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    Dedicated to my wonderful wife and daughters, and to those whose imaginations allow for an infinite view of life and love! 
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            "When you have the power to love, that strength, that courage is infinite; that love is infinite. There is nothing finite about its presence, for love. never. dies." 
 
- Solange nicole 

      

    

[image: Love Symbol; Infinite Heart Design]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

INTRODUCTION 
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“Prepare for defib!” an anxious voice cried out.

‘Defib? What’s defib?’ I wondered.

The voice sounded quite young. It was high pitched, had a distinctive nasal tone and, judging by its intensity, came from someone under considerable distress.

“Charge to 300!” the voice commanded.

Whatever the commotion, it seemed that I was the center of attention and was in dire need of help. Suddenly, a scene came into view, and I was thrust into a state of utter confusion. Lying on a hospital bed, surrounded by a cadre of medical personnel, I was in fact the patient being attended to. But for the life of me, I couldn’t remember anything prior to this moment: who I was, how I got here or what had happened.   

“Clear!” 

In an instant, something like a bolt of lightning raced through my body and caused it to jump about a foot off the table. 

“Anything?!”  

“Nothing, doctor,” a nurse quickly replied. 

“Charge to 350!”  

“350, doctor.”

“Clear!”  

Again, the lighting crashed through my system, sending my body off the table once more.  

“Still nothing, doctor...” 

The room grew eerily silent. All that could be heard was the incessant beeping of medical machinery and labored breathing by the medical staff. Though clueless as to my condition or even my whereabouts, I had the distinct impression that I was approaching death. Affirmation would quickly follow.

“Doctor, we’ve done all we can, but we’ve lost him. I think it’s time we called it.” 

The young doctor reluctantly agreed and through his exhausted, nasally voice, grimly pronounced:  

“Time of death: 222 pm.”

‘Time of death? You mean I’ve died?! That can’t be right!’ my mind protested, even as my beleaguered body lie motionless on the table.  

“Well, guess I’d better go and relay the bad news,” the doctor dejectedly uttered, while removing his bloody gloves. 

Strangely, though my body lie dead on the table, I, whatever “I” was, felt completely alive. My mind was infused with a tidal wave of energy and my senses were awash with heightened awareness. It was unlike anything I’d experienced before. Previously imperceptible sounds now echoed in my ears and a collage of scents wafted in the air around me. I heard the buzzing of lights, whooshing of air and the humming of computers. I smelled the pungent odor of medication, a hint of floral-tinted perfume, and the stale, musty breeze of air conditioning. I even felt the gentle touch of a nurse as she lovingly caressed my hand and, amazingly, the rhythmic surge of blood as it traveled through the veins of her hand. The experience was surreal and left me in a state of awe. 

‘How could this be?’ I wondered.  

Come to think of it, how was I able to sense anything at all? By all indications, I had died or, at the very least, was in the final stages of the dying process. This shouldn’t be possible, I reasoned. Unable to formulate a viable explanation, I let go of the thought and simply marveled at my newfound capabilities. I wondered if, perhaps, there was more to experience. Sensing I could travel, I released my body and floated outside the emergency room, through the walls and into a nondescript waiting area. The experience was amazing, beyond description, really. Upon entering the waiting area, I spotted a group of people, huddled tightly around the doctor who had presided over my death. Though initially unrecognizable, I felt a sudden, irresistible attraction to the group and, as I drew ever nearer, I discovered why: it was my wife and children! Noticeably distraught, they had obviously been informed of my death and were clutching one another tightly while crying profusely. After the doctor walked away, the scene became even more distressing and, feeling the depth of their sad desperation, I attempted to reach out and console them. I wanted them to know I was okay, that I was still alive and in their midst. However, my attempts at contact were utterly hopeless as they were unable to feel my presence or hear my words of comfort. It was as though I was completely invisible, undetectable in the space we occupied.  

An intense feeling of dejection began to overwhelm me when, suddenly, the harrowing scene vanished, and I was instantly whisked away. Back to the present. Back to life as I knew it.
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CHAPTER 1: MY JOURNEY BEGINS 
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The year is 2111, January 11th in fact, and I have just returned from another intensely vivid and disconcerting vision. Like the others before, this one ended abruptly and included eerily familiar scenes of death and mesmerizing moments of disembodied exploration. Stranger still, with each occurrence I have felt an intense, emotional attachment to people whom I instantly recognized as family. The experiences have been quite unsettling and have left me utterly confused. I have no idea what the visions mean, if they’re real, how they’re triggered or if another will take place. What I know for certain is that they’re occurring with greater frequency and are adversely affecting my life. I’ve even begun to wonder if I might have a brain tumor, or something worse. What a distressing thought that is. The situation has caused such grave concern that I’m seriously considering a visit to my doctor, whom I haven’t seen in years. I doubt he even remembers who I am.  

Upon my return, I felt momentarily confused and unable to recall what had happened prior to the vision’s onset. Scanning my surroundings, I found that I was in the kitchen, seated at the table and was clutching a cup of coffee with my right hand. Miraculously, I hadn’t spilled a drop during my time away. I noticed an untouched plate of scrambled eggs, sausage and toast sitting before me. Obviously, I had started to eat when the vision came on, which made me wonder how long I had been gone. Now fully present, a shock of concern rippled through me as I thought about the time. Perhaps the vision had made me late for work! I hated to be late, late for anything, let alone my job. Quickly glancing at the clock, I saw that it was 7:04 am. Whew! My nerves immediately settled, for I realized that I had plenty of time and hadn’t been away for long. Nevertheless, I quickly ate breakfast and grabbed an energy infusion, before heading for the office.

I suppose an introduction might be helpful. My name is Immanuel Parker, though to friends and family I’m simply “Manny.” I reside in middle Alaska, just outside Fairbanks, and am presently single - divorced is more accurate, actually. I have two daughters, Angelia & Anniston, both of whom live with their mother in northern California. I’m a Pilot, and Station Manager, for a mid-sized cargo company. In this position, I ferry supplies across the globe to and from the wilderness of Alaska. It’s a good job, albeit a little boring these days, as the new Magneto-Craft technology has taken the danger out of what was once considered a risky profession. Even so, Mother Nature has yet to be tamed, so there’s still a bit of uncertainty in my position. The job keeps me on my toes and gives me a thrill each time I take to the sky. Well, that’s me in a nutshell. Nothing too exciting, save for the bizarre episodes of the past few weeks.  

Stepping into the garage, I was confronted with a stark reminder of life in Alaska, as the room was cold, bone-chilling cold! And looking out the garage door window, there seemed to be a snowstorm blowing for I saw nothing but a sheet of white.  

‘Looks like I have my work cut out for me today,’ I thought, while starting my F650 Hover.  

After backing the Hover out of the garage, I was on my way. Happy to no longer be driving on pavement, as in the old days, the Hover glided smoothly through the snow and ferocious wind. And while the truck effortlessly navigated the outline of the street, using the roadside tracking beams, my mind wandered and was flooded with questions about my latest episode. Why would the vision, again, culminate with my death? And how was I able to travel through walls and ceilings? What time-period was I in? And who were those people I felt such an affinity for? While contemplating the nagging questions, a long-forgotten memory suddenly resurfaced. It was the kind of recollection that creeps up out of nowhere and occupies your mind when you least expect it. 

The memory was of a rather poignant experience when I discovered my mother sitting alone on the floor of her bedroom, seemingly in a meditative state. I must have been about fourteen or so when it happened. The scene was quite startling as she was completely oblivious to my presence, and everything else for that matter. Curious of what was happening, I tip-toed into the room, careful not to alert her to my presence when suddenly, and softly, she called out to me.  

“Manny, do you feel the angelic presence that’s standing beside you?” 

Totally dumbfounded, and feeling nothing but an eerie sense of alarm, I told her I didn’t. But she insisted that I perceive ‘with my spirit.’ After an uneasy minute or two, I finally lied and avowed that I could, in fact, sense the angel. She must’ve known I was being untruthful for she suddenly opened her eyes and exclaimed, 

“Immanuel, one day you will come to understand the truth of your existence and then you will truly grasp the wonder of life, my son.” 

She then stood up, lay on her bed, closed her eyes, and went to sleep. I couldn’t recall why I had initially come to her room but feeling shocked and utterly bewildered, I exited as quickly as possible. 

As quickly as it had arrived the memory vanished, though I couldn’t help but believe that it had a profound reason for resurfacing. And then suddenly, I had an epiphany: perhaps my recent visions were the byproduct of my mother’s odd spiritual disposition. Maybe I possessed some of mom’s spiritual tendencies and this was the impetus for my recent visions. It was a definite possibility, I figured.  

After my insightful hypothesizing, I was whisked back to reality for my company’s building was in sight. As the Hover turned onto Bittner Avenue, I spotted the familiar words of our high-tech sign: Alaskan Adventures - We Take the Adventure out of Moving Freight. Whoever proposed the company slogan wasn’t too bright in my book. Nevertheless, I completely let go of the profound memory and began to focus on my upcoming tasks. Considering the ugly weather and my baffling medical condition, I would need to summon all the concentration I could muster, or something could go terribly wrong. 

Pulling into the company garage, I quickly parked in my assigned stall, shut off the Hover and waited as it alighted on the ground. Hearing the familiar click of the parking attachment, I opened the door and began walking to my office. Ordinarily, I would have taken the company tram but, after the morning’s events, I figured I needed time to settle my nerves. Plus, the brisk Alaskan wind would help clear my head of the crazy vision and prepare me for the day.  

Upon entering the building, I was greeted by Gail, my office manager.  

“Good morning, Manny.” 

“Morning, Gail,” I replied, barely above a whisper.   

Gail stared at me, with an odd expression on her face, which told me something was amiss. 

“Why the strange look?” 

Gail seemed surprised by the question.  

“Well...uh...frankly, it looks like you haven’t slept in a week, my friend,” Gail replied, smiling from ear-to-ear.  

“Yeah, I bet,” I said, laughing. “Truth is, I had one doozy of a dream this morning, Gail. It must’ve shortened my beauty sleep, which obviously messed up my ruggedly handsome face.”

Although it wasn’t entirely accurate, my response was sincere and, of course, deflective. It would have to do; for now, anyway.  

“Ha! Ha! Very funny, mister.”  

Truth be told, I had somewhat of a boyhood crush on Gail. Being that she was married, however, I never let on as such. She was a real beauty, with dark hair and blond highlights, a round but nicely proportioned face, and an exquisitely athletic body. She always came to work impeccably dressed, had a wonderful sense of humor and was an ultra-efficient manager to boot.  

“A dream, huh? Anything you’d like to share?” Gail asked, with a hint of playfulness in her voice.  

“No, just one of those kooky dreams that makes no sense whatsoever.” 

“You know, Manny, there are people who analyze dreams for a living. They say dreams express what we’re experiencing in our waking life. Might be worthwhile to have yours analyzed. What do you think?” 

“Uh, I think I’ll pass on that one, Gail,” I said, while chuckling a bit.  

“Just a thought...”

Switching gears, she said...

“With the weather so ugly, I believe we could be in for a rather long day. You guys gonna be okay?”  

“Yeah, we’ll be fine. It’ll be difficult, for sure, but I’m hoping the guys will be sufficiently prepared. Certainly don’t want a repeat of last week. Last thing we need, really.”  

I was alluding to the fact that one of the guys had damaged important cargo the week prior, causing trouble with one of our most valued clients. In response, I administered company disciplinary measures, which I simply hated to do. The expected difficulties of the day ahead would test whether this course of action proved an effective motivator. 

“Well, just take it easy out there. I’d hate to see anything get damaged again or, God forbid, anybody get hurt.” 

“You bet, Gail. We’ll be okay. You just keep our relationships intact, all right?”  

“You got it, Manny. I’ll talk with you later,” Gail said, while turning to walk away.  

With our meeting concluded, I started out for my office. The crew would be arriving shortly, provided none of them called in of course. No sooner had I sat down when Raymond Jones walked in and stood before my desk. Frankly, Raymond was a major pain in the back side. He was, quite simply, the biggest complainer I had ever known. In fact, I was rather surprised to see him this early and on a terrible day, no less!  

“Hey, boss. Bad bit of weather we got today, huh,” Raymond said, through an emerging smile.  

“Yeah, it’s coming down, all right. But it’s nothing we haven’t worked in before,” I replied, masking the concern I inwardly felt.  

“We’re gonna need to be extra careful, that’s for sure.” 

Raymond was, no doubt, subtly reminding me of his dock in pay last week.  

“Yeah, that’s right. But I believe you guys are up to the challenge.” 

No sooner had I replied than a familiar din of loud voices resounded, just outside the door. 

“Whew...what a freakin’ mess out there! You sure you want us working today, boss?” asked R. J., walking through the door, followed by the remainder of the crew.  

“Well, I guess the better question is: do you guys think you can work today? I mean, are you up for the challenge?” I asked, hoping to get a rousing show of support.  

“Oh, hell yes,” Rob answered. “This is nothing but a thing!”  

Rob’s bombastic remark set off the rest of the crew, each ramping up their bravado.  

“Okay, okay, let’s get to work,” I said, interrupting their testosterone-laden huddle. “We have quite a bit of freight that needs to get out; by 11am, in fact. It’s a bit much on a day like this, but I know you guys can handle it.”  

Looking at the men, they seemed resolved for the task at hand, and I felt good about the prospects for a productive day.  

“Now, I needn’t remind you guys of the importance of safety, especially on a day like today. You’ve got to be vigilant in protecting yourselves, and the freight of course. In fact, there’s a nice bonus awaiting each of you if you’re able to make it through the day accident-free. Knowing how much you like the casino, there’s $500 worth of chips for each of you if you and the cargo make it through unscathed. So, let’s get to it!” 

I knew full well that money spoke louder than words, and that the guys couldn’t resist their personal playground. They just loved the casino. Hopefully, this incentive plan would prove effective.  

“All right guys, you heard the man. Five hundred bucks is on the line! Let’s get to work!” yelled Tony, my crew leader.  

Our conversation concluded, the guys shuffled out to begin their work while I perused the magneto-port for today’s flight schedule. Surprisingly, I had a trip scheduled; destination Novosibirsk, Russia. Not that long ago, flying in this weather would not have been attempted. However, with Magneto Craft Navigation, even this flight was considered safe - though I still had lingering doubts about that assertion.  

“All right, Manny, let’s get this over with,” I mumbled out loud.  

After making my way to the company airstrip, I prepared the jet for flight, logged in my destination, and did a final check of the instruments. I then taxied to the runway, in preparation for liftoff.  

“Gail, this is Manny. I’m about to depart for Novosibirsk. The guys are set to their tasks, and I shouldn’t be but about two hours or so. If you need me, buzz me. See you soon.”  

“All right, Manny. Have a good flight. Hope it’s not too bumpy,” Gail said, with a slight giggle.  

And, with that, I set off for Russia. With the strong winds and incessant snow, the Falcon 2125 was all over the place. Though I trusted the plane’s airworthiness, and appreciated the silent propulsion of the magneto technology, I loathed the feeling of being tossed around. Still, it was much better than the noisy, and very cumbersome, jet engines of yesteryear. Besides, the old engines required perpetual and costly maintenance and still frequently broke down. Plus, navigating through the storms was much more difficult and dangerous back then. Nowadays, we simply set a course, use our satellites to deploy a magnetic line, and set the plane’s magneto-guidance system to follow that line. It was that easy! Of course, it was this simplicity that ultimately led to the de-specialization of piloting. As mentioned before, it was no longer considered a top-flight, risky profession, but that was fine with me. I still enjoyed the sensation of flight, the feeling of freedom, and the exhilaration of being on top of the world.  

After gaining altitude and pushing past most of the inclement weather, I communicated my position and anticipated arrival time to the controllers in Novosibirsk. The Falcon leveled at about 38,000 feet and, barring any unforeseen circumstances, I would be prepping for landing in about forty-five minutes. Until then, I figured I’d sit back, relax, and enjoy the flight. However, this would prove to be impossible. For no sooner had I reclined when the lights began to dim, a pressure arose on my right temple, and a confusing scene began to play out before me...
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CHAPTER 2: A HERO EMERGES 
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“Johnny!”

“Johnny, are you there?! Answer me, damn it!”  

The shrill sounding voice rang loudly in my ears, as I attempted to get a bearing on where I was. 

Looking around, I saw mounds of dirt and debris, charred vehicles, spent ammunition and to my utter dismay, dead bodies. The bodies were haphazardly lying all over the ground, grossly disfigured, bloodied and burned. In the distance, muffled sounds of gunfire rang out and every so often the high-pitched whistle of an incoming cannon shell whizzed nearby.  

‘What the hell’s going on?’ I asked myself, utterly beset with confusion.  

To my left stood the man who was apparently screaming my name. He was aimlessly groping about, flailing at the air, trying in vain to locate me.  

“Ralph, I’m over here! Follow my voice!” I yelled.  

Suddenly, a thought struck me:  

‘How did I know this man? I didn’t recall ever seeing him before. Yet here I was, speaking to Ralph as if I knew him; and knew him well.’  

Something was most definitely amiss.  

“Johnny, I think I’m blind! I can’t see shit right now. Can you believe this?!” 

“Don’t worry about that, Ralph. Let’s get you to safety and then we’ll see what doc says about your eyes. Come on, let’s go!”  

While grabbing Ralph’s arm, I noticed a considerable amount of fresh blood, splattered all over his neck and the front of his uniform. Judging from his face, I
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