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This is a work of fiction. All of the
characters, names, and events in this book are products of this
writer’s imagination or, in the case of referenced historical
persons, are used fictitiously. Any other similarity to actual
persons, names, or events is purely coincidental.

 


* * * * *

 


License Statement: This ebook is licensed for your
personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given
away to other people. If you would like to share this book with
another person, please purchase an additional copy for each
recipient. If you are reading this book and did not purchase it, or
it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your
favorite ebook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the hard work of this writer.

 


* * * * *

 


Note to the Reader: The principal elements of this
story were previously released under a different title by Glynn
Glenn who requested that this writer rewrite and release this story
under his own name.

 



WARNING:

 


Each of the 25 Parts of Her
Catalyst has some descriptive scenes of intimate pleasure
experienced individually or shared between consenting adults which
are inappropriate to children and will be offensive to some adults.
Some Parts also have brief descriptive scenes of violence unrelated
to intimacy. In addition, some of the statements and ideas
expressed by the characters may be offensive to some people. The
intent of this writer is not to be offensive, but to allow the
characters to practice their right of the freedom of speech.

 


* * * * *

 


An explanatory note:

 


This story takes place in an alternate time
line which uses a calendar of ten months with six weeks of six days
each. The remaining five days are set aside for the New Year
holiday at the beginning of the year which expands to six days
every fourth year.

Months are identified as ‘first’ through
‘tenth’ with the New Year holiday being the ‘zero’ month at the
beginning of each year. The days of the week are known as:
first-day, second-day, third-day, fourth-day, fifth-day, and
sixth-day. Dates are recorded with four digits for the year, two
digits for the month, and two digits for the day. For example,
2120-06-18 refers to the year 2120, the 6th month, and the 18th
day.

Days are divided into 24 hours with the start
of the hour being referred to by the number followed by the word
‘hundred’. For example, noon is called ‘twelve hundred’ and an hour
later is ‘thirteen hundred’. Rather than use precise times, the
following abbreviations are used to designate general time periods
with the dates:

(n) for night or about from 0001 to 0600

(m) for morning or about from 0601 to
1200

(a) for afternoon or about from 1201 to
1800

(e) for evening or about from 1801 to
2400

For inclusive time period listings with
dates, ‘>’ is used between time period abbreviations. For
example (m>a) means from the morning into or through the
afternoon. For partial time period listings with dates, (a1) is the
first part of the afternoon and (a2) is the second part of the
afternoon.

 


The cartographic coordinates used in this
story to identify municipalities and other locations are based on a
defined circumference of the earth of 25,000 miles divided into
1,000 units of 25 miles each. Longitudinal coordinates begin near
the western edge of the Western Ocean (in the reader’s timeline
it’s called the Pacific Ocean) and reach the 500th unit near the
middle of the Atlantic Ocean. While the units are 25 miles apart at
the equator, their separation diminishes as the location nears the
North and South poles. Latitudinal coordinates begin at the North
Pole and maintain a 25 mile separation to reach the 250th unit at
the equator and the 500th unit at the South Pole. After the
cartographic coordinates were defined, it was discovered that the
circumference of the earth around the poles is less than it is
around the equator so there is some overlap of units at the North
and South poles based on maintaining the 25 mile interval between
units measured from the equator. For the story of why the
cartographic coordinates were developed, please read The Trouble With Luck available at
www.smashwords.com/profile/view/GeoffSchultz.

 


 



Her Catalyst – Part 15

 


 


 


2148-03-34 (m>a)

 


After they woke up to a late set alarm on second-day,
George had called Mariam to say they probably wouldn’t be in since
Sharlene’s anxiety about the start of the company had brought out a
number of other anxieties. When she recognized the tiredness in his
voice, Mariam had refrained from teasing or even asking about how
he had been helping Sharlene deal with her anxieties. That night at
her martial arts class, Sharlene had another opportunity for a
distraction with some light sparring with a partner which turned
out to be no challenge although the exercise, combined with the
overwhelming pleasure he had given her throughout the evening,
allowed her to sleep through the night.

Yesterday had been a real challenge for Sharlene to
try to appear calm at work and by the middle of the afternoon,
George took her home and again spent the rest of the afternoon, the
entire evening, and far into the night trying to distract her and
the most effective way of accomplishing that was with intense
pleasure. This morning was another call to Mariam who suggested
that Sharlene might need professional help. He reluctantly agreed
that it might become a possibility, but he wanted to wait and see
if Emotique going live online was the primary cause of her
anxiety.

 


* * * * *

 


While she takes a break from studying her language
courses, Angelisa opens up her email account and is surprised to
see an email from Klara. As she reads it, she tries to keep her
panic down at finding out that someone from the university
interested in their language would like to meet with someone to
start some preliminary discussions. Not sometime in the future, but
early next week. To reduce the chance of the university
representative going around Klara and putting pressure on them
directly, Klara plans on coming up on first-day, to pick up her and
Sohneetuh to take them to the city for a couple of days of
meetings.

As she takes a few deep breaths, Angelisa tries to
calm down. She can probably coordinate with her physical sciences
class teacher to get homework assigned ahead of time, but to
convince Mama to give her the time off, that’s going to be harder.
She’s not sure how Great Aunt will respond, or how to even bring up
the subject. And she doesn’t have much time if Klara is going to
call her on fourth-day to make final plans. Suddenly, she realizes,
that’s today!!

As she grips the edge of the table in an attempt to
control her surprise which borders on shock, Angelisa really wishes
she had brought her emotional recordings disk to help her calm
down. But with the ‘plug in’ headband she would get a lot more
curiosity from the other students than she would want, especially
if any of them had seen the investigative report on Emotique and
recognized the headband. She doesn’t even want to think how they
would react if they figured out she knew people at Emotique and had
even received an advance copy of some recordings.

Eventually, she calms down some and is about to shut
down the computer when she remembers why she opened up her email to
begin with. After she takes a little time to redirect her thoughts,
Angelisa writes a brief email to Sharlene about Rebeka’s idea to
sell a disk with a few good recordings to help people heal who
can’t afford the access to experience them online. Although she
doesn’t want to reveal any confidences, but as somewhat of a
forewarning, she writes that Rebeka may ask her about seeing a
doctor to be tested for any diseases which she may have received
while being abused. She re-reads her email a couple of times, makes
some minor corrections, and sends it on its way.

Angelisa sends a brief email to her physical sciences
teacher requesting homework assigned in advance since she may need
to be out of town for part of next week. Her language classes can
wait a few days, especially since they’re individually paced either
through recordings or online and she’s actually a little ahead of
the planned class schedule. After she makes sure she has a printed
copy of Klara’s email with her, Angelisa logs off of the computer,
makes sure she has all of her belongings, and goes home.

Maria looks up in surprise at seeing Angelisa step
into the restaurant and says, “You’re early. Did something go wrong
at school?”

“No. I received an email from Klara which surprised
me. If I had read it a couple of days ago when she sent it, I would
have more time to prepare.”

“Prepare for what?”

“To meet with a representative from the university
which tried to translate Great Aunt’s victim statement. They think
our language is old and were excited to find out that it’s still
used today.”

“I’m not sure it was a wise thing for Aunt Sohneetuh
to reveal our language.”

“Well, it’s too late to cover it up now.”

“I suppose you’re right. When did they want to meet
with you?”

“Early next week.”

Maria’s eyes open wide in surprise before she says,
“That doesn’t give us much time to fix up the restaurant for
someone important.”

Angelisa shakes her head as she responds, “No, Mama.
Klara wants to take me to the city and meet them there so they
don’t know where we live.”

“Oh. How are you going to get there?”

“She’ll come pick me up.”

“How long does she think it will take?”

“She just said a couple of days. Whether that’s two
days or maybe more, I don’t know.”

“Well, I guess we’ll somehow manage without you for a
few days.”

“That would be one way for my cousins to get some
practice.”

Maria shakes her head and says, “I’m not sure that a
lack of practice is their problem.”

“I agree. Maybe one of them will learn to serve all
of the customers, hopefully before I go to college next year.”

“Do you really think you’ll be able to go?”

“The chances seem to be getting better and I’m sure
going to try.”

“I’m sure you will try even if I don’t understand why
you want to.”

Angelisa assures her, “That’s okay, Mama. Your
support is more important to me than your understanding of my
strange ideas. Before I get distracted, I need to talk to Great
Aunt.”

“Why’s that?”

“Klara wants her to meet with the university
representative in the city also.”

“Oh, my!”

“Yeah.” After she walks to stand by the phone in the
house, Angelisa pauses to get her thoughts in order than dials a
number.

“Hello?”

“Hello, Great Aunt.”

“Angelisa! How are you doing?”

“I’m fine.”

“Aren’t you home from school early?”

“Yeah.”

“Is something the matter?”

“No, at least I don’t think so. Klara sent me an
email saying that a representative from the university which was
unable to translate your victim statement wants to meet with
us.”

Sohneetuh’s voice expresses her surprise, “Us?”

“The university representative doesn’t know who
they’re to meet, but Klara would like both you and I at the
meeting.”

“Did she say when and where?”

“She wants us to go to the city to meet with the
representative for a couple of days early next week. She
volunteered to come pick us up on first-day to take us there.”

“Why there and not here?”

“Apparently she wants to keep where we live a secret.
She said something about them not being able to directly pressure
us.”

“That makes sense and it isn’t something I wouldn’t
have thought of ahead of time. Maybe there is an advantage in
having a friendly lawyer to look out for our interests. Okay, we’ll
do it.”

Now it’s Angelisa’s turn to be surprised and ask,
“You’ll go to the city?”

“Yes. It may have been a few years since I’ve visited
there, but I used to live in a city for several years. I just won’t
say how long ago it’s been.”

“Oh. I’m surprised you so readily agreed.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Most people are surprised to see you as far from
your home as the restaurant. I’m not sure how they’ll react to you
going all of the way to the city.”

Sohneetuh says, “Let them react. They’ll react even
more when they find out why I’m going to the city. As I’ve said
before, it’s time for us to step out of the shadows and throw off
our cloak of invisibility.”

“Great Aunt, it’s one thing to step out of the
shadows, but it’s another to step directly into the spotlight.”

“That’s the best way to help people wake up and maybe
consider why something is being done. If the changes are small and
slow, most people won’t realize things are changing until it’s too
late.”

Angelisa suggests, “Like the frog taking a bath in a
pan which is being slowly warmed?”

“Now why did you have to mention a delicacy when I
was starting to think about fixing myself a boring lunch?”

“Sorry, Great Aunt.”

“No you’re not and I’m tempted to send you out
looking for a frog just to make sure you do feel sorry.”

They both laugh and say goodbye.

 


* * * * *

 


Today, at her martial arts class, Sharlene seems to
have almost boundless nervous energy and after she quickly ends a
few sparring rounds with increasingly competent students, the
instructor steps in as he senses this might be an unusual situation
which could provide an unexpected teaching opportunity. As she’s
getting prepared, Sharlene is nervous about facing the instructor
in a practice bout without knowing his capabilities, but once the
bout begins, she lets her training flow while the other students
stare in awe at the display of martial arts prowess between them.
The timed bout ends with no obvious ‘winner’, they bow to each
other with great respect, and George takes her home where she
requests much pleasure then sleeps through the night.

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


2148-03-34 (e)

 


Dinner is almost over when Maria tells Angelisa to
pick up the phone in the house. She does and asks, “Hello?”

“Hello, Angelisa, this is Klara.”

“Hi Klara. I’m sorry I didn’t respond to your email,
but I just read it this morning and was rather surprised.”

“Is there going to be a problem with what I
suggested?”

“No. I’ve already talked to Mama and she accepts it
and I’ve talked to Great Aunt and she’s willing to go.”

“That’s good. I’m sorry for the short notice, but the
representative from the university is going to be in 742x158 for
other business and I suggested he show up early and meet with you
guys. By the way, I suggested that the meeting be held in the city
there since it would be neutral ground without saying how close it
is to where you live or whether you would be arriving by airplane
or vehicle.”

Angelisa suggests, “That sounds somewhat sneaky.”

“It’s called trying to preserve your privacy for as
long as we can. I don’t know specifically about the person we’ll be
meeting, at least not yet, but some people who are out to make a
name for themselves don’t concern themselves with the rights of
other people. I would prefer to error on the side of caution rather
than have to fix the damage later.”

“That makes sense. So what’s the plan?”

Klara answers, “I figured on picking you and
Sohneetuh up in the middle of the afternoon on first-day, drive to
742x158, have a quiet dinner, and let you get settled for the night
in a hotel. Then on second-day in the morning we’ll meet with the
university representative. The location hasn’t been finalized yet,
but it might be at one of the community colleges or the local
university, whichever has some room available. From there, we’ll
somewhat play it by ear. It will depend on how interested he is and
how much you and Sohneetuh are willing to reveal. I tentatively
suggested two days to allow for some flexibility. . . . Have you
thought about where you might want to go to college?”

Angelisa is startled by the change of subject and it
takes her a moment to respond, “Um, not specifically. I had hoped
the university in 742x158 had a linguistics program so I could stay
somewhat close to home, but they don’t. My current thinking is to
start at one of the community colleges there, to take the general
classes and to somewhat get acquainted with the college environment
before I go further away to a university.”

“That would be a good approach in normal
circumstances. The reason I’m asking is that if the university is
really interested in your language, they may want to offer you a
significant scholarship to go to their school.”

Angelisa pauses in surprise then asks, “Really? They
would actually do that?”

“Very much so, especially if they thought they could
take credit for ‘discovering’ your culture and language.”

“I’m not sure I like the idea of someone
‘discovering’ us when we’ve been here all along. I’m sure Great
Aunt would prefer the approach that we decided it was time to
reveal ourselves to the world.”

“I imagine she would.” Klara suggests, “Maybe instead
of someone ‘discovering’ you, a more positive approach is that your
culture is revealing itself and has enlisted academically
recognized experts to validate to the larger society that your
culture is unique with a key factor being that your language is
very old yet still in use today.”

“I like that better.”

“Well, we have a few days to think about other
possible approaches and can discuss it when we meet.” Klara pauses
then says, “I would like to change the subject. Have you talked to
Sharlene recently?”

“No. Why?”

“I was just wondering how she’s doing or if she said
anything to you.”

Angelisa pauses then says, “Rebeka said you and
Sharlene had a bit of a misunderstanding and that Mariam asked us
to give her and George some time to deal with it. That’s about all
I know.”

Klara hesitates then says, “I hate to admit it, but
it was really me who was doing the misunderstanding. I don’t know
whether she’s told you or how much, but Sharlene doesn’t like to be
around groups of people and even less likes to be in front of them.
My misunderstanding is that I thought she was overstating her fear
while she was really understating it and trying to put on a brave
face. It came to a head when a friend of mine referred to Sharlene
as a story.”

“Ouch. Did that have something to do with the
investigative report on television?”

“Yes. My friend was interested in doing a story about
Sharlene on another subject, and I thought I was keeping the other
subject and the idea of Emotique separate. One small statement was
made, my friend made the connection, and he was even more excited
about telling Sharlene’s story to which she negatively
reacted.”

“I imagine so. She hasn’t said much to me about not
liking crowds, but when we played with making an advertisement for
Emotique, she didn’t want to be facing the camera which kind of
surprised me.”

“Yes, that would be consistent with her feelings. By
the way, that advertisement you did was well done. It’s already
stirred a bit of interest in Emotique because people are already
asking about when the headbands and online site will be available
even though that information was provided at the end of the
advertisement.”

Since she’s surprised at that, it takes Angelisa a
little while to respond, “Thank you for letting me know. I’ve
benefited from them and Rebeka is almost like a new person after
she’s been playing the recordings. I would probably feel guilty
about keeping such goodness to myself if I didn’t make some effort
to tell others.”

“That’s about what Rebeka told me when I asked her
about doing an anonymous interview.”

“She did good with that.”

Klara’s voice contains both surprise and concern as
she asks, “Did you recognize her voice?”

“No. I know her basic story and she said she had been
interviewed. Since no other person being interviewed said anything
about being raped by a gang, I figured it was her.”

“Yes, it was her. The people who conducted the
interview were real impressed with how she handled herself,
especially considering the difficult subject.”

“That’s good. It’s certainly not the preferred reason
to be interviewed, but apparently it wasn’t too stressful for her
which may make it easier for her when there’s a more positive
reason for her to be interviewed.”

Klara asks, “Do you know of another reason for Rebeka
to be interviewed?”

Angelisa answers, “Not specifically. I was thinking
more along the lines of her having some success with her stories or
drawings.”

“Those have caused some interest, but not quite
enough for the people I’ve been in contact with to drop everything
else to get in touch with her. But that was based on the drawings
and stories she did as a child. She sent some later drawings, but I
haven’t had a chance to show them to anyone yet and I think those
will stir some interest. Have you seen any?”

“Yes. They’re some of the best I’ve ever seen. She
gave me a drawing of one of Molly’s puppies which I passed on to
Huleeoh because he’s interested in drawing and it seemed so real, I
was tempted to pet it.”

“That’s a good description. Well, I don’t want to
take up a lot of your time, but I did want to check with you to
make sure that next week will work for you.”

Angelisa assures her, “It will work, although Mama
won’t be happy about having to hire one of my cousins to fill in
for me. Like I told her, it will be good practice for them before I
go off to college.”

“That’s a good point. Well, take care of yourself,
Angelisa, and we’ll see you on first-day.”

“Thanks, Klara. Bye.”

 


* * * * *

 


Later, after the dinner customers are gone, the
restaurant is cleaned up, and her homework is completed, Angelisa
sits on her bed and takes some time to consider all that’s happened
in the last few months since Sharlene walked into the restaurant
with George. Although Sharlene didn’t plan it or cause it, Angelisa
can truthfully say, that event precipitated all that’s changed
about her life. A new friend in Sharlene, a deeper friendship with
George, a new friend in Rebeka, and a beginning friendship with
Paula and Paul, even friendship to a degree with Klara who provided
her with a job when enabled her to have money in the bank and earn
her citizenship.

She now has more friends who truly care about her
than she’s ever had in her life. On top of that, each of them in
their own way has encouraged her to further her education by going
to college. Even Great Aunt seems to be more supportive, but
whether it’s her increased hopefulness which makes it seem that
way, she’s not sure.

Angelisa isn’t sure whether to fear or to welcome the
opportunity to meet someone from a university to openly talk about
their language, especially since they’ve made the effort to keep it
hidden for so long from the larger society. She’s not as positive
as Great Aunt about the need to reveal their language, nor is she
as afraid as Maria that it’s the wrong thing to do. Only time will
tell and that’s the hardest way to decide something, when you have
no idea of what the outcome might be. There are just too many
uncontrollable factors, not at all like a science experiment where
you try to control all of the factors and allow only one thing at a
time to change to see how that affects the result.

Since she knows that worrying about what might happen
will only cause her stress and not solve anything, Angelisa gets
ready for bed and plays the first comfort recording. As she starts
the second comfort recording, she hugs her pillow and imagines that
it’s Sharlene or George she’s hugging. At one point during the
playing of the recording somewhere between her memory and her
imagination, she seems to feel their arms snugly around her and in
the comfort of that feeling, she gently falls asleep.

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


2148-03-35

 


While they drive to work this morning, George
hesitantly says something to Sharlene about her appearing to be
calmer and she responds by saying she had been feeling impending
doom which she had no control over and has finally resigned herself
to whatever fate is going to dump on her. Even though he’s
surprised at such a dismal statement from her, he fully understands
it since he’s felt that way many times himself. She quickly
clarifies that although she feels like that, she doesn’t believe it
because she knows how much he loves her and will protect and
support her regardless of what happens with the company. She also
makes it a clear as she can, without compromising their safety
while driving, that she’s very grateful for all he’s done for her,
especially for helping her through her growing anxiety.

 


* * * * *

 


At the sixteen hundred progress report meeting,
Sharlene tries to maintain an outward calm, but nobody misses how
white Sharlene’s knuckles are while she tightly grips George’s
hand. While she makes the effort to stay composed, Sharlene says,
“Julie and Mariam, thank you very much for handling the interview
segment of that ‘investigative report’. If I didn’t know better, I
would say it was a slick advertisement rather than a real
investigation.” They laugh since they know it was essentially an
advertisement considering all of the positive statements from
people who had experienced a demonstration recording, even if it
was done in an investigative style.

Mariam reports that the headband manufacturer is
continuing to produce headbands even though the initial contract
obligations have been met and that the retailers have received the
shipments. Todd says the extra bandwidth they requested is
available and that from a technical aspect, all systems are go,
complete with offsite backup server support.

Kassandra takes a moment to connect her computer to
the projector and instead of the Emotique ‘store front’ for the
online site, there’s a simple notice: ‘This online site is not
available, please check back in 07.82 hours. Thank you. Emotique.’
She explains, “The advertisements have been effective because the
online site has been getting numerous hits, then we’ve been getting
emails asking how they can access the recordings. Apparently,
people saw the online site address and never bothered to look at
the rest of the advertisement which said it wasn’t going to be
available until the thirty-sixth or that headbands were
required.”

Julie responds, “Some people did read the
advertisements, at least partially, because the retailers have had
a number of people asking for the headbands. On the way home last
night, Todd and I stopped at one of the local stores and they had a
sign in the front entrance which said ‘Emotique headbands will be
available on 2148-03-36.’ I’ve also been getting requests for
additional interviews and have been telling them to wait until
after they’ve tried a recording so they have an idea of what
they’re talking or asking about.”

“Good for you.” After she takes a deep breath,
Sharlene looks at each of them then asks, “So, are we ready to
launch Emotique onto the world?” Although they each try to restrain
themselves, their affirmations almost overwhelm her. She again
pauses before she asks, “Okay, who drew the short straw to stay
alert past twenty-four hundred to hit the ‘go’ button?”

Kassandra answers, “Nobody. I wrote a small routine
which we can run now and will make the online site go live at one
second after zero hundred hours, local time.” She types a command,
the countdown clock on the projector screen disappears and a big
green ‘GO’ button appears. She turns her computer around and pushes
it towards Sharlene as she says, “Not only are you the boss, but
you’ve given us the support and encouragement to do something we
all strongly believe it. You ought to be the one to formally hit
the ‘GO’ button.” The others, including George, applaud to her
embarrassment.

“Thank you. You guys are the ones who really made
this all come together while I often didn’t know what I was doing.”
Sharlene moves her hands in a come closer manner as she says, “Come
on, everybody gather around, we’re all partners, so let’s do this
together. . . . Index fingers ready . . . aim, . . . on the count
of three . . . one, . two, . three!” Six index fingers hit the ‘GO’
button together then move apart for hands to clap and hug amidst
cheers. It doesn’t take them long to get ready and move their
celebration to a nearby restaurant.

Sharlene pays the dinner bill then she and George
slip away as soon as they think it’s barely appropriate. After a
brief stop at her house to grab what they’re taking, they’re soon
on the road. Slowly, as the miles roll by, she relaxes so that by
the time they park next to his house, she seems more like her
normal self as she greets Molly and the puppies. Inside the house,
the comfort is long and the pleasure is slowly built and wonderful.
As the evening draws to a close, he fulfills her one specific
request, that he make love to her as the clock moves past
twenty-four hundred and the Emotique online site goes live.

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


2148-04-01 (a1)

 


Since Sharlene turned her phone off and George
disconnected all of his phone jacks with the single flip of a
hidden switch, they were undisturbed as they spent all of yesterday
sharing pleasure other than attending to bodily needs and a couple
of breaks to play with Molly and the puppies. This morning is more
of the same so after a late lunch on the back porch, he tosses
bread crumbs into the yard and they laugh as a few brave birds grab
the crumbs while they avoid the chasing puppies. They can hardly
believe their eyes when ‘papa’ wolf comes sauntering in a little
later to lay down and play with the puppies. Sooner than usual,
‘papa’ gets up, looks towards the driveway, and trots off into the
forest.

He guesses, “I think we have company coming.”

Molly turns her ears towards the driveway then
relaxes.

“And from Molly’s reaction, I’m guessing it’s either
Paula or Paul’s vehicle.”

“If she’s coming up, then I’m about to get my butt
kicked.” A moment later, Sharlene gets up off of the ground, sits
on his upper legs, says, “And I would prefer to have my security
blanket around me when that happens,” and pulls his arms tighter
around her.

When the puppies hear the vehicle, they stop what
they’re doing to look in that direction, then Molly gets up and
trots in the direction of the vehicle, presumably to guide Paula to
the back yard. That presumption proves to be accurate a few moments
later when Molly comes back around the side of the house with Paula
a few steps behind.

When Paula gets close enough to speak without
yelling, she asks, “Your phone is turned off, you’re not in the
house, what are you trying to do, hide?”

Sharlene answers, “Apparently I’m not doing a good
enough job of it.”

“Your dad and Klara have been frantically trying to
get a hold of you.”

“I doubt that. Dad and I just emailed each other a
few days ago and Klara is mad at me that I hung up on her
television friend.”

“No, I’m not.”

Sharlene groans and tries to bury her head deeper
into George’s shoulder.

He turns and asks, “Are you trying a sneak attack,
Klara?”

“No. I wasn’t sure that you hadn’t conspired with
Molly to lead us astray so I went around the house the other way.
Sharlene?”

“What!”

Klara winces at the sharp and fearful tone then says,
“I suppose I deserve that. Sharlene, I’m truly sorry I set up the
situation which brought out Bruce’s interest in a story. I was
excited about the possibility of an advertisement disguised as an
investigative report and didn’t think about all of the possible or
even probable consequences.”

“How many times do I have to say it, I’m not a story.
I’m a person who was trying to help another person, period. If I
had known how much of a hassle I was going to be given for trying
to help a fellow traveler in need, I would have let the old high
and mighty buzzard stay dead. Be shocked if you want, but did
anyone care when I saved MY George? Huh?”

She briefly pauses then goes on, “I’ll tell you how
many cared. Five. That’s all. Aunt Paula, Uncle Paul, George
himself, me, and Molly. The five of us are glad I was in the right
place at the right time. We’re friends, George warmly thanked each
of us and we had a nice dinner. No newspaper articles, no nasty
television reporters, and no public appearances. We just care about
each other and go on with our lives while we’re grateful we have
each other to help and to receive help when it’s needed.

“In regards to Emotique, I’ll admit the
‘investigative report’ was an interesting way to advertise and
appeared to have been well done, but the purpose was to let people
know that Emotique is available and the ONLY purpose of Emotique is
to help people, to help them feel better about themselves, and,
hopefully, to help them heal from all of the garbage life and their
fellow humans dump on them.

“As far as the people who may potentially be helped
by Emotique, I don’t exist, nor is there any reason for them to
know that I exist, all they need to know is that a different form
of help is available for them. If it helps them, that’s great. If
it doesn’t help them, then maybe some other form of therapy will
help them. No talk of interviews or appearances or any of that
crap.

“If somebody wants to know about Emotique or Digital
Empathy they can read what’s posted on the online site. If they
have other questions, they can send an email and if it’s related to
the company, we can add the answer to the online site list of
questions and answers. No invasion of my privacy or that of my
partners. I don’t go snooping into the private lives of the
customers or other curious parties, and they have no right to go
snooping into mine. Now, have I made my position clear enough or do
I need to get a bigger soapbox?”

Klara pauses then acknowledges, “That’s rather
clear.”

Paula hesitates then asks, “Sharlene, is it that big
of a deal for you to say a few words?”

“Maybe not to you, but from what I’ve heard and read
of other people’s traumatic events, for me to be in front of a
group of people or being pushed to do interviews is almost like
what other people describe when they’ve been raped. Yeah. I
wouldn’t want it to happen once and I sure as hell am not going to
volunteer for it to be done to me again.

“Even being with the family during the New Year
holiday was difficult enough for me and I like them. If George
hadn’t have been there continually supporting me, I don’t know what
I would have done.” The silence stretches some before she says,
“Okay, Klara, I know you didn’t come all of this way just to hear
me yell at you. So why did you come?”

“I did want to apologize, but I was also going to try
to talk you into changing your mind.” Klara quickly holds up her
hand to stop Sharlene’s retort. “I know, you’ve clearly stated your
position before, but I assumed you were overstating your aversion
to group or public settings when you were probably understating it
and trying to put on a brave face. Sharlene, I’m sorry I kept
pushing you into public settings and I hope you can forgive
me.”

“Thank you, Klara. I appreciate that. I want to
forgive you, but I’m still feeling rather angry about it and I
don’t think I can honesty forgive you as you probably deserve. I
hope you can be patient with me a little longer so I can deal with
my anger.”

“Of course. Thank you for being honest about your
anger rather than trying to cover it up and let it fester.”

“I don’t think the old man here would let that
happen. He may not recognize it right away when my feelings are out
of sort, but when he does, he’s always very gentle and supportive
in trying to get me to say what I’m feeling and to get it out in
the open. Just to let you know, he’s been working hard on trying to
calm me down and to gently suggest that maybe you didn’t understand
quite how strongly I felt on the issue. For all of the years I
lived at home, Dad was never able to see the signs when I was
getting edgy about a situation, but he was quick to try to help me
get calmed down and back on my feet afterwards.”

Paula asks, “How did you make it through college and
medical school in classrooms with other people?”

“I almost didn’t. I don’t know how many times I
almost quit, but I couldn’t face Mom and Dad and admit why I had
quit, so I had to come up with some coping methods. The trick which
usually worked the best for me was to see my fellow students as
simply an extension of the furniture which I could ignore, rather
than to see them as people. I also made it clear, mostly by my
actions, that I was only there for an education and nothing else
had any interest to me. Other times I put on what I thought of as
my ‘robot’ exterior while I interacted with others as little as
possible and then with a monotone voice and a stare which went
right past the other person.

“When I worked at the Institute, I usually used that
exterior since there were fewer group settings and it wasn’t long
before I was referred to behind my back as ‘Ms. Android’. If I
wasn’t as interested as I was in learning new things, those tricks
probably won’t have worked. An added helpful factor was that when I
was in college, a couple of my fellow martial arts students were
there and passed the word around that I wasn’t to be bothered which
reduced some of the more unpleasant interactions.”

As the quiet stretches, George says, “Somehow Klara,
I don’t think you came all of this way to apologize to Sharlene. So
why did you come?”

“Don’t you think an apology is important enough?”

“I didn’t say that, but this situation came to a head
more than three weeks ago. Why did you come now?”

Klara slumps down onto a chair and hesitates before
she says, “You’re right, George. To be honest, it took me awhile to
be aware that I was pushing Sharlene too much and that I was more
to blame for our disagreement than she was. I’m also supposed to be
congratulating you guys on successfully going live with the online
sites.

“Robert very much wanted to come himself, but there
was a top level company meeting which had been planned for many
months which he couldn’t avoid. In addition, I’m going to be
spending a couple of days helping Sohneetuh and Angelisa deal with
the university which tried to translate Sohneetuh’s witness
statement and became all excited about their ancient language.”

A moment later, Klara looks down and sighs deeply
before she continues, “To be brutally honest, the last two reasons
were more of an excuse to justify coming.” Klara looks up with
moist eyes then says, “I had to come, Sharlene. I had to come and
apologize. When I realized how much I must have hurt you and caused
you to feel betrayed, I . . . I couldn’t believe my own pain. . . .
And if I hurt that much, I couldn’t imagine how hurt you must have
felt. . . . That was a real wake up call for me.

“I’ve always tried to keep a certain distance in my
relationships, to stay away from emotional attachment, even to set
aside the joys in order to avoid the risk of pain. But you’ve so
much become the daughter I wish I had had, that I couldn’t keep the
distance, then I starting thinking I knew better than you about
what was best for you. I’m sorry, Sharlene. I’m really very sorry.”
Klara controls herself enough to keep from sobbing, but she can’t
keep the tears inside.

Sharlene reaches across the patio table to take her
hand and says, “Klara, thank you so much for telling me.” After a
few moments, she gets up, goes around the table to hug Klara, and
neither can hold back their tears or sobs. Sometime later, they
calm down and feel as though their anger and bad feelings have been
mostly washed away.

They talk some more, but when Klara starts to
congratulate her on the online sites going live, Sharlene has to
force herself to remain calm as she points out that the credit
really goes to her partners who had the drive, the passion, and the
technical knowledge to prepare everything. She may have had the
legal and financial connections, but with a little research, the
company partners could have acquired those from other sources.
After awhile, Paula announces that she needs to get back to the
store and Klara goes with her.
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Once they’re alone again in the quiet of the
afternoon, Sharlene burrows into George’s arms for comfort. After
she calms down further and enjoys his gentle caresses more, she
guides his hands then she feels like melting when his hands undo
her jeans, slip into her outer clothes, and build her pleasure to a
few brief climaxes.

While she definitely wants more, but doesn’t want to
totally undress outside, she suggests that it’s time for their
shower. As he follows her into the house, it seems like her every
move inflames his desire so it’s almost surprising they manage to
eventually get their hair and bodies washed in the midst of much
pleasure shared. After they rest for awhile and since they have no
interest in interacting with other people at the present, they have
a snack at his house, get ready to go, and drive to her house where
they prepare dinner and spend the rest of the evening in the
pursuit and achievement of pleasure.

 


* * * * *

 


Shortly after most of the lunch customers have left,
Maria drives to Sohneetuh’s to pick her up instead of having her
walk the distance while she carries her luggage. Angelisa finishes
cleaning a few more tables then goes to finish her own packing.
Once their luggage is set out of the way, she and Sohneetuh talk a
little about how to respond to possible scenarios which might
develop from their conversation with the university representative.
After Klara calls to say she’ll be there in a few minutes, Angelisa
remembers to ask Maria for the phone number to Cousin
Markuhneetuh’s restaurant.

They put their luggage in the trunk of Klara’s rental
vehicle then Angelisa waves goodbye to Maria and Huleeoh before she
gets in the back seat while Sohneetuh sits up front with Klara.
Soon they’re chatting in the front while Angelisa listens with half
an ear while she watches the scenery. As they near 742x158, the
traffic becomes quite a bit heavier and Angelisa can only look
around in amazement at all of the congestion and wonder how a
person can live with all of the commotion and noise every day.

A little later, Klara asks, “Before we go to a hotel
to let you rest for the evening, I thought we could have a quiet
dinner first. Was there any place or any type of food you would be
interested in eating or even trying for the first time?”

Sohneetuh answers, “I think before we meet the
representative from the university, I would like to visit a younger
relative who has a restaurant. If we eat with the representative, I
would prefer they are not able to find out we have a relative here
and use the ‘back door’, I believe it’s called.”

“That’s the correct term. Do you have an address or
phone number?”

Angelisa answers, “Mama didn’t have the address, just
the phone number,” and she hands it forward. “When we were here to
visit with the prosecutor, Mr. Hussein, Sharlene called, got the
address, and took us there for lunch. I might recognize it once we
got there, but I have no idea how to direct you.”

“That’s fine. Let’s see how well this toy works.”
Klara punches in the phone number into a keyboard on the vehicle
dash. Almost immediately, a name and address is displayed.
“Angelisa, is this the name of the place?”

“I think so, but I’m not positive.”

“Well, let’s find out.” Klara touches the screen on
the name of the restaurant and soon a map is displayed with a
series of red lines overlaying the map.

Angelisa asks, “What is that?”

“An electronic map with almost a phone book of
business names with their phone numbers and addresses. The vehicle
has a receiver in it which ‘listens’ to the traffic system to
determine where it is. Then the map connects the location of your
vehicle to your destination and shows by the red line which streets
to take to get there.”

“Cool! . . . Except that if the traffic system knows
where your vehicle is, then it could tell whether you’re going over
the speed limit or going through a stop sign or committing some
other crime.”

Klara nods her head as she responds, “That’s right.
However, the courts have ruled, at least so far, that digital data
like that is not admissible as evidence due to the protection of
privacy laws. Also with digital data, it would be too easy for
someone with the capabilities to manipulate the data in one way or
another. The government, usually cities, can use traffic system
data to track historical traffic flow, adjust the light changing
intervals, and whatever else may be needed to determine how to
improve the streets or the movement of the vehicles, but they can’t
use the data to track individual vehicles.”

“Interesting. Thank you for explaining.”

“You’re welcome.”

As she looks around, Angelisa feels overwhelmed by
the amount of vehicles, buildings, the signs she sees, both
informational and advertisements, and wonders how anybody can
safely navigate such sensory overload. Yet everybody seems to do it
with almost ease, since she notices some people are talking to the
other people in the vehicle, or on their phone, or apparently
singing along with their radio. As she recognizes that the vehicle
is slowing down, she looks and sees that Klara is turning off the
street into a small shopping center.

“Yes, this is where Cousin Markuhneetuh’s restaurant
is, it’s just a few stores along here.” A moment later, Angelisa
chuckles then says, “I didn’t notice it before, but on his sign
there’s the characters in our language which says ‘good food served
here’. I’ll bet most people have no idea there’s another language
on his sign besides standard.”

Klara suggests, “Well, let me find a parking space
and we’ll see if he lives up to his promise.”

They step into the restaurant and Angelisa soon spots
Markuhneetuh who starts to wave then stops as he recognizes
Sohneetuh.

As quickly as he can, he comes over to greet them,
“Aunt Sohneetuh, your presence enlightens my humble business. And
welcome back, Cousin Angelisa.”

“Thank you, Cousin Markuhneetuh. How are you
doing?”

“We manage. I’m certainly not getting rich quickly,
but our needs are met and we’re able to save a little for
unexpected things.”

Sohneetuh mentions, “Angelisa spotted your little
addition to your sign out front.”

“I’m sorry, Aunt. I know I shouldn’t have added it,
but some of our people have appreciated the reminder of home while
nobody else seems to notice it.”

“Leave it. I’m glad such a small thing can make our
people feel more comfortable in a strange environment. I’m sorry,
my manners. Markuhneetuh, this is Klara Sohkohlov, she’s the lawyer
who has been involved in the case against Hektor and his boss.”

“Ms. Sohkohlov, you are truly welcome. The things I
heard about Hektor and how he even twisted some of our young people
to follow him, well, it was simply wrong.”

“Thank you, Markuhneetuh.”

“I usually go by ‘Marko’ for those who are not of our
culture and even for many of those from our culture who live in the
city.” He leads them to a table and asks, “Would you like to see a
menu?”

Sohneetuh looks at Klara who answers, “I’ll let you
order. I’ve enjoyed what I’ve had at Maria’s and I’m willing to try
almost anything once.”

Sohneetuh orders for the three of them and is soon
greeting other customers who recognize her and come over to briefly
speak with her. Once their meal is served, they’re left alone and
enjoy the good food. After they’ve finished their meal, Sohneetuh
speaks with a few others who interrupt their meal to speak with her
and then they’re back in Klara’s vehicle.

Klara explains, “I booked us three adjacent rooms in
a nice hotel. I figured you might like some time to relax and I
still need to find out from our contact where he’s arranged the
meeting place.”

Sohneetuh assures her, “Angelisa and I can share a
room and save on the expenses. Since you’re doing this for our
benefit, I’ll see if I can figure out some way to reimburse your
expenses as well as your time, but it may take a little while.”

“If you two wish to share a room for your comfort,
that’s fine with me. And please don’t worry about trying to
reimburse me. Maybe you can’t take someone to court, but in a way
your culture has been victimized by the larger society. If my small
amount of assistance can make your emergence as a living culture
less painful, I’ll gladly do it. Besides, quite a few of my very
successful colleagues will be immensely jealous of me for having
this sort of an opportunity and I don’t mind rubbing their noses in
it, in a nice professional way, of course.”

Sohneetuh laughs then says, “I understand and
appreciate your involvement. And I’m sure one room will work for
the two of us. What time to you want us up and ready in the
morning?”

“I think if we’re ready to go at about half past
eight hundred, we should be good. There’s a nice restaurant in the
hotel where you can have breakfast if you’re interested. Just have
it billed to your room. If something changes due to the meeting
location, I’ll give you a call in your room.”

“Okay.”

A few minutes later, they pull into the parking lot
for the hotel. As she helps Sohneetuh with her luggage, Angelisa
feels somewhat self-conscious at the battered condition of their
luggage compared to the sturdy luggage Klara pulls out of the
vehicle which has its own little wheels. They manage and a few
minutes after they check in, they’re settled in a room adjacent to
Klara’s. Angelisa and Sohneetuh talk for awhile before Sohneetuh
decides she’s had a long enough day and gets ready for bed. While
she uses only the lamp at the desk in the room, Angelisa reads for
awhile then decides that some extra sleep might help her deal with
whatever tomorrow brings. After she plays a comfort recording just
once, she feels relaxed enough to put the equipment away and soon
falls asleep.
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As she begins to wake up, Angelisa soon realizes
she’s not in her bed and that the ambient noises are all different.
She lays there very still while she tries to figure out where she
is.

“Hey, sleepy head, are you going to get up?”

Angelisa recognizes that voice and answers, “Great
Aunt?” She rolls over and raises her hands just before the thrown
towel lands on her face.

Sohneetuh suggests, “Go enjoy a hot water shower then
we’ll go see what there is for breakfast.”

With a grin, she gets up, grabs her toiletries and
clothes, and heads to the bathroom.

When Angelisa steps out of the bathroom, Sohneetuh
tries to look at her sternly as she says, “You took long enough.
Did you fall asleep in there or something?”

“You told me to enjoy a hot shower, so I obeyed
you.”

Sohneetuh tries to ‘humph’ through her grin, then
asks, “And how often do you do that?”

“Often enough. Besides, it’s always rush rush at home
with four people trying to use one bathroom.”

“I know. I may not have to share a bathroom at home,
but it was sure nice to have real hot water for a change. Maybe
we’ll have to drag out these talks for a few days.”

“If we enjoy it too much, we might not want to go
back home.”

“True. But if I could live out the last of my life in
luxury, I think I could put up with it.”

“So could I.”

“You will.”

“What do you mean, Great Aunt?”

“Unless something significantly negative crops up,
you’ll get a good education, have a good job, and what we now think
of as luxurious will become normal for you. Then I’ll make excuses
to come visit and have hot water showers and fancy meals.”

“Assuming you’ve now become a prophet,” Angelisa gets
a grin in return, “you won’t have to make excuses to come
visit.”

“I know you would welcome me, but situations and
feelings change over time, so don’t make promises you might be
unable to keep.”

“I understand, but you kept me going after Papa died
and were the only one who kept encouraging me to keep learning
before I met George. Then for several years it was just the two of
you. Now that more people are encouraging me, that doesn’t mean
I’ve forgotten how much I relied on you or how much I appreciate
your continued support or encouragement.”

Sohneetuh explains, “As much as I wish I could say it
was simply for your benefit, a significant portion of my
encouragement was to fulfill my duty to serve our people and
provide them with a better future. Although I doubted off and on,
you’re still the best hope for blazing the trail for our people and
in a way which will equate you with Mohnuhteekuh, even though it
may be many years before our people will recognize that.”

“I could never match Mohnuhteekuh, but as far as your
encouragement being partially duty, it always felt very personal to
me and never as though you had to work at being encouraging.”

“Well, you did make the fulfillment of that duty
rather pleasant, most of the time, because you wanted to learn
while the majority of the other young people had no interest in
learning.”

When she hears an almost familiar noise, Angelisa
looks around, hesitantly picks up the phone handset and asks,
“Hello?”

“Good morning, Angelisa. This is Klara. Would you and
Sohneetuh like to join me for breakfast?”

“Um, sure. We were just talking about it a little bit
ago.”

“Shall we meet in the hall in a minute or two?”

“Okay.”

“And don’t forget to take the card with you to open
the door.”

“Oh, yeah, thanks for the reminder.”

“I’ll see you in a little bit.”

“Okay, bye.” Angelisa puts the phone down and says,
“That was Klara offering to go with us to breakfast.”

“That sounds fine, let’s go.”

“Um, can I get my shoes on first?”

Sohneetuh asks, “You’re a dove who is ready to become
an eagle, what do you need shoes for?”

“I’m about ready to accuse you of taking some potion
for making you younger the further you’re away from home.”

“No potion. It’s just the opportunity to step away
from responsibility for a little while and to watch my favorite
student blossom.”

They step out of the room just as Klara is turning
away from her door.

Angelisa asks, “Do I need to use the card to lock the
door?”

“No, it automatically locks.”

“Okay.”

When they’re settled at a table in the hotel
restaurant, Angelisa can’t help but notice the prices before she
even sees what the food choices are. She’s about to settle for a
cup of tea when Klara speaks up, “Angelisa, forget about the
prices. I know they seem high to you, but these are about normal
prices for a restaurant breakfast. Weren’t you surprised at how
much it is going to cost to go to college?”

“I was very surprised.”

“I understand it’s somewhat of a culture shock, but
many things do cost more in the city. If you
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