

    
        
          I am Enim

        

        
        
          San Daniel

        

        
          Published by San Daniel, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      I AM ENIM

    

    
      First edition. May 22, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 San Daniel.

    

    
    
      Written by San Daniel.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Introduction

I am Enim

The effect of the Mashiach mission

The Kennedy mission.

Sources

About the Author

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Introduction
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The Latin Enim is a state of intermediate status. It joins two parts together. In the sense of 'after all' it indicates a reality. Obiectum enim actus voluntatis est ratio sese gerendi libere electa. (After all, the object of the act of will is a freely chosen behavior.)
––––––––
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It also indicates a state of possibility. Nemo enim omnia potest scire. One cannot know everything.
––––––––
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Searching for something one does not possess. Nisi enim ab homine memoria teneantur soni, pereunt, quia scribi non possunt."
––––––––
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However, we have no blueprints that indicate what people should do."
––––––––
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Galiber, the main character, is without realizing it Enim, the intermediary between two realities. He becomes the 'conjunction' between various realities and worlds in a story that has always existed and that has now led to a chaos that is being corrected by flightdeckers.
––––––––
[image: image]

Enim is a story that tries to explain the origin of the whole and existence and what takes place there. Why do certain things happen, and can they be reversed? Is it desirable for events to be undone and who or what power determines that desirability. If reality is reversed in a dimension or a time plane, that is an enrichment and if that is not the case, what comes from those interventions?.

––––––––
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.. and then the words of the Andalusian poet San Daniel come to mind...
' And like leaves, rotting in the gutter. 

Breaking ties, 

whirling away, hardened and dried out, 

finding their way, 

Life blows, always blows lives away. 

autumn has come, autumn in my heart. 

––––––––
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I hope that this book gives you pleasure and insights into Enimship. Aren't we all a little Enim?
––––––––
[image: image]

San Daniel March 10, 2025
[image: Afbeelding met buitenshuis, person, kunst, kleding

Door AI gegenereerde inhoud is mogelijk onjuist.]
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I am Enim
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It was early morning when I closed the door behind me and turned my steps toward the center of the city. It had been chilly that morning and I realized that autumn was about to begin. I enjoyed the sharpness of the air that tickled one's nostrils and smiled. It would not be long before you would go out warmly dressed and I thought of the migratory birds I had seen high in the sky yesterday, they had flown in great circles, ever expanding, calling out to on another and I knew they were grouping to leave our regions soon. 
––––––––
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It was the time of the year of transition, just like birds searching their way to other regions, your thoughts whirled around. I had always had that, the search for the new me, in a new time. "Opera," I thought, or "museums" that time of year. But a tree that lost its leaves instantly changed my flow of thoughts and a stanza of an Andalusian poet forced itself on me. "San," had been his name, I thought to remember. '... 
––––––––
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And like leaves, rotting in the gutter. 
Breaking ties, 

whirling away, hardened and dried out, 

finding their way, 

Life blows, always blows lives away. 

autumn has come, autumn in my heart. 

––––––––
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' That's what it was called, I knew it with certainty, "autumn in my heart!" It is a comparison I thought, but what was being compared to what? Something or someone or a group who, although they have sought their own way, are being destroyed. But what in the stanza destroys that entity? Life does that, I realized and I smiled, I had always loved text comprehension. That was the most logical thing, life evolves, you break old ties and you find your way, but your innocence gradually disappears and what you are part of, life, drains you and leaves you empty.
––––––––
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The individual or group was compared with leaves, which are young and green at first, but end up dry and decaying. Autumn is also the last season of the year before winter and has its purifying effect as the new year announces itself. Was that what the poet had meant, had it been a reflection on his own life or an observation of what he had observed during his life's journey? Autumn does that to you. The leaves whirl through the world before they find their final resting place and just like your thoughts, they blow through the maze of endless directions. 
––––––––
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We will never find that one out, Galiber thought, we can no longer ask the poet. In recent years, the soul of Andalusia, as he had been jokingly called in articles, had become secluded, and had withdrawn into a cave. A neighbor was the last to have seen him, he had waved when he had seen him come out of his cave and had shouted, 'hola San donde vas' (hey San where are you going) and San had turned around and had eyed him up sharply . 
––––––––
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'Autumn has caught up with me,’ he had finally proclaimed in a loud voice,“ I'm being called... ”and he'd walked up the mountain and disappeared from sight and was never seen again. 
––––––––
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Bizar, I thought and I was startled by a loud honking, I jumped to the side, a truck almost hit me. 'Pay more attention, Galiber', I admonished myself. I had almost become a rotting leaf. When I arrived at my favorite terrace I could choose from all the free tables outside. It was still early and most customers would rather sit inside than outside. The time of doubt and choice came, should I have black coffee or a cup of hot tea. There I sat, musing on one of two choices, as the growing crowds of people on their way to work passed me by. I felt it before I saw it, I was being looked for. In the crowd was a man, a tall man who looked around and then fixed his eyes on me as he made his way through the crowd. I knew he was coming for me and it seemed as if time stood still and that we were connected by his gaze.
––––––––
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He stopped in front of my table, "that was a long journey," he said. "I'd go for the coffee if I were you." I only listened and watched. He pushed his chair away and beckoned to the waiter, "two black coffees," he commanded, then smiled grimly and added, "black as your soul." I regained my balance, 'and who would you be', I asked? ‘I am Enim,’ said the man, "a name you will not lightly forget.’ "And why should I not forget that name" I wanted to know? 
––––––––
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'Look, that's good, I like that' said Enim, 'you already have questions before you realize what will happen to you. Don't worry we are the best thing that will happen to you in your life. ' ‘We," I asked, thinking by myself I am sitting at the table with an uninvited schizoid. "Your thoughts are whirling," Enim said admonishing. 'just try to follow one of those leaves that will ultimately clarify things.' I resolved to calmly finish my coffee, when it came, and then give a friendly nod to the tall man and wish him a good day and quietly walk away from the table.
––––––––
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When the coffee was put down I had the idea for the second time that morning that I was being watched from the crowd. A human crowd should be anonymous, I thought, and it slowly dawned on me that this would be a day that was different from other days. "Another black coffee," Enim said to the waiter. 'Yes sir, ”he said and disappeared. I saw and recognized the searching look of the tall man in the crowd, looking around, making his way through the crowd. I didn't want to look, but I couldn't look away from that figure and then our looks connected and he strode over to our table. 
––––––––
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"You've already found him, beat me to it again" he said plaintively to my table companion, "and I thought I got up early." "The earliest bird catches the worm," laughed Enim, "that's how things go, you know." "I've traveled far bro," replied the man who had just sat down. The waiter put the coffee down in front of him and the man looked at the cup with pleasure before raising it to his lips.
––––––––
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"You know each other," I said to Enim, but it was more of a question than confirmation. "Not in any specific sense, shall I say," he chuckled. I'm starting to get tired of this, I resolved, but before I could say anything, the last to have  arrived said, "Don't let your thoughts whirl so much, they will soon be rotting in the gutter." That gave me an almost electric shock. "Get rid of all the secondary thoughts," he continued, "just follow one path or you will go Qatar." 
––––––––
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"Qatar," I repeated, "as in Cathars of the South of France being massacred by the papal armies"? "Not necessarily, could be the case, but that's just a side issue," Enim replied in front of the tall tall man who had pulled up last. 'A side issue,' I almost exclaimed, 'I wrote an article about it, they were slaughtered by the thousands by the papal armies in the 12th century. 
––––––––
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"That was extremely unfortunate," said the last man, "Enim must have been among them." It started to make me dizzy. 'Who are you really,' I asked in a gruff tone, 'you have come to sit at my table and are telling me that if I'm not careful I'm going to Qatar, I seriously do not like to be threatened. "I am Enim," said the second man. 'My God, I thought, 2 men who were tall and who thought they were Enim 
––––––––
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'Qatar is a dagger,' replied the man next to Enim, 'the oldest type of dagger, from the sub-continent of India. 'Qatar protects and connects life with death, it depends on how you see it. My colleague meant to say that you should not run any risk in weighty decisions by allowing yourself to be influenced by thoughts that eventually rot away into oblivion. ' ‘You meant the dagger," he asked the second man. 'Yes,' he replied, 'otherwise I would have pronounced it with an' H '. More Khatar, but that speaks for itself. ' My curiosity got the better of me, 'and that would mean, I asked? Enim shrugged, 'In the old language a cluster of things, all with negative connotations. Danger, risky, forbidden, fear, unhealthy, poisonous, things like that. '
––––––––
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It's old, very old Arabic, he added after a sip of black coffee. 'Just think of Psychoqueen - Lwlad Khatar,' he advised me, then you see it better, things should always be put into perspective. ' ‘That doesn't mean anything to me," I reported. 'Just look it up when you get home,' he advised me, 'a singer on a video that makes that clear, her name is Lwlad Katar. "Three more coffees," Enim number two called out to the waiter, who nodded that he had heard. And I let it happen to me, I was intrigued by the strange turn my morning had taken. "So you are both Enim," I began. 'Now things are going well,' Enim number one exclaimed, 'now we are open to conversation, all rotten leaves have been blown away, it is time for new crops.
––––––––
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"It's about the positive input," said the second Enim. I silently stared at my cup of coffee and listened. "It's good if you recognize fellow combatants," the former spoke earnestly now. "Did you notice that you were wanted?" He did not wait for an answer but continued, 'sometimes you meet people and you feel an immediate click with them, that is no coincidence and sometimes you have a feeling of dislike at the first meeting. That is not just like that, it goes back to prehistoric times, to the tribal protection. 'The second agreed immediately. 'Have you never wondered what the point of it all is. Surely you have! And have you not felt through the years that you were special but that you could not put your finger on it? 
––––––––
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That it was not clear to you what to do with your talents, and did you not sell yourself to lesser goals for lack of better? You know what, you are special, what do you think about that, but not as you think, much more in fact than that. ' I had to let it work in on me and somewhere in my being a chord had been stuck, I had often always felt that I was special, but special without a mission. 
––––––––
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"What do you mean I didn't know that I was wanted," I began. "You don't want to say we found you independently," the first said emphatically. I realized I had seen them both look around before coming to my table. Undeniably true, they had picked me out and it could only be because they knew what they were looking for. "I'm listening," I said humbly, "apparently there is a lot I don't know and should know." 
––––––––
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"Give me the cube," the first Enim commanded, and the second looked in his coat pocket for a moment. "How many sides does a cube have," he asked me? "Six," I replied. 'Well,' said the first, 'it remains to be seen, are the sides spots that you perceive or can the 8 vertices also be sides if you prefer that, or can the 12 ribs be faces if you consider that differently, or can the 4 ribs per side surface, just be surfaces if we want to see it that way? ' ‘It depends on what you want to see," added the second Enim, we always look at reality through filters and it's interesting how or what determines those filters. ‘I tried to follow what was said, but got caught up in the bombardment of things that came my way.
––––––––
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"Show us the father," said the first Enim, and the second turned up one side of the cube and there my father appeared as if he was on TV in a rejuvenated version. 'Enim too,' sighed the second Enim, 'at least 60%, but we were not able to reach him in time and he ended poorly, sometimes that is how it goes.' The first Enim turned the cube a bit, "your grandfather," he said, "he became one of us, he is still alive, you know, not exactly here, but that is a side issue." On the next turn, a completely unknown figure appeared on the screen. "That's your great-grandfather," said the second Enim, "typically Enim, a great warrior and still very active," My mind was running, as if in a fever. "I'm going mad," I said aloud. 'Good response,' the first one praised me, 'that is to be expected, but rest assured, you are just one of us, you only are still missing some essential information.
––––––––
[image: image]

'Can I ask you something,' I asked? "We are listening," said the first Enim. "Why were you looking for me and how did you find me," I wanted to know? "Blood is thicker than water, a child knows that," the second answered me. 'You are one of us and it's time for you to come home or you'll end up like your father, burned out without ever knowing what was expected of you. That's why we had to pick you up, and how, that's easy, you have to look through a filter and then you see who belongs to your tribe and who doesn't.'
––––––––
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‘More questions," said the second one, spinning the cube and touching an intersection that changed the shape of the cube, now the tool had multiple sides. "Look now we can go further back," said the Enim. "This is your great great great-grandfather and look he is holding his wife's hand and what do you think of that woman," he asked the first Enim. He narrowed his eyes a little and said, 'typical Enima,' you can see that. "Are they really my ancestors?" I asked in astonishment. "Why else would we show you," laughed the first Enim. 'We'll show your lineage, visual education is better than long stories.' I nodded, I could see that. "It's perceiving if you know what I mean," added the second. "I think I know," I said, "it's watching, right?" "That comes close," said the first, "it is also inspecting, or observing or estimating or examining, any of those things."
––––––––
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He nodded seriously, 'that's our job, we're supervising the whole lot.' "Go back to before Moses’ time, for arguments sake," ordered he first Enim, and the second one touched the multifaceted form and closed his hand around it. When he opened it, the shape had changed again, it had become a sphere. "Just need to borrow from you," said the second one, touching me for a moment, "the perceiver must know who we are looking for," he clarified. A warren of colors swirled around in the sphere and I unconsciously thought of divination and then I realized that gypsies imitated the soothsaying with their crystal ball, they had obviously seen something and they were imitating it, I was convinced of it. The colors now turned gray and white and black and a scene emerged, a sandy environment with a clear blue sky, in the distance a herd of goats could be seen, I leaned forward and looked fascinated at what the magic ball revealed. A small, bent figure came forward and limped out of sight again. '
––––––––
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"Was that Moses," I asked? "No, God forbid" grinned the first Enim, "that's one of your earliest ancestors from before the interference." The second one now peeked into the ball as well, "there is not an ounce of Enim in him," he said, "he is plain, small, imperfect, and still of the original race."
––––––––
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"Your names are not Enim," are they?’ "I said when I realized what I was watching. You are Enim, that is not your name! 'All three of us are Enim said thr first one solemnly, some a touch more and others less, the dividing line is 60%, so to speak. "And what do you want from me," I asked with satisfaction that I regained some control over the situation.
––––––––
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"We will explain that to you in great detail," said the first First Enim, and the second took the sphere and put it back in his coat pocket. His hand did not return empty, he held a small leather case in his hand and put it on the table. "The honor is yours," he said and nodded his head to his colleague Enim, after all you have found him. He opened the case and to my horror I saw a series of hypodermic needles. 
––––––––
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'Calm down,' said the man with the syringes, which didn't exactly bring the calmness about which he had tried to evoke. 'You are or rather, you will become one of us,' that is not really a choice, more a part of reality as we see it. ' ‘Wait a minute," I said, realizing it was getting more than serious. But the first laughed scornfully and took my arm in a grip that would have made a vise seem like a toy. The second studied a syringe and held it up to the light for a moment, tapped it briefly with his index finger, then buried it in my arm, releasing the charge in my veins.
––––––––
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"We are friends, don't fear," he clarified. "We are just looking for our fellow tribesmen, together you are stronger, if you know what I mean." An intoxication washed through my head and I loved the world around me and it was revolving around me at an insane pace. Colors faded and merged and then merged again to merge into the images that I perceived once again around me. "That was not too bad, was it" said the first, "now we can always reach you and you can always reach us, we have, among other things, introduced an identification bit, say a chip in you." "You're not used to being Enim yet," he said gently. 'We have to do something about that. I hope no one is waiting for you at home, because you won't be there any time soon. 'My head cleared up but after that I felt fitter than ever before. "I'm listening," I said meekly.
––––––––
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"You need to be updated," said the second, studying me. "We can only act and speak in the same frame of mind when we are formed in the same way." He put some money on the table and said "that'll cover the coffee." 'You must trust us,' he continued, 'we are like brothers in arms of yours and if not now, then surely later.' "I'm going mad," I said firmly. "No, not really," laughed the first, "madmen don't realize they are mad." He took my arm and his colleague got up too when I was lifted from my seat. "We're going for a walk, Enim," said the man who pulled me up. "What do you notice about us?" I looked from one to the other and then I saw it, "You are both the same length," I replied, "actually very tall." 'That is well observed,' said the second, 'that is a characteristic,' you are also tall and so are the men after the time of Moses. Let's just say after the interference.' "Will everything go back to normal again, ' I asked?" 'No,' said the first, 'your life will never be the same again. You will live in the shadow of your own greatness, from now on.' We had arrived at a field. 'This is good, this will do' said the second one, 'we are going to calculate surroundings until we arrive where we want to be and you are the result of our actions, sit down and do not move and do not speak, otherwise you will turmn into dust before your time.
––––––––
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There I sat with two Enims who had been looking for me, on a bench in a field. I was at peace with it, I felt extremely relaxed, and for the rest my mind was virtually empty of thoughts. That made me smile unruly, there were no more thoughts whirling around associatively. Rest, I had entered a state of deep waking peace. I had become a spectator in a film that I had not chosen. 
––––––––
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The first Enim looked straight ahead and a fiery streak appeared in the sky as if a meteorite was about to make a hit, but at a slower speed. 'Right place but wrong time,' said the second Enim, 'add or subtract? 'It must be good, the first time,' said the first Enim, 'otherwise the proportions will go wrong and you will have to calculate all day long until you have restored the matter. What doesn't fit in the sum just doesn't belong there yet. ' ‘So cross it out," his fellow Enim replied. The line dissolved as if it hadn't been there. 
––––––––
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A few meters away from us, the air started to vibrate like you sometimes see the air turn into a mirror like fata morgana above the asphalt on a warm day. "That's the way it should be," commanded the first Enim, "hold and fix," and the air hung trembling and began to wring as if it were looking for a shape. I watched the scene unfold with wide open eyes but said nothing because I realized I would disturb whatever the fellow Enims were doing and I had been promised that I would then be turned to dust. 
––––––––
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It started to snow lightly around the wringing shape and a beginning layer of snow started to cover the grass. "No," said the first Enim firmly, "it was spring, away with it." His colleague nodded and the snow disappeared. They are shaping a reality, was the first sensible thought that came to mind. They are calculating that reality, I realized, they shaped what they recognized as truth by eliminating or adding things. Truly weird, I thought, this was really extraordinary, I was sitting on a bench and a world was created in front of me as my apparently fellow tribesmen wished it to be.
––––––––
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'It has got to be in balance,' I heard the first say, 'balance the equation, springtime on both sides, otherwise you will disturb the sum. The twisting and trembling air now took shape and became a stone gate with moss between the joints. A cold autumn breeze made me shiver for a moment and I turned around and saw that behind me the sky was now dark and I expected a cold rain shower. But the ground in front of the gate was lit up as if by a watery sun, and through the gate I could see flowers and butterflies flying above the open chalices. 
––––––––
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This is bizarre, no one will ever believe this, when I talk about this, they'll lock me up, I thought and I looked with wonder at the landscape on the other side of the gate. "We are almost there," said the first Enim and put his finger over his lips, looking at me, to make it clear to me not to speak. I saw a fiery line approaching but now on the other side of the gate, a line disappearing behind a building in the distance. 'We have landed,' said the second Enim and he sounded satisfied, 'and now the outcome is correct, it is time to go,' and he pulled me up and we walked to the stone gate and we stepped over the threshold with a firm step. I turned around for a moment and saw that the three figures on the bench were still there and were drenched with rain. "Erase them," said the first Enim, "they have served their use and have now become the empty collection." 
––––––––
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His companion looked intently at the bench and three figures faded out. That was not the only thing that faded away, the gate started to vibrate and dissolve and we stood on a lawn with flowers, butterflies and buzzing bees in a spring sun. "We're here," said the first Enim, "you can talk again, but keep walking because you don't want to be late for class."
––––––––
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I was still totally baffled by the change of seasons, I had stepped into spring from autumn and we approached the building that stood in the middle of the lawn. Young men and women walked through the main entrance, reminding me of my old high school. With the difference that they did not push or squeeze past each other, they made their way about very orderly. They were all tall, without exception, "they will be Enims or Enims in the making," I thought. There was something that was different about them from other young people I had known and then I saw what made the difference, they all had a keen look in their eye and looked determined. "They have a purpose in their lives," it flashed through me. 
––––––––
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"That's because of the filter," said the first Enim, as if reading my thoughts, "they were harvested earlier than you," he added to clarify himself. 'we can mold them from the beginning' "Even my thoughts aren't mine anymore," I thought, and smiled when I realized that had been a thought too. 'Is that my school,' I asked, 'and what kind of lessons am I going to get'? 'No,' answered the Enim, 'these are young people with a different consciousness, you have outgrown that,' he looked at me sideways for a moment and continued, 'you are, as it were, a side entrant, you will be guided along. Please be patient because we are almost at your mentor's. They have just landed. 'I thought, "That must have been the fiery streak." "That's right," said the second Enim, with a nod of approval. 'He too reads my mind,' I realized and then I asked, 'why don't you think your answers back to me, that saves a lot of talking.' 'You will become a smart Enim with a little work and effort,' replied the first Enim, 'that's a very good question, but we can't do that yet, you wouldn't be able to tell the difference between your own inner voice that form your thoughts and our input. you would constantly doubt whether you got an answer or whether your own inner voice is formulating an answer. '
––––––––
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"Those sort of things," said the second Enim, "it is not difficult, if you know how to." Meanwhile we ended up at the side of the building and the first Enim stopped dead in his tracks. "The brook isn't there," he said almost accusingly to his colleague. "Don't tell me you haven't included it in your sum." I understood that something had gone wrong. "People always land on the other side of the water," said the first, "how can we cross the bridge if it isn't there." 
––––––––
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"But if whatever has landed, is there" I said, "we can still go there, right." The first Enim looked at me compassionately. “It's not the same,” he sighed as if explaining something simple to a stupid child, “we have to talk about the same reality or we will only achieve a reflection of what we want. It is not what you want to see, it has to be what you want it to be, who knows if the mentors are the same when they come out, if the circumstances are not the same? 'Nobody knows, right'? 
––––––––
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'We have to cross the water, because we always have to cross the water, we have to cross the bridge, because they have landed in a different reality, in a different consciousness, the sum must be right, otherwise the outcome is wrong!' "Would it be foolish to ask if the other reality means another dimension," I wondered. 'Dimension, reality, they are just names,' said the Enim who of course had read my thought, but now you have to be very quiet because some things have to be restored, otherwise you will turn to dust away and in the meantime time passes and if too much time slips away, we cannot maintain this, because the sum is not complete and we cannot go back because we have just become an empty collection on the autumn side. 'I immediately decided to keep my mouth shut.
––––––––
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The second Enim looked straight ahead and for a moment I thought that I saw the air vibrate, just a little above the grass. I had not imagined it, the air was trembling and a trajectory that ran along the tree line began to reflect light. He took a handkerchief from his trouser pocket and wiped his forehead and sighed deeply from the exertion. "I've got to take my breath," he said, "with or without fish," he wanted to know? The first Enim looked at him rebuked, 'here it is without fish, you know that, don't you? If the word takes shape, then the word must be the correct word, it must be exactly like the last time. ' 'When the word takes shape,' I thought 'what is this about'? Now the watcher turned to me, "words are thoughts, or wishes, you can shape them." He had read my mind again, I realized, was there nothing really left of me, not even my own thoughts? "In the beginning was the word and the word belonged to the master," he said emphatically. "It is pause," I thought, "may I say something," I thought, "or does that disturb you?" The first Enim nodded, "speak up," he commanded, "but don't pose nonsensensical questions, please, you have to leave folk that simply speak for the sake of speaking behind, who talk to talk and then words lose their power." 'I know that text from way back,' I said, 'isn't it from a biblical book? "Wasn't it, in the beginning was the word, and the word was God." The first watcher just shrugged. 'Books are frozen words, who still knows what the writer really meant? "Master, God, Chief watcher, just name it, it is all about the thought, and the Master had a wish when he arrived." The second Enim added to his colleague, 'that wish was fulfilled, that happens when the word is yours or yours to manage, if you have the right to use it, an audience is indicated' He put his handkerchief away and declared I'm ready again, so no fish in this stream! '
––––––––
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The first watcher put his finger over his lips and said, "You know, you don't want to turn dusty now that you've almost arrived." I immediately kept my mouth shut tight and saw how the reflective sky became more and more like water and suddenly the image broke through, a clear stream flowed past and above that stream a construction started to take shape. It became a bridge. I heard the creak of branches and watched a deer make its way to the stream and bend over to have a drink. 
––––––––
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'Nice detail,' said the first watcher, 'that's nice, that's the Panting deer, escaped from the hunt, does not crave more strongly to the pleasure, from the fresh streams of water ... but that is not to be part of it' he said somewhat reminisced, 'Get rid of it, erase that bit, the sum is complete, you shouldn't overdo it, but really, to be honest, it was a nice detail.' The deer shook for a moment, then flopped away as if you were turning off a flashlight in the dark. "God almighty," "I thought that is the deer described in yet another biblical text, in a psalm." 'And from a distant past I remembered the psalm, it was psalm 42.' 
––––––––
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You can just talk again, 'said the first Enim,' the sum is finished and the result is before us. And as for that panting deer, yes, you can put anything in a psalm, that does not mean that the writer really had an idea about it. ' My head was spinning, words meant things and sometimes they didn't, my world was being turned upside down. The second Enim added to the words of his watcher colleague, "Writers often see a glimpse of one reality and then try to capture it, but more often than not they become crippled-sounding verses and readers have to guess what was meant." 
––––––––
[image: image]

We stepped onto the bridge and I saw how clear the water was and looked over my shoulder at where the deer had been whipped away, nothing reminded me of its short presence. "Who or what are you really," I said out loud. “We are the voices, the crying ones in the desert,” said the first watcher, “and we are called forth, as it were, to restore annoying sums that go out of balance. You need a lot of little helpers for that, because there are also many opposing forces. 
––––––––
[image: image]

'Have I been called then, 'I asked? "You have been recognized and you are going to perfect your calling, but first you need to become prepared, because we want outcomes to always be positive on our side." We call out, "said the second watcher," only those who are more Enim than waste matter, if you are less than 60% Enim then we will not bother with you, then you will eventually become dust and disappear from the greater picture. "
––––––––
[image: image]

My head overflowed, since my last cup of coffee I had in, let's say the autumn season, I continuously heard matters that seriously shook up my world view up. And of course they had already read that thought in me. "Take it easy," said the first watcher, "that's how we all started, you'll be upgraded soon."
––––––––
[image: image]

On the other side of the bridge we stepped onto a large meadow. "There they are," said the first watcher, pointing in the distance. A large glittering sphere lay a few hundred yards from us, and next to it was a table with two figures sitting at it. "The God's table
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