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“Nothing is worse than surviving The Holocaust then being engulfed years later through a worst situation almost similar.”

“I’m sorry...what?” Edith Marya halted painting seven glass bridges on her laptop and glanced at Claire Rivers.

“That incident over there Australia – those Jews who perished through worst-ever mass-shooting across Oceania, one amongst ‘em once escaped Nazi. Months sometimes don’t fly fast.”

“Owh, twenty-twenty-five you still remember.”

“Guessing will not cease to each December.”

“Like abit solemn when the festive mood ends.”

“Can say so again. Anyways dear, where are we?”

Marya resumed on her digital painting. “Nearer Kenya.”

“As Uranus is.” Claire smiled. “I mean you awesome douche, what we were-.”

“To plan for?”

“Definitely Judith won’t be early before two p-m Jacque.”

“August doesn’t wake February.”

“Nice catch. Thought likewise.” Claire sat adjacent Nehemiah and closed her file. “Done ‘Miah?”

“Almost.” Marya sipped coffee.

“Noooope, not you,” Claire tapped her favourite colleague on the shoulders, “you.”

Nehemiah sycthed. “I am. Gonna embark another framework at the picnic. When might you stop confusing us maybe?”

“Indeed wanted to ask.” Marya smiled.

“Retreat, not a picnic. I like shortening your name.”

“There you go again Claire.”

She softly chuckled. “Nancy hasn’t told you yet?”

“Concerning?”

“Oops...was a retreat Mr., apologies.” Stella sighed.

Claire arranged other documents behind a mickle desk. “Well guys, for any mix-up that may have popped-.”

Judith suddenly entered the office and leaned to an aisle column. “Late I know, traffic bullshit.”

“You’re earlier today actually.”

“What? Jacque I assumed you understood...Sunday.”

“That’s why I’m saying you have come quite early.” Jacqueline drafted notes on her blue Red Bull pad. “Furthermore, work hasn’t begun till-.”

“I’m here for?” Judith gazed at Diana Brooks. “Like why did you call me??”

“Did I mention anything about work?”

“Cut me that crap bitch-.”

“This morning should be sunny.” Claire peeped at Judith then went-on arranging files. “Winter is at other hemispheres. You’ll be coming to the retreat?”

“Yeah...daaah, ofcourse,” Judith walked to her locker, “should I even miss.”

“You didn’t get enough briefings though.”

“Which complete briefing?”

“We agreed for a vote that is why you were called. First, it’s Camp CampiNnin and not Eight Hotel.”

“Alright, secondly?”

“Will be from next Friday through Monday, not fourth week’s Saturday.”

“And thirdly?”

“Just that. Ticking yes?”

“My vote in.”

“Cool then. Make sure you come earlier.”

“I fuckin knew it.”

“Each one of us we requested one another.” Marvin smiled.

Ximena cleared her throat. “Saw how Jiran ‘docked’ yesternight Perthe? She was all-over Barrs Manic.”

“Seriously,” Yvette zipped her Quen backpack, “who crosschecked some probes in the afternoon, ‘mamyto’s Cranma’?”

“I know, right?”

“Thought Flosta Aers paved up dumster-lighting, Christmas has only started.”

“Hilarious Bethany, you’re soo not funny.”

“Jeez Rio, Christ every Jan ‘is a-week older’.”

“Y’all a good hour then.” Marya closed her laptop.

***
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Vermoner

Anastacia Cathy thought of Graham. ( -“Always saddened and lonelier, I guess I should invite him for the retreat.”- ) She dished out her white Siemens 9-10Plus from her Louis Vuitton coat and phoned him.

He picked the call. “Hi.”

( -“Phewks, an answer finally.”- ) “Heeey hansome, how’s you doing?”

“I’m fine.”

( -“I’m never okay with that reply.”- ) “Please... sure?”

“Yeah Anna.”

She sighed. ( -“I doubt.”- ) “Have arrived in Nyeri, was hoping if you gonna be available coming Friday or probably today evening. Wonna invite you for a Christian-themed retreat.”

“Where?”

“We meet I tell you in detail? I wish to see you.”
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“They told me I’m going to find you beside the chapel.”

Monica glanced up at Belindah. “Just finished a prayer. I like to sneak for some me-times sometimes.”

“Such the marvelous recess indeed, me too. Have I interrupted though?”

“Naah, all done, only that it might be a long weekend unlike all other conventions held here.”

“Why if may ask? You’ve never said so – ever.”

“I don’t know why...got this feeling it ain’t gonna be the same again.”

“Like afterwards or?”

“Before the seminar ends, something is different.”

“Moniq, it shall finalize well. Let’s go and welcome the campers.”

Monica Scrine nodded with a subtle grin. “Amen.”

“All is well well well. Amen.”

“May it always be so each day forever always.”

The duo ladies headed towards the entrance gate where two cream Mercedes church coaches awaited. An esteemed security guard ushered while opening the extravagant gate then the coaches made way into the camp and parked few meters at the driveway. Side luggage compartments pulled up with a freno ignite. Each glad visitor alighted one-by-one. They were welcomingly assisted to remove all their camping gears and every suitcase and mickle backpacks off the luggage compartments as they were being greeted ... then the sixty-nine-seater coaches drove farther ahead at the designated parking slots.

“God be with you, peace be unto y’all.” Belindah clasped her palms. “Feel most at home – afterall Heaven is our final home. You’ll love it here.”

Monica seconded in ‘universal’ accord. “We’re but a paradise passing wind even though the world is wonderful. Absolutely you shall love your stay here.”

“I’ll be your guide and ally with my friend Moniq. Welcome again. Let’s show y’all your various bunks. Come along.” Belindah Usher led the way through the beautifully terrazoed receptionist’s corridor – followed by Monica.

And the campers trailed them. ... They were all shown their respective guest rooms for each walk of life - the young middle-aged - the teenagers - and the grownups.

Early dawn, everyone wholesomely gathered at a large seclusion chapel to have the first morning sermon. ... After the prayer leader finalized, Graham immediately got up and went for a solo tour around the vast camp. When he neared an appealing forested yard, he heard a stallion neigh.

( -“Cool, there are horses here.”- ) He smiled to himself as he estimated where the sound emanated from. Tiptoeing across shrubs and bushes, he suddenly heard a voice singing alongside a flute piano with the harmonizing 3.2 octave. ( -“Wow, great.”- ) His heart was mesmerized by the softness of the tune and he decided to hedge closer. ... When the voice finned awesomely the orchestra, Graham walked to a recessive gazzibo affront him and found a lady seated on a wooden Rockerfella chair. ( -“She must be the one.”- ) “Ummh, hi there.”

The lady glimpsed at him. “Hi, sorry...wasn’t expecting anybody around.”

“Voice too beautiful to make you be by yourself.”

The lady mildly blushed. “You spied on me?”

“You were in the moment, I avoided to ruin it.”

“It’s quite embarrassing.” The lady blushed again.

“What was that you were singing?”

“Just a track I’m working on.”

“Wait, you composed that?”

“It’s awful, isn’t it?”

“Nooo,” Graham sat closer to her at the bench near him, “sounded marvelous. They can use you in choirs.”

“I manage the ranch here, could be too far-fetched.”

“Added incredibility, I overheard one appreciate.”

“Valentine must have left the gate non-enclosed.” The lady stood up. “Mind if I go and check if the horses are free? You can come with me.”

“Won’t mind to be shown around by Ms. hacienda.”

The lady ‘calmly’ giggled. “Alright.”

“Okay, after you.”

... They entered in the minute ranch and Graham spotted another woman. “Her?”

“What?”

“Valentine over there?”

The lady glanced to the left and saw Celestine playing golf. “Lucky neither any horse loose. Nope, it’s Cess, she gets carried away.”

Their brief steps motioned them to her. She saw them approaching then continued gentle-golfing.

“Cele-.”

She missed to lead the little white ball into a hole. “Yeah, thanks alot Chloe.”

“Sorry about that. You’ve seen Valentine maybe?”

“Probably has gone for more fodder.”

“Alright then. Have some fun Joy Cess.”

Anastacia coincidentally had been searching for Graham everywhere in-within the camp, and upon her seeing him with the two ladies while she passed through the forested comforting yard, she scythed with
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