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CHAPTER I

[image: image]


QUILL EARS






“The door is opening!” Osnat declared, and she entered along with her three friends. They had found a new world on the other side of a stone. Colors glowed from things themselves; rocks that should have been gray had a blue-white sheen, and trees that should have been only green had edges vibrating with auras of varied colors. 

“There’s a faint red glow between things,” noticed Elizabeth. It appeared as if waves of feeling emanated from things, or rather between them. “Can you hear them?”

“It’s almost like sighing,” said Osnat.

“Sounds haunting to me,” put in Jonathan.

“I don’t know how I know this, but I can sense their meaning,” Elizabeth related. “They’re talking amongst themselves, saying things like, ‘Grow closer, taller, and reach up to the sun. Go deeper into the earth and find what you need.’”

“How come we’ve never seen or heard this before?”

“It feels like we’re on another earth,” said David, the oldest and most quiet of the group. “A sort of copy of earth, but more real in a different way.”

“It gives the feeling we’re to the side of earth somehow, but I know that doesn’t make much sense,” added Osnat.

“Do you notice another big difference?” asked Elizabeth. “The sky is evenly lit up and there’s no sun.”

The effect was a surreal light, which made things look more real, for they had no shadows.






How they found an opening to this world is a story itself. But there are places in our world which are charged with energy, what Indigenous call “hot spots.” Especially, if they are hard to get to, remote enough so that you have to make an effort to get there, then you may have a different experience, one that is visionary like the Indigenous have had for  thousands of years ago. In this case, the three friends had been hiking on a remote trail in the Northwest not far from the ocean. In a recess by a distinctive cliff side, they came upon a boulder engraved with a petroglyph, depicting an anthropomorph with rays around its head, raised hands and standing next to a circular design. They found themselves staring at the abstract design, which was a “hole-in-the universe”––a door that opened to another dimension.






“Look!” cried Jonathan. “A furry animal!” 

A brown creature the size of a bobcat was poised on a rock arch, studded with rosy quartz crystals. What particular creature it was, the group wasn’t sure. Its hair was quill-like, its nose was long like an Australian echidna, and it had large ears like a rabbit.

“Careful,” warned Jonathan. “It could be poisonous!”

Osnat stepped up. “I don’t think it is.” The creature was still, except for its whiskers, which quivered, and its ears which twitched some as they bent forward. She stroked its back and the quills slicked back. “See, it’s peaceful.”

“I knew it! Nothing can harm us in this land!” cried Elizabeth, raising her hands and twirling. Indeed, nothing bad seemed possible here, despite the strangeness. “Things don’t fight here. It’s all about communion! The trees are embracing each other!” Elizabeth's tone had become ecstatic.

“Maybe that’s how our land really is, but we don’t see it,” wondered Osnat. 

“How true,” remarked the creature.

“It talks,” they all cried at once. “How is that possible?” 

“Everything talks here,” the animal replied, his ears perking up. “It’s a matter of listening, not talking. And animals do a lot of listening. Many from your that wander here and are content to bark, howl or shriek.” 

Jonathan asked, “Can you help us get back to our land? Oh, and what’s your name?” 

“No sooner than you arrive, you want to leave? As for my name, call me Quill Ears. I can serve as your guide, seeing as you don’t know your way around. It’s different here. You  meet the most amazing animals and can talk to everything from a rock to a worm.”

“Are there people here?” asked Osnat.

“People? There’s plenty of unusual things here without worrying about them,” he replied enigmatically. Then the creature, inviting them to follow, waddled off. 






Led by Quill Ears, the four humans walked across a green expanse. The air was perfectly soft, and its temperature just right. Occasionally, Quill ears bumped into rocks with embedded blue gems. “I see better at night,” he explained. Curious, Elizabeth dislodged one of the blue gems and examined it.

Quill Ears was not approving. “Always picking up and taking things––is that what people do from your world?” 

We’re just curious. That’s the nature of people,” defended Osnat.

Under an assortment of trees, a few of which were laden with fruit, they rested. It seemed as if the trees willingly offered their apricot-like fruit, releasing easily once they held it.  The conversation turned to how lucky they were to find this land, and Jonathan asked why more people hadn’t found it.  

The creature’s answer was enigmatic. “It’s hard to find it and hard to leave to tell about it.” 

The first discordant note was thrown into their enterprise. Until now, the group was caught up in the novelty of events, with home relegated to the back of their minds. 

“Can’t we just find the cliff side again?” asked Jonathan, not so sure. 

Osnat recalled, “Do you remember when we stepped into the opening? The cliffside with the petroglyph was nowhere in sight.” 

“I didn’t notice,” said David. “We should have left a marker or tried to remember the landscape, for the opening back might be that way..”

“Quill Ears, you live here, so you can help find it,” Elizabeth suggested.

The animal was silent. 

Sensitive to the creature’s feelings, Osnat put it this way. “We don’t want to leave right now, but eventually we will want to go home. Can you help us find our way back when the time comes?”

“The door you entered only comes into the land,” the creature informed.

“But if there’s a way in, there must be a way out,” reasoned Osnat. 

“Yes, but it’s from a place below where you wouldn’t want to go at all.”

That this peaceable land might have a troubled space below left them unsettled. The realization came as the light in the sky dimmed, as if on a timer. Tiredness set in, and after laying  on the ground, the group fell into a profound sleep.
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CHAPTER II
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STUMP MAN






The three woke to a light rising from all the horizons and set out. “I’d like to show you the home of the other creatures,” Quill Ears announced.

It was late in the day when they came to a series of hills. A cool wind blew, and Elizabeth noticed. “The breeze ... I can’t figure out its regular direction. Where does it come from?”

“The wind comes from any direction, depending upon where it wants to blow,” Quill Ears explained. “No worries, though. Before things dim, I will find a burrow big enough for all.”

They had reached the base of a hill when a dwarf-sized man appeared, standing next to a blue hole in the ground, from which a mist rose. “Please help us,” he asked.

“Stump Man, you’ve surfaced again!” screeched Quill Ears.

“Yes, I come in time of need. Things are falling apart in the world below.” 

“It is not my sphere,” said Quill Ears. “I’m with people from the first earth.”

“Yes, I see the travelers. You have come here before, and they can come with you.” 

“The below world is not pleasant for visitors.”

A silence followed. Quill Ears didn’t move, and it seemed it was left to the humans to decide.

“I don’t know,” said David. “We don’t know what we’re getting into. Quill Ears is reluctant and maybe for good reason. This below world may be an opposite of here, where things are all
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