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Chapter One - A Lazy Day
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[image: image]The report was due in 25 minutes. If Ron did not make it, they’d politely ask him if he wanted any more time with it. He knew, that even if he flat out refused to work on the report, they would not mind. Ron was sure they would give him a promotion. And, quite possibly, a corner office as well.

Ron’s whole body jerked, and then, he opened his eyes. “Even my nightmares are boring,” he said, more so to himself than his border collie snoring away at his feet. For the smartest breed in the world, she had never really understood the ‘no pets on the bed’ rule. He had stopped even mentioning it a few years back. Since then, he had gotten used to it.

There was no point in lying with eyes wide open; 20 minutes rarely ever did anything for anyone. He figured he would get up and get a head start on the long day of doing absolutely nothing of importance ahead.

[image: image]“Wake up, girl. Yet another bright and sunny day waits for us,” Ron said, without any real conviction, while looking out of the window and at the clear blue sky adorning only a couple of fleecy clouds. When she did not listen, Ron reached and gave her a few belly rubs. “Jazz, come on.” She finally moved, seemingly in no condition to tackle the laborious day ahead.

Ron got up and Jazz followed him to her food bowl. After feeding her, Ron headed for the bathroom to get ready for the day. Within 20 minutes, he was.   

right on the schedule, he had followed for 45 plus years of his life too.

When he came out to check on Jazz, she was sitting by her empty bowl, seemingly for a long time. The expression on her face was clear, and one Ron had gotten used to since he always carried the same one on his own face too. The expression of ‘what now?’

“I guess breakfast, now?” Ron wondered out loud, looking at the grandfather clock. “9? That doesn’t make sense.” That was around the time the sprinklers usually went off. Ron was particular about the grass around his house atop the mesa. It always had to be greener. Not just green, but greener. The irony of the retirement years not being what he had imagined his whole life, and always wanting his grass to be greener, was lost on him. If it was a cause-and-effect situation that was not known. He had no clue. Having lived alone for so many years, and so far away from the historical city of Durango, Ron had picked up a skill or two. He went outside to complete some chores such as minor perimeter fence repairs, sprinkler inspection, bush trimming, and a few tree branches cut. So much for quick chores outside. By the time he came back; it was high noon. 

“Alright,” Ron said, to hearing soft, water irrigating his lawns. “Now, Breakfast.” As he took one step, he noticed the clock and that it still said 9. By 2 PM, as his perfectly fine wristwatch read, one thing was sure that it was not up his alley to fix the generational grandfather watch. “We’d have to take it to the town,” he informed Jazz, who was uninterested on account of her empty food bowl. She was one of those dogs that ate 3 times a day with light snacks in the evening.

Ron fed her again and thought about what he wanted for breakfast-cum-lunch.

In the mood for some eggs, Ron went out to the coup and put his hand where the eggs should have been, only to find chicken crap. “Not again.” He went around and opened the door and found it to be empty.  This was the 3rd batch that had vanished. “Not vanished,” Ron muttered, “escaped.” 

This means cereal, he thought, while closing the doors. He was not pleased with the thought, to say the least. He had done everything in his power to not turn into the image of an old man-eating stale cereal at noon. 

When he entered the kitchen, Jazz was at the dining table, on one of the chairs. “I know, girl. I know,” Ron assured Jazz, as he took out a bowl and the cereal box. He was dreading the purpose, but since he liked milk, he went to the fridge rather happily and opened it to get the jug. 

“Of course.” Of course. “It has to make sense some time, Jazz, because it’s not making sense today.” He grabbed the empty jug and turned around to face Jazz. “Out. We must go to the store.”

Jazz was particularly fond of the words. ‘Out’ not so much on its own, as she had many unfinished affairs, she had left unattended out and about. ‘Store’ on the other hand, came with its reasons. However, she had never been the one to show her excitement over outings before, and she was not going to start doing so that day.

“Fine,” Ron said, looking up at the universe, and noticing the stains on his ceilings instead. “Fine, you win. I do not know what you are playing at, but I don’t care for it. Look, here, I’ll grab an apple.” I will have to get that stain out.” He picked up the keys to his truck and walked over to the front door. “Come on, Jazz. Let us go, girl.”

Casually, she got up and walked out of the door, which Ron shut behind him.  And off they went.
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Chapter 2 - An Adventure (Fake Kind)

Jazz groaned, with her tongue in her mouth and her head inside the truck, even though the window was down. 

“I know, buddy. That was boring.” Ron admitted.

It was not something he would admit to a living soul ever but trips to the grocery store usually went better than that. “There were not even any cheese samples today.” 

People behind the Durango Superstore had been trying to push cheese on their customers for a while now. So far, no one had taken to it, but Ron. And, of course, Ginny. I wonder why she did not come today. 

The 9 nine miles between the store and his house in the hills seemed to stretch and go on forever in the form of meandering roads. Why, though? Wouldn’t a straight line have been more efficient? Even the river flows straight. “And then there’s the age-old question of the river’s name. ‘Animas.’ Hm,” he paused. “Would you happen to know anything about that, Jazz? Huh?” he asked her, rhetorically.

“I mean the Indians were here first, so I don’t mind the name. I just want to know why they named it something that means ‘river of the lost souls’, you know?” His eyes were mostly on the road, but occasionally he would turn to Jazz as if for an answer. “The Spanish expeditions that explored the area once or was it because of the icy grip that can pull you down to its dark depths in seconds.” 

He paused for a moment and looked at the river. It sure is stunning, though. The river gave the illusion of quietness from far away. It looked like a long strip going between the slopes. Far away in the distance, the construction of a proposed dam will disturb the view like a bump in the road, just as they drove over a bump in the road.

The Balance. He remembered something a member of the Navajo tribe had said once about the river. ‘We are made up of four basic elements: air, water, land, and heat. If any of these is disturbed, the whole balance is disturbed. No one walks in harmony when balance of the nature is disturbed.’

“Do you think so too, Jazz?” He gave her a quick glance. “Huh?”

[image: image]When he looked straight back ahead again, he spotted a fawn, running to cross the roads.

As Ron slammed the brakes and turned the steering to the river on his left, he looked in his rearview and saw the fawn standing on the spot, watching the truck go away from it. “The fawn is going away. No. We are.” 

Ron looked ahead and to avoid hitting a tree, swerved. The truck jumped off the road and went tumbling down the not-so-steep cliff.   Oh, look. Everything went black.

When Ron came back to his senses, he was out of the truck, and Jazz was sitting by his side. He looked at the truck, which was turned on its side, then looked up to see where they had fallen from.

[image: image]No man’s going to see us down here. “I, I remembered...”  Ron tried to remember what he had seen before everything went black. No matter how hard he tried, all he saw in his head were flashes of colors. “I think I saw colors?” he said to himself, pressing his temples. Nothing on me seems to be hurt, broken, or missing. Jazz? “Jazz?” He frantically looked back at Jazz to make sure she was not hurt. “Oh, I hope you’re okay,” he said as he tried to spot anything visibly wrong with her. “Pease tell me you’re okay.”

“I am okay,” Jazz replied.

“How can you be sure, though? Come, give me your paw,” Ron instructed her.       

She shifted her balance on her other foot and gave Ron her paw. Upon inspection, all seemed fine.

“Hmm, all seems good so far,” Ron observed, “except for the talking part.” Ron pressed his temples again. 

“So, it’s not that I don’t understand, just that I do not talk, because I do not agree, because I know I deserve the absolute best,” Jazz said, pointing her nose at a higher angle, closing her eyes. 

“What?” Ron inquired.

“About the bed. About ‘no pets on the bed’ rule,” she clarified.

“Oh, okay. That is sorted, then,” Ron confirmed, absentmindedly. “How, though? The... words out of your mouth...... thing.” 

“I don’t know. You’re the one who said all seems fine,” she paused, looking around before settling her gaze on Ron. “Is it?”

No words came to Ron’s head, but that did not have anything to do with the accident. Reading his expressions, Jazz looked around again. “I saw colors, too. However, I do not have a theory,” she looked at him again, “yet.”

“Right,” Ron said, trying to process the news, not being able to look away from her despite turning his head towards the wreck. “Me neither.” He finally looked at what remained of the truck, and admitted, “That’s not a goose and a talking one either. At least, two geese and an overenthusiastic duckling. What do you think?” He turned to Jazz. “Do you? If at all? Do you, ‘think’?” Ron asked, suspiciously, not knowing if he wanted the answer.

“I do,” Jazz replied. “And so does the tree you nearly hit on your way down,” she casually told him.

“I’m sorry, what?” He was not sure he heard her right.

“The tree, up there,” she pointed at the tree he had swerved to keep from hitting. “I think you should apologize to him.”

“How. How do you know?” Ron asked in disbelief.

“Everyone knows, its basic manners to apologize if you hit or nearly hit someone.” Jazz could not believe the arrogance.

“No. Not that...part. How do..., also, ‘him’? How do you know it’s a ‘him’?” 

“Well, he told me. We got to talking after you decided to take a nap in the middle of nowhere.”

“Not a nap; I passed out,” he explained while looking up at the tree intensely.

“Ay, buddy, take a picture, it will last longer!” the tree yelled.

Jazz could see Ron’s soul leave his body for a moment. “If that is coming as hard news, you’re probably not going to like how you got out,” she told Ron.

“How?” he asked.

“Eeeeh, I mean,” Jazz stalled.

“How, Jazz?” 

“Are you sure? Why, though?” 

“Please tell me,” Ron requested, sternly.

“The gaggle,” Jazz pointed, behind Ron.

He turned around to see and saw a gaggle of geese waddling away. 

He must have blinked twice and suddenly, only half a goose remained. With a jump, that disappeared into thin air as well.

“Hmm,” Ron let out.

“Hmm, what?” Jazz asked.

“Hmm, that I should not have missed my breakfast.”
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