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​To rescue a 12,000 year old ghost, you have to learn to breathe water.

Our next mystery to solve was the toughest yet. We thought ourselves prepared to deal with being submerged several hundred feet below the surface.

My question was how to communicate with something who was older than all civilization as we knew it. What did it have in common with our modern culture? How to talk through an energy shield built to withstand the pressures of that depth?

I didn't have long to wait after we arrived.

Because something pulled me out of that shield and wanted to talk with me right now – deep underwater, ready or not...
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I WOKE SOAKING WET. Putting my tongue to my lips tasted – salt water.

That made sense to the dream I woke up from, but the nearest ocean was thousands of miles away.

So I did the next best thing I could think of. Reaching up for the turquoise stone around my neck, I called for Sal and Jude.

And they arrived. Also soaking wet, dripping on my tiny cabin floor. 

Good thing I stayed in bed to give them room to move. At least my bed was keeping my own third puddle contained.

I had to smile, though. Both of those girls were usually so neat and tidy. Now their hair hung down in long, soggy strands. Their blouses were plastered to their skin. And they were not amused.

"What the hell, John?" Jude was first to vent, as expected. "I was nice and asleep, and then you had to have an underwater dream and put us two into it?!?"

"What Jude is trying to understand is how you pulled us out of bed, fully dressed, underwater - only to have a nightmare where we can't do anything to save you?"

I just had to smile. We were all just too ridiculous standing or laying in our salt water pools. "Sorry. But I didn't think I could do that. Are you sure it was me?"

"Well who else could it be?" Jude put her head to the side and bumped her head, trying to get the water out of her ears.

Sal smiled back at me, and then looked over at Jude's wet black leather outfit and down to her own soggy off-white business suit with gold pin-stripe. And the growing puddle beneath her squishy tan dress pumps.

That made her smile turn into a grin.

A simple gesture and we were all three dry again, as if we'd never been in water at all. Which showed I was wearing my work clothes, including boots, while still in bed. A dry bed, now.

"Thanks, Sal."

She just nodded. 

Jude stopped bumping her head and straightened up, tugging her leathers into position again, the way she liked them - tight and revealing.

Sal just adjusted her cuffs and made sure her hair was in a blond bun with two carved ivory hair pins, as usual. "What do you remember of that nightmare, John?"

"We were somewhere deep, really deep underwater inside one of your force shields. An ancient set of columns showed up. We had some glow lights showing or something - when it looked like a girl or mermaid came right toward us. She wasn't swimming, but more like walking as if the water wasn't there. Straight ahead, right to the side of the force shield and then reached right through it to grab my arm and pull me out of it - right into the water. That's when I woke up."

Jude looked over at Sal. "That scans. Same thing I remembered."

Sal frowned. "Definitely got a mystery on our hands. Time to see Ben. Stand up, John."

I just got to my feet in that cramped-for-three-people cabin - when we shimmered somewhere else...
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THE LIBRARY WAS THE same as always. Long mission-style couch, dark brown leather cushions with matching chairs opposite with a long mahogany and marble coffee table in between. And these sat as the focal point of long. tall shelves full of books that looked to go on forever.

Ben and Granger came from opposite directions, each dressed in their brown shapeless tunics that came down to their ankles. 

Granger walked in with a platter with fresh hot brownies and a carafe of coffee with mugs for each of us. She sat this on the coffee table and poured us each a mug of steaming coffee, while we situated ourselves on the couch - the girl's preferred position was me between them. I didn't argue, for obvious reasons. 

Ben was carrying a fishbowl with only water in it, which he sat carefully on the floor between the two chairs. Standing up, he moved away slightly. "I thought I'd ask for an outside opinion on this one..."

As he was finishing up his sentence, the water in that fish bowl whirled into a tall waterspout that moved sideways  from the clear glass bowl. Out of it stepped a seasoned, gray-haired gentleman in brown duck trousers and faded chambray shirt. The water receded into the bowl again, filling it to the same level. As if only being a conduit for the message, like picking up a telephone to hear or see someone's presence.

"Jean!" I was surprised and happy to see him. "How is everything? Hami, Rochelle - and Betty?"

Jean smiled broadly and came forward to shake my hand. "Good to see you too, John. Looks like these two have been taking good care of you. Sal patted my hand. Jude patted my thigh. I just nodded.

Jean accepted a mug from Granger and sat in the chair nearest him. "Ben tells me you're getting popular - now ghosts are calling you for help. Even from underwater."

Ben handed him a file, and texts for each of us, then quietly left.

We each opened what we were handed and started reading.

I was seeing a book on Atlantis mythology, as were the girls. 

Jean spoke first. "OK, this one is way beyond anything I've dealt with. 12,000 years old, give or take a thousand." He looked up at me. "And it seems like she just got the three of you down on the ocean floor out of your sleep."

I had to smile. "Not the most comfortable way to wake up."

I could see Sal and Jude nodding to each side of me as they leaned forward to look at me and each other.

Jean frowned. "I think we need to call in the real expert on this." He absorbed the mug he was holding into his two hands and opened them to reveal a small jade figurine of a Chinese goddess. Turning to the other side chair, he set this down carefully on its seat cushion. Patting this once, gently, he leaned back to watch.

A small cloud of dust formed from the figurine and expanded to nearly ceiling height far above us. Twirling in reds and oranges, the cloud twisted and turned on an unstable axis. 

We all watched and waited for the elemental to take a form we could talk with.

At last, it dissipated, revealing a young woman sitting there, dressed in a gold cheongsam gown with a modern cut to it. She sat with her dark brown, almost black hair gathered simply down her back, with near-white highlights by her temples. Her crossed legs showed off a slit in her gown that went to mid-thigh. 

Jude smiled and nodded at this, appreciating the style this woman had, elemental or not.

"Hi, John."

"Gaia."

The girls sat up straight at that name. The Earth goddess herself. Jean just smiled at one side of his mouth, while his eyes twinkled at their reaction.

Gaia nodded at Jean. "I told you I'd be watching out for you all, and I here I am. Now, this sounds like one of my old 'balances' I had to do a few naps ago."

She looked over at the file on Jean's lap, then reached to pick it up. Opening the cover and leafing through the top few pages. "Oh, yes. Well this is mostly right, for what you know about it. Atlantis."

Atlantis. We were all ears waiting for Gaia to explain.

"It was one of the earlier civilizations that 'got a little to big for its britches' - to use one of your Midwest phrases." She winked at me, which made me smile, thinking of how we had met in that shady pasture not so long ago.

"The part this 'ghost' of yours contacted you from was like their Rome or 'Washington D. C'. Typical of top-down rule, they put all the power in one central location. Take out that spot - like sinking it beneath the waves - and the whole organization goes away. 

"They were too much like many of your current governments - where the politicians think they are smarter than their gods. But there's hope in your Internet, yet - as long as you can keep decentralizing it."

Jean cleared his throat. 

Gaia smiled at him. "My old friend is saying that I reminisce too much. The job at hand is to get you ready to talk to this 'ghost' of yours." 

She turned to Jean. "I understand you have a pool here?"

Sal and Jude stood, pulling me with them. As did Jean and then, Gaia.

Sal spoke first. "We'll meet you there."

I saw Jean take Gaia's hand, while we shimmered out...
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