeting of the one faith, but she had softened her voice.  “Mekuta,” in the deity Ahl-Let’s ancient Metu Neter language, means “deconstruction unto death.”

“Eksat to the wise,” Charlie responded.  It signified he had regained his submissive role.  “Eksat” is shorthand that means roughly, “may the mercy of Ahl-Let find you.”

Corissa stopped walking and turned to face the two.  The smooth skin of her face was stretched taut over her delicate light-colored cheekbones.  She looked around to ensure no eavesdropping by an errant fire team or LTC Gaylen (who was relieving himself to the side of their trail).  The stress of the situation had her wound to the breaking point.  

“The contract requires all eight of you.  We must complete the contract to keep the Old Man happy,” she said.  It was implied that they could not kill each other.  

They had agreed to use the term “Old Man” as code for Lord Uman.  Though Lord Uman is the oldest—having been the first deity The Builders created on Irth—Ahl-Let has risen to global power and supplanted him.  The two are absolute enemies.  Corissa is Lord Uman’s priestess acting as his liaison for the expedition.  She is one of a long lineage of priests and priestesses from what once was Catemaco, México—a lineage only able to exist because of proximity to Lord Uman’s ϸower spot.  Corissa exists far to the north thanks to her adeptness at the art of stalking—her façade as a follower of Ahl-Let is impeccable.  

“I am speaking under His authority,” she felt compelled to add.  

Well spank my ass, Charlie thought.  In that regard, Corissa outranks Mila given their location and purpose.
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Away Point Alpha is where an old horse bridge crosses the Rio Xanil, as it flows over low cascades to join a creek-like tributary from the east, slithering like the many snakes of the region on its way down to Agua Azul to the south.  There is an old tree knocked down into the water below the bridge, and it is encased in a layer of limestone that formed from the mineral-rich water striking it.  The water is shockingly blue.  Momma would love to paint it! Charlie thought, seeing the river as the Sunn set.  Fern always loved her art.  

The main river comes down from the west and their merged water makes a sharp turn south here.  There’s a road to the west that a real adversary might alternately expect them to exfil onto.  Their actual exfil plan would be to hike north-east through the jungle some 25-30 klicks and take over the ancient ruins near the town of Palenque.  Ahmed had been silently trailing behind them, and shortly before they arrived at the away point, Charlie looked back to find he had disappeared.

Those stone structures would allow for security in a fire fight, amplifying the value of their rifles.  The problem with their 5.56mm weapons is that the bullet strikes the foliage in a jungle and starts to tumble out of control.  No accuracy and penetration that way.  Also, a silent bow and arrow is more dangerous in the jungle than rifles.  But give them stone structures to hide behind in a cleared space, and everything changes.  From the ruins, they could theoretically loot the village for supplies and weapons, get communication out to His Northern Imminence for support, and hunker down for weeks.

Their east flank on the other side of the river—Delta Team—signals with their laser pointer, flashing code.  They are in position.  All the teams form a silent tight perimeter at Away Point Alpha.  Charlie plays the role of CSM and requests Lieutenant Colonel Gaylen to first review the forward guard and rear guards, and then the west flank, which he does.  Sergeants and their corporals oversee the four large squads.  By code he tells the east flank that they will be passing through in the hour.  Charlie, Mila and Corissa go through the motions of “reviewing what the plan would be in an actual situation,” and assessing how things went, for a precious half-hour.  

When the LTC returns, the command group crosses the bridge for a leisurely one-hour-plus creep for the remaining four klicks.  Charlie orders all the teams to camp for the night at Away Point Alpha while the command group presses forward unaccompanied.

Vast swaths of this jungle used to be agricultural land, chunked into squares.  But the Irth has reclaimed it.  Charlie and the LTC use their compasses and orienteering skills to navigate for the party of four as the twilight deepens.  Colonel Vaust is allegedly going to “try” the men that night—that is the story.  There is no “GPS” like there used to be, no good topo maps, and the surrounding hills are little help, being largely concealed by the trees.  The stars would not be an option after dusk, due to the clouds.  However, little Corissa of all people has already traversed this route and that is helpful.  She had expected or at least hoped for Ahmed’s help.

They crossed the muddy creek bottom of the tributary by hopping stones. A half kilometer away, they passed through an abandoned tiny village, with the burned-out husks of buildings that are monuments to the Great Collapse.  “What about the snakes?” Mila asked as they walked through it.  “They aren’t out at night, are they?”  

“Yeah, that’s mainly when they hunt,” Charlie answered.  “Good to keep your knees bent and use your flashlight, watch where you step.”  He walked another hundred feet and stopped.  “Not to be all ‘alarmist’ or anything, but there are crocs here, too,” Charlie added as an afterthought.  He peered ahead to where the dirt road met the wall of jungle and resumed walking.

“Where are Miguel and Ahmed?” Mila asked Corissa.  

“They are wherever they are,” Corissa responded.

Eventually they made it to the banks of the main Rio Xanil.  It took a little scouting to eventually find the island several kilometers farther south. Surprisingly, there were no game trails along the river bank.  An island in the center of the river is Away Point Bravo.  That is where they would camp for the night.  

It is Lord Uman’s ϸower spot.  

Large enough to have a few trees, it is a place so ϸowerful that Corissa believes even a non-sorcerer can leap through Intent, because of the boost in personal ϸower it can provide.

While scouting along the west bank for the best place to cross—there was still barely enough light to see that some places were quite deep—Charlie sensed movement and spun to almost shoot Miguel in the chest with his drawn .45.

“You idiot!” Charlie hissed.

Miguel grinned, trying to appear as an ignorant, sheepish pobrecito.  He took his straw cowboy hat in hand and held it upside down, palm up, as he shrugged an insincere “mea culpa.”

“I show you where to cross,” Miguel said.  He was wearing shorts and rubber sandals. 

Mila, ever the Commander—though it had been years since officially holding the title, and never in a field capacity—started to forge across the river first, with Corissa in tow.  She was in the water up to her cottage-cheese thighs when Miguel tapped on her shoulder from behind.  He pointed, with his staff in one hand and flashlight in other, toward the far river bank perhaps a hundred feet downstream from the island’s southern tip, and two eyes glowed in the beam.

“Cocodrilo más grande,” he said, and then pushed ahead of her, tugging at her light pack as he did so.  She surrendered the pack to him.  

Charlie and the LTC had taken the time to take off their pants and boots and place them into their medium packs under the top cap.  He had perfect faith in Miguel—or at least their patron deity—to protect the womb-men from the wildlife.  They crossed the river with no pants, rifles held overhead.  It began to rain.  The riverbed is fairly sandy and easy on the feet.  Charlie took every step cautiously, probing for holes and wildlife, plus setting his bum foot down with care.
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116-Octubre-27: Charlie’s Recovered Memories

On the island, Miguel and I shucked our packs and put our dry pants and socks, and nice dry boots back on.  Miguel does it all at a distance, not a word.  The womb-men look on in silence, then take off their pants and socks and wring them out.  I can hear it all.  They did not think to bring dry socks.  Haw haw!  Rookie mistake.  Will learn that lesson by morning, mark my words.  Nothing dries out here, but at least they did have wool socks.  Of course, Corissa ƙnew better.  It turns out that her grandmother and grandfather were from this area.  That is a well-kept secret, by the way, which would cost her one head if it leaked out.  Nothing but witches come out of here.  Her birth name was Seryi, not Corissa, from her grandmother.  No, little Seryi was playing along with arrogant Mila’s stupidity rather than embarrassing her.  Smart girl.

LTC makes it over, does his perfunctory clearing of the island, then crosses back over to the beach.  He’ll spend the phucking night alone there, per Mila’s command.  Not totally alone.  There are panthers, crocs, snakes, spiders.  Guessing phucking Uman doesn’t care if he lives or dies.  He might even be “payment” to the wildlife for our stay...?  Oh well, not my problem.  My foot is killing me.  Ever since jumping out of the Council’s window, it has been a problem.  That was a day.  

I find a small tree and start to sit down with my back against it to ponder things.  My old knees sound like they are filled with loose cartilage.  It has been one phucked up life.  My kids.  How old would they be, now?  I hate Uman and I hate Mila.  

On second thought, I move to a sandy clear spot to sit.  Doing a lot of thinking today.  Wondering about the idiots—very phucking briefly—back at Alpha.  Each squad has a night vision monocular.  They should be fine.  One of my last acts on this Irth was to have them release the camp whores.  Mainly, just a nudge toward phucking Gaylen being the guy in the barrel if it comes to that.  Bet there are dozens of cig cherries painting bullseyes on the men right now.  Barron would not approve of it—and I don’t either—but phuck him he’s dead, and soon enough I will be too.  They can do whatever the Hel they want, blow each other all night long for all I care.  Mila prolly safer the fewer of them there are.  

Mila has her hiking boots back on and is sporting a poncho made out of a plastic garbage bag.  She’s been reduced to flaunting her status with plastic bags.  Haw haw!  Lord.  Gonna miss this phucked up planet.  Ok, that is a smart idea.  The black bag is good concealment at night, and we were all getting soaked in the drizzle anyway.  She brought a couple boxes of them, and each of us snatched up our own to wear.  Buncha wet daugs at Alpha.  That is her cunning.  She would rather carry the boxes several klicks than leave any behind for others to steal while she’s gone.  

Will give her this, that she handled the military exercise well.  Periodically, I would find myself behind her for this or that reason.  She walks in such a stiff fashion, with her big meaty authoritarian ass and thick calves—it looks dry and painful.  She belongs behind a desk.  Like the world would explode if she lubricated her hips.  Maybe she has an injury that no one knows about.  She hides her finer emotions—besides anger and rage and self-pity—or maybe doesn’t have any.  Maybe they went to the same place as her womb-manhood.  All just her trying to give her father the sunn he wanted.  She did good, though.  Stayed out of the way and kept her mouth shut.  No phucking whining or second-guessing the expert in charge.  

She even killed one of the snakes with a borrowed machete, grabbing it by the tail and hacking its neck as it dangled, to hear tell from a corporal.  There are some quite deadly snakes here, by the way.  I do not know if that was one, but they said it was.  This all happened while I was out front.  

Corissa, looking ever more like her personal cunt licker, in contrast, looks sexy as Hel tonight!  She usually walks behind Mila, to her left, almost like a shadow, a skinny little frightened puppy.  Jittery, twitching with every move by Mila.  Mila takes a step right, so does her shadow.  Mila shifts her weight and her shadow shifts.  

Hilton!  That is who Mila reminds me of, no longer just a small version of that old two-hundred-pound bull-dyke battle cunt.  Bigger, if anything.  Wonder what ever happened to that twat?  She was in High Favor for about five years after I got there.  Liked it better when town was Mile High.  Stupid one faith renamed it.  They are on my shit list, too.  Anyway, she just disappeared.  Her and that Black bitch, both.  

Oh yeah, heard she retired out in the Western Region with her parent’s family, never having a man or kids of her own.  That’s right, I remember now.  Odd that Black bitch Melody left the area about the same time.  ...And here is Mila acting like their blessed daughter.  There’s more to that story, I bet.  Amazed I did not pick up on that earlier.  But no matter.  My shit is all over the place right now.  

She looks all submissive and scared for a jungle witch.  Her coconut head and long black hair bob around in the remaining light, looking for safety.  She is completely phucking uprooted.  Same here, sis.  Makes me wonder if I am phucking up, would have preferred to see her all confident and such.  What scares her?  What does she ƨee that I cannot?

Miguel comes and stands in front of me.  Quite a jolt.  I see him walk up and he just stares down into my face, says nothing. ...Doesn’t have to.  His little steel beady eyes are almost glowing.  It is all on me, every step, he will not force me.  I get up and leave my gear.  It ʄeels like the guard came to walk me down the hall to the electric chair.  The womb-men stay on the beach.  I guess that putting on our ponchos together was the goodbye...farewell bitches, don’t take it too hard.  

We walk to the center of the little island, about a hundred feet across is all, maybe a little less.  We pass a stone ring with a little trickle running through it.  The island is a lot longer than wide.  There is a tiny spring that cuts long-ways through the middle of the island, sorta like a belt around the waist.  Trees and jungle growth is pretty heavy in places, hardly none in spots.  Phucking crocs could be anywhere in here.  Snakes.  Spiders.  Who knows what?  Hey, all that is on Miguel, and he seems not to be worried, so I ain’t either!  Wish that was the main thing.  

That little spring with the ring of rock?  It sticks out of limestone bedrock.  It has a deep hole in its center, and it’s not really a full ring.  The rock sticks up near the top of the water, but only goes maybe 2/3 around, sand and mud completing the circle.  Spooky-ass hole.  The water is roughed up as it passes over the ring.  The whole thing is about ten feet wide.  That’s gotta be the spot.  

Another big jolt.

We walk up to this tree stump and it stands up.  It is phucking Ahmed.  That cunt, I almost shit myself.  He could have gotten shot.  My first thought is this is sorcery for him to find us here, but then I realize that both of them must have ƙnown our goal was to get to this spot.  They figured it out.  He just came here and waited on us.  No one says a thing, but Ahmed points to another limestone pool upstream maybe twenty feet from The Hole.  Just a sandy little dip, and maybe a foot at deepest, five feet across.  Guess this is the spot.  Nothing growing there, maybe too wet or salty.  It looks clean enough, which is surprising.  

In theory, Miguel cleared the island for us.  I’m trying to figure out the significance of this feature and look up to find out that those two creeps are gone.  I can barely see, but think that each of the four has taken up a position at each cardinal point.  Mila is at the north.  Little Corissa is to the east.  I can’t tell who’s who for the other two.  They seem to have their backs to me and the two old Méxicans look pretty much alike from the back.  There’s a lot of plants on this island, too, and zero Luna.  

I ʄeel sad, grieving really.  For whatever reason I remove my clothes.  I am supposed to lie in this shallow pool naked...?  I guess.  That is what I do.  They just left me to figure it all out.  The water is still warm.  The limestone under the sand stores up heat, too.  The air is prolly about eighty degrees.  Comfortable.  I lie down in the pool with my head in a pillow of sand.  It is actually pretty nice, if bugs, snakes, and crocs leave you alone.  Soothing.  The Ahmed thing still has me wound up.  I piss in the water.  Some big-ass spiders around here, too....  My hip and shoulder injuries thank me.  The ankle thanks me.  It is like a blessed spa, and I relax, looking up into the sky, pushing my worries away.  Warrior.
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Ж

Dear Reader, “the ring,” is a ceremonial portal that has been used by Men of Knowledge for millennia.  Were you to swim down the portal, you would find that about twelve feet down, it opens into a limestone cavern.  At the bottom of that, you would find artifacts: gold, turquoise, jewels, copal resin balls, pottery votives, and bones.  Lots of bones, including hue-men skeletons.  Fun Fact: Lord Uman selects a High Priest and High Priestess every generation.  They must make that journey to leave the right gift(s) and take the right one.  I have made it, in this here-Now (Δ5) in which I write, as did Black Wolf.  Not all do.  There are other cracks out of the cavern that continue on down, but I cannot speak of them.  

Ж
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It is not long before I start to ʄeel this almost electric shock sensation in my body.  Sort of a menthol vibrating coolness.  I ʄeel these waves of electricity going from my feet to my head and back again.  Some of it comes in big coarse shocks, like a painful grinder, and some is smooth and light, almost pleasant.  I can hear my breathing getting deep and slow and realize that I am falling asleep.  My body seems to be turning to stone, getting heavier and heavier.  Instinctively I stay still, relaxing into it.  I just don’t give any phucks, anymore, and find myself thinking about my Zane Grey stories, of all things.  Back in the day.  When life was halfway normal.  Pre-Mila.  I Pull myself back. 

It’s happening.  Did Miguel put something in the water?  There is a strong sort of sickly perfumey smell to this little sand pool.  He had made a bunch of some sort of paste, from the seeds and roots of this plant with white trumpet-shaped flowers.  Whatever.  I’m only an observer as far as the mechanics of all this shit goes.  I abandon myself to the winds of war.

The sky turns black. The stars disappear.  Then, this grey fog rolls in from every direction, and my field of vision brightens a bit.  By now, my body ʄeels far away, and like it’s cement.  I hear it breathing, and worry that maybe I have really stopped breathing and am just hoping I still am.  Right?  How would I know?  That passes, as I focus on the contract; I have to fulfill Uman’s phucking contract.  I have to leap back in Intent, whatever the Hel that means.  My body doesn’t dare die on me by stopping breathing.

Next, I ʄeel myself float up out of the body.  What the Hel. Seriously.  I ʄeel movement, and sorta roll over to face the ground, but all I ƨee is grey fog.  How to describe it?  The fog is sorta like an ocean.  It has these channels of current going slowly through it, like a big river.  One channel is carrying me.  But the current seems like it’s going through me, and I’m sorta a choke point: it’s wide as it approaches, then squeezes tight and small to pass through me, then it widens again.  

Then, I figure out that I already jumped.  Off in the distance, I ħear this wolf howling, all loud and sad.  It was when I laid down in the pool, I’m thinking.  I jumped into the Unknown.  How about that?  I did it, and I’m dreaming but still awake.  Pretty cool.  

All my life I have ʄelt a soul on my back.  No way really to describe that.  How does a person even ʄeel their own soul?  Yet we do, I do, anyway.  Mine has a lump on it.  That lump is moving around!  He seems playful.  

Have never believed the mouth noises of religious assholes or mystics, either one.  Can say it did impress me that Mila and I were able to find those books—“prospicient books,” Corissa calls them—that were written before I was born.  Those three books that talk about...US!  We solved the puzzles.  We never found the second geocache—ran out of time, courtesy of Council of Kalip—but did find the first.  We did. 

I’m left believing that soul-lump is a wolf soul from...my previous life as that Trozo guy.  And now, I’m ɧearing a wolf howling. It sounds like a wail coming through heavy, breezy fog...a river of fog.

This river ride is winding along. I don’t ʄeel my body at all anymore or hear the breathing.  It is not long, however, when I “approach” a darker patch in the fog.  This throaty sort of drawn-out resonating bell is in the background.  Then, I realize it is another wolf howl, only deeper.  The scene sort of opens up like I am coming out of a tunnel.  Well, it sorta fish-eyes as it approaches...morphs, is the word.  and I am home in my phucking cabin.  I remember that Sean is living there with us...with Amelia.  Little Sean is an adult.

Huh.  That’s something—the choke-point deal, where the cabin is all fish-eyed coming toward me, and squeezes through me as I approach.  The “morphing” is part of the motion—the more I move toward it, the more it morphs.  When I got there—inside the bubble—and stopped moving, the scene went to normal.  I look around and down at my hands.  

I recognize the ring on my hand.  It is my wife’s wedding ring on her slender pianist finger, the finger that never fit her chunky body.  Haw!  I am inside of Amelia somehow, looking out her eyes.  My ϻemories clash with hers, and there is confusion as they battle for which set is right.  I am a bit in shock and fight through it.  

There is no time, I sense, and so I look around and there is Florinda, my lovely Florinda.  She has cinnamon hair and finer features, so much like her grandma Fern.  Probably an expert with computing systems, or maybe a professor.  Her smarts are obvious.  She is getting ready to leave.  Again, I remember what is supposed to be.  She is staying elsewhere during her visit.  ...Wearing her hair stylish and short for a mountain girl.  Looks about forty maybe less, so much life.  Her blue eyes sparkle.  She must be visiting from her home in Haydin, a tiny village about thirty miles from Bears Ears.  

“I love you child, and always will,” I say.  It is a shock to her to be grabbed up so passionately by her momma, I guess. 

“Of course, Momma, I love you too.  Flippin’ eggs!  Are you ok?”

“Just remember that your father would do anything to keep us safe, remember that he loves you and is proud of you.  ...Remember that!”  It came out waaay more desperate than I would have liked, but there is no time.  

“Momma...?  It’s just another week and he’ll be back.  He sent word, remember? His cursed service is finally OVER.  That little witch Mila—well, I hear she grew into a...anyway, let me help you with the dishes...we love you too, Hon....”

“Where’s Sean?  Where’s Sean!”

“You don’t...?  He just went to bed.  I don’t—” Her voice fluttered with hints of alarm.

I tromped up the steep, noisy wooden stairs to the loft bedroom, leaving Florinda to puzzle.  Sean had evidently had taken over.  So glad they are staying with Momma, I think.  And there was Sean in bed staring back at me wide-eyed: “What’s the matter, Ames?”

“Sunn!  My precious sunn!”  I’m choking back tears and he comes up out of bed and hugs me in his underwear.  He has taken over my old room, the room I’d had as a child. I see initials carved in the hand-made log bedposts: “BM” and “CM”. Me and Billy, my next-youngest brother. 

“It’s ok, Momma...glad you and Florinda are staying the night....was it another bad dream?”  

Oh, so he has the house now.  The memories are not 100% lining up.  Florinda is evidently not leaving for the night. Are they worried about her?

“You are the best sunn your father could have asked for.  You make him proud.  Did you ƙnow that?  You have no idea how he has loved and missed you all these years....”  I kiss him on the cheek.  No time.  

I shoot out of his room, and down the loud drum-stairs that made me sound like a stampeding water buffalo, tears running down my cheeks, and out into the night in Amelia’s nightgown.  I’m thinking this time must be just before I came back for the last time.  

[He does not ƙnow what he is thinking.  The thoughts are energies striking his soul, a function of his personal ϸower. He never made it back. The Council of Kalip incident happened, and he was forced into hiding, then eventually to head south on this caravan with Mila.]  

It is only one block to my parent’s new cabin that Sean and brother Billy helped build for them, without my help—I was busy as Mila’s slave.  That’s right.  I ᵲemember they have another house now.  Smaller.  Just one big master bedroom, a small guest room, and a big living room/kitchen.  No loft.  They let Sean have their old house, figuring he would be the family man.  I ᵲemember, now.  But he didn’t.  No kids.  Why the Hel would he sleep in the loft?  Florinda and Ames could share the master and he could have the other one, Glen and Shirley’s old room.  One block.  I am running, and here comes Sean with a flashlight, running behind me.  I have to hug my parents goodbye. 

Thought I saw slender Fern running toward me
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