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About the Author…

 


I write as a
philosophical psychologist with a twist of comedy. As far as you
are concerned, I am either a madman or have a point.

 


My little
stories are meant to stretch your imagination and your awareness. I
hope they give you pleasure, food for thought, and change your
perception about you, your world, and your safe little place in
it.

 


I sincerely
hope that, if you read my books, they are not what you were
expecting.

 


*******

Author
Note:

 


A word about
my writing, facts, and study material: Trust me when I say; I get
all my facts right before I put pen to paper; this gives me the
privilege to distort them as much as I please with a clear
conscience.

 


All political,
religious, etc. connotations are fictitious; offense taken by
oneself or on behalf of others is by personal choice.
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Beyond one Point
Five

 


Ode to the
new creation

The battle was over;
nature had won

Man had lost, become
undone

Through cold and heat,
dust, and storm

The moon shone over
Earth's prostrate form

Blue skies and white
clouds became fugitive

Man was diminished and
struggled to live

There were woes a many
with death despairing

Until nature began the
Earth's repairing

 


Finally, rain to the
ground was hurled

The wonders of creation
slowly unfurled

Fern-plants molder when
the ferns arise

For there is nothing
lives, but something dies

And thus, the earth began
to give

For nothing dies yet
something lives

An acorn from a long-dead
tree

bore the first
greenery

*****

 


There are
more things in heaven and Earth, Horatio…

 


Is it possible to live a
life in a single dream?

Just how long is a dream
anyway, and by what timescale is it measured?

There are, certainly from
my experience, no restrictions on time, place or subject matter
whilst dreaming. Indeed, playing the piano like a maestro or
conversing in another language are just a few of our dreams
'unexplained phenomena' as we sleep.

Are dreams just lucid
thoughts, premonitions, or the logical snap of what was, is, or
will be, somehow distorted by a surreal state of mind to leave a
quandary for the mind's eye?

Or is dreaming just a
clearinghouse of the mind, a 'riddance' of the day's mental
dross?

Have you ever woken up
and felt you have just left, deep in the night, something very
precious and personal to you, and felt sadness at its
loss?

I have, and these
'emotional' dreams of mine are getting very consistent, and
disturbing!

My name is Joshua, I am
not prone to recalling my dreams usually, but on the odd occasion,
just like you, I can recollect vague imaginings from the previous
night. But now, my nights are full of premonitions, warnings, and
horror. I feel as though I am slowly losing my sanity, as my sense
of reality is taken over by my dreams.

So, welcome to my
world…

 


The
summit…

It was the thirteenth day
of September when I had my first dream, warning, premonition, well,
call it what you will! Of course, I have dreamt as others do,
thousands of times, just like you. But when I say, I had my ‘first’
dream, I mean, clearly recollected, readable, writable, stuck in
memory, will not go away, dream.

Usually, I never
remembered my dreams. I just recall vivid memories which, upon
waking, soon dissolve as reality and the day's concerns run through
my mind, quickly scouring away any lucid thoughts of the previous
night.

On this particular
morning, as I lay in my bed, recollecting and memorising the
night's events that occurred in my dream, my first thought was,
could it be a premonition or a warning? As far as I am concerned,
it was all too real to be a random aberration of accumulated
worries, let loose in a dream to unwind a troubled mind.

The day before, I had
arrived back from the latest climate change summit. They should
have been called 'climate circuses’ for all the good they
do!

Personally, I always
thought that climate summits were utterly meaningless, just held by
the respective host countries to boost their relative political
agendas, to be seen by the world as 'concerned', and to gain
'green' credibility for having a conscience.

But in truth, they all
just roll on, one summit blending into another, while the various
committees, governments, and climatologists sitting on them,
deliberate and procrastinate. While outside paradoxically, the
'save the planet' crowd vainly demonstrates about something, which
all were equally responsible for, guilty of, and accomplices
to!

To me as a reporter,
forced to sit, observe, and make a story of these repetitive
summits; seemingly going on in strange paradox, deciding only to be
undecided, resolved only to be irresolute, adamant for drift, solid
for fluidity, all-powerful to be impotent. What a bloody
joke!

After reporting on most,
I equate them as a gathering of intelligent men, informing a
committee of idiots that 'End Times' are fast approaching unless
radical action is set in motion.

Imagine sitting in a car
with the windows up on a hot summer's day — a closed atmosphere
like the Earth's — do you think it will become unbearably hot in
there? What do your common sense, your instincts, urge you to
do?

Now imagine a climate
change summit or rather a global warming committee, sitting in the
car, deciding what to do!

And please do not concern
yourself or postulate on the difference between the two, as all you
will only come up with is the ‘chicken and the egg’ metaphor. You
will then end up being qualified to sit on such, but take it from
me, that would be a pointless waste of your life!

The debate goes
thus:

“Ladies and
gentlemen, we are sitting here in this car to debate the rising
temperature. Do we open a window?" says the Chairman.

"Now just a minute,"
intercedes, member number one. What do I personally stand to lose
if the said window is opened, and what will this expenditure of
effort cost in the long term?

"Yes, quite so." member
number four concurs, "are we absolutely sure that the window is the
cause of our dilemma, or is there another cause?"

“Indeed!” says
member number three, “how can we be certain of the physics or
math?”

"What if it is proven
that the sun is ultimately the cause?" member number four
suggested.

“I think more
data is needed, the results carefully scrutinised and evaluated,”
member number three stated.

"Yes, and then a ballot
is held to see who is in agreement!" member number two
agreed.

“Ah! But if it
is decided that the window is the cause, and the solution to our
predicament, then which window should be opened, and just how far?"
member number three postulated.

“Indeed, and
for how long?” member number one queried.

“And who shall
be responsible for this task?” member number two gasps.

"Well, obviously, someone
else!" member number one rasps!

After much debate, they
all duly voted, voiced their respective interests, and discussed,
digressed, and discussed again.

A motion was held,
dubiously ratified, altered, ratified yet again, until all
concluded; it was definitely 'someone else's responsibility, moral
duty even, to open the said window.

While they waited for
somebody else to open the said window, all sadly expired from
heatstroke!!

Well, it is not rocket
science, is it?

Just how long did they
think we have before we succumb? Just how far could all those Kyoto
protocols, which were, and are, being bantered about, twisted,
adjusted, and diluted in all those summits, have opened those
windows?

Did I feel guilty about
all this?

Well, I am only a
reporter and supposed to be objective, but even if I did feel
guilty, as the old saying goes; you do not bite the hand that feeds
you!

 


Dream…

I had finally arrived
home to my 'castle,' the safe little cottage where I retreated from
all worldly concerns and strife.

It is my little piece of
England, which was bequeathed to me by my late father a few years
ago and, if I am honest, gratefully received.

It is a pretty little
cottage, built of stone for the most part, with doors and windows
edged with oak, and has a thatched roof, as a country cottage
should be, just like the picture you would see on a biscuit tin, or
chocolate box.

It is situated just on
the edge of a small town, which, in turn, was in the suburbs of a
city.

It never used to be, but
sadly the suburban sprawl from the city had inexorably caught up
with us.

Walking up the path, I
noticed how parched the front lawn looked, as remnants of grass
still poked through the dusty soil, clinging to life, forlornly
waiting for rain.

"Heatwave this year
longest on record,' I thought, reflecting on the news headlines a
few days ago, as I gazed over the khaki-colored expanse, which was
once a green carpet of lovingly trimmed grass, by yours
truly.

'Same as last year,' I
thought, last June as I remember.

Well, the month started
well enough, but as it progressed, a thick clammy mist hung over
most cities and urban areas first thing in the mornings, only to be
dispersed, as the day went on by the intense heat from the piercing
rays of an angry sun, as the temperatures began to rise, 25C, 30C,
35C degrees.

By the time the last week
of the month had made an appearance, temperatures of 40C, 45C+
degrees, and climbing, tested the integrity of various wall
thermometers of those who possessed such.

Consequently, the heat
became unbearable for a significant number of people.

As the millions of
air-conditioning units across the country started to suck the power
grids dry, they caused such a surge that the power began to fail in
numerous towns and cities.

A large amount of the
population sat indoors, sweating profusely while suffering in
silence.

Meanwhile, almost
imperceptibly, the death toll started to rise.

Most seemed not to notice
as the odd ambulance 'increasingly' passed them in the street with
sirens going, transporting the severely ill, heatstroke victim,
aged five or seventy-five to the various hospital!

After fumbling for my
keys, I opened the front door and, stepping over the pile of mail
that had accumulated during my absence, I put my luggage down and
breathed a sigh of relief to be home.

Picking up the pile of
post from the floor, I quickly sorted out the letters from the
usual leaflets and flyers, then duly dumped the latter in the
trash.

The letters could wait. I
made a few calls on my house phone and replied to my messages, and
that was me done for the day!

A cool, relaxing bath was
now in order.

I decided that a large
whisky (or two) was just the job to accompany me in my winding
down.

Well, I liked a nip or
two, but then, I did not smoke, nor did I eat too much, and kept
myself fairly 'lean and mean' in the gym, so for a thirty-year-old
male, one little vice isn't so bad, is it?

I had arranged to meet
Melodie, my betrothed, later in the day, and was looking forward to
seeing her after being two weeks apart.

She was a brunette,
five-ten, with dark hazel eyes. She always looked neat in her
attire, and most of all, radiated that inner beauty and serenity
that few women possess. To me, she was a goddess.

However, another date
which I was rather reluctant to keep was the theatre. Still, as
Melodie has a 'penchant' for the dramatic arts, I duly
complied!

The play? Well, dare I
mention it? It was Macbeth, or as the walkers of the 'boards' would
have you say… that Scottish play.

After a quick nap, I had
a bite to eat, then spruced myself up for the
performance.

I met my beloved outside
the theatre, to which she had walked from her mother's apartment,
two blocks away. We sat near the front and, as the curtains opened
to a hushed, expectant audience, I sat back and half-heartedly took
in the spectacle taking place before me.

Later, after the play and
some late-night drinks in a local bar, I was looking forward to a
cosy, intimate night with my wife-to-be, but much to my
disappointment, my betrothed, bade me goodnight, as her mother was
suffering from another migraine attack and a bout of
depression!

So, I walked her back to
her mother's apartment, said my farewells, and watched as she
walked up the steps to the door and wave me goodbye.

Mind you, I could not
complain, as her caring love and loyalty were some of the
attributes which attracted me to her. That said, what she sees in
me and why she loves me, I will never know, but I am eternally
grateful that she does!

Arriving home on my own,
and still feeling rather sorry for myself, I had a snack from the
fridge, downed a whisky and soda, then retired to bed to rejuvenate
and refresh both my tired body and my mind.

When I would awake the
following morning, however, my life, rather my 'outlook' on life,
the universe, and everything, would never be quite the same
again!

As my weary head sank
into the pillow, I felt myself drifting off into a deep,
comfortable sleep…

I suddenly became aware I
was in no time, no place, just at peace with the sensation of
being. Then, I felt myself floating and, as I looked down, I
realized I was high above the ground.

I felt happy and elated
with this most pleasant experience, seemingly flying without a care
in the world. I then began to slowly descend until I finally landed
on a bare, arid plain. As my feet touched the clay soil, they
burned from its heat. I
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