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Forward 

Above the vast expanse of time and space, above the brilliant blue hues and the white cloud 
figures marching across the firmament with daily rigor, and somehow mysteriously 
embedded within the nighttime hosts of stars, galaxies, and yet to be discovered anomalies 
within and without what we know as “time,” a wonderfully aged Being sits, garbed in royal 
fabrics of celestial design, of which, though merely woven fabric, seem almost living if you 
were to gaze deeper. He ponders the passion of his heart, glass in hand, bubbles exploding 
from the rim and landing like glitter upon his confident hold. It is a passion that leaves him 
dreadfully disturbed.  

Day in and day out he gazes (some say mindlessly) into creation, frustrated, tapping his 
fingers upon the burgundy, leather-padded arm of his seat. Staring, glaring, scheming. It’s 
not the frustration that comes from a job poorly done, or deadline yet unmet. His frustration 
is so much more noble than that. It runs along the lines of the frustration you or I might have 
when wanting something so bad (yet in this case, so good), for someone we love so good (or 
in this case, so bad), yet remain at odds on how to communicate that passion in a way that 
they (the objects of our intent) can really get.  

How can I get them to realize… to realize me? 

I’ve seen this frustration many times with my own children. They are off and running, mostly 
in their own worlds, blinded to how much I really love them and clueless as to the intentional 
sacrifices I’ve whole-heartedly embraced to raise them into functional grown-ups. Deep 
down, I do thing they appreciate it when I share a life lesson, teach them to drive, or prepare 
their favorite omelette on a Saturday morning. But positive feedback is scarce. Truth be told, 
my love is either ignored, scuffed at as being too old school, or perhaps worse than ever, 
taken for granted. 

That’s the type of frustration — the frustration of wanting to be recognized, and that for their 
own good — that laid under the rhythmically tapping fingers of this timeless, loving Being, 
whom I’ll from henceforth name as Love. He is not simply gazing into the stars around him 
— their multi-colored prismatic spears reaching into space for as far as the sky can see — nor 
is he hypnotized by the flying creatures of light and majesty streaming back and forth and 
above the horizon like fiery comets in the nighttime arena.  He is neither distracted by the 
soothing and inconstant bell tones emanating from the far reaches of space, each tone 
casting a glorious harmonic from he depths of the galaxy, or by the activities of the endless 



streams of towns and villages, dotting the rolling hills before him like blue-bonnets on a 
Texas prairie in spring. 

I suppose, for anyone else out here, it would be easy to be distracted by these eternal stimuli. 
Be he sees deeper, he sees keener, he sees though the past, through the present, and through 
the future, all in a single glance of the eye. Though surrounded with exquisite beauty (most 
of which we will never know this side of things), and though he has harnessed all things 
within the power of his voice alone, his attention is profoundly fixed — addicted some would 
say — to a single speak of reflective light, floating erratically, chaotically, wobbling out of 
control like a dandelion in the breeze, far beyond the prismatic Spectrum of Color and into 
the Deepest Dark. He studies, he ponders, consumed with one thought echoing through his 
Being like a water drops rhythmically dripping off stalactites in Carlsbad caverns. Day and 
night, night and day, he is fixated. 

How can I get me to them? 



ℑ  



Chapter I 

The Angst of Love 
A tremendous burden is revealed in the heart 
of the Great Tribunal 

The squishy room was filled with clatter that morning. Diplomates arriving from every 
corner of the universe were busily entering the balconies, finding their seats, and excitedly 
communicating with one another in wondrous tones. Some were seasoned, old hands who 
had observed hundreds of these Tribunals. But to others (like the children) it was all new. 
They watched in astonishment as below, on the floor, 12 magnificent Guardians materialized 
and made way to their seats around the U-shaped conference table; each one uniquely 
garbed fabrics representing whom they serve, whom they protect, and whom they fight for; 
each shrouded within a living canopy of light, their radiant colors beaming across the room 
and mixing with the others’ hues, like boundary-less auras both brilliant and colorful, 
increasing and decreasing like pulsars as they spoke. They shuffled papers, made small talk, 
and communicated in a variety of whistle-like sounds, preparing for the Glorious Tribunal to 
commence.  

And while the room was abuzz with the multi-toned humming and radiant with expectancy it 
all the more increased as the outer rings of Love permitted the conference room. The 12 
Guardians rose in unison, as those in the balconies above, flapping feathers and clapping 
hands, bowing heads before the arriving Being, his rainbow-ed rings (not unlike the rings of 
Saturn) all but engulfing his majestic presence. 

He is in no hurry to get to the Glorious Tribunal. In fact, he hasn’t even entered the room, 
but is very far away, indeed only now leaving his house and closing the door behind him. He 
strolls through the rolling countryside, complete with stone fences and wondrous rodeo-like 
critters darting in and out of the rocks like fish in a coral reef, with ease. He lingers, absorbs, 
and delights in all that is about him, not unlike a widening-eyed child seeing creation for the 
very first time. His garb sweeps across the country road, waves of sparkles to cresting 
behind, whirl-winding blue and white pops of light, spinning and twisting around him like a 
lighted whirlpool. 

How wonderful! How fun!  



He glances into the sky and sees playful pod of klafah, slicing through the morning sky like 
upside-down dorsal fins, leaving frothy wakes of luminescent, bio-phosphorescent bubbles 
behind them. Though surrounded with all this beauty, his ecstatic emotions of child-like awe 
are too quickly extinguished as he takes the final bend of the road. His thoughts return to the 
business at hand. He heart meshes within that same lingering question, that great frustration 
that has haunted him for just about as long as he’s been around. 

ℑ 

In a shockwave of wind that rippled throughout those waiting in the Glorious Tribunal, 
Love’s appearance broke through the doors and the room exploded with noise. The 
Diplomates roared, the children cheered, and the 12 Guardians, clapping hands and sparking 
wings, emitted deafening low-end frequencies that made the chairs vibrate on the floor. 

“Order!” One of the Guardians cried, his colors turning a concerning hue of magenta. 
“Order!” 

Love, who had stopped to converse with a couple of Guardians, looked up and nodded. “He’s 
right. Let’s begin. We’ll get back to his later on.” 

“Of course, my Love,” heads bowing. 

The 12 Guardians slid into the seats and scooted up to the U-shaped conference table, 
attending to the matter at hand. Some sipped drinks, others looked through the minutes and 
emitted a wide variety of soft, resonating vibrations. (I would call them “sounds” but they are 
really a distant cousin of them.) One after another, they discussed, approved, and 
communicated their opinions with regard to any given matter in ways that didn’t quite sound 
like bell-sounds and ways that weren’t quite blinding surges of strobe-lights either, yet all the 
while communicating a sense of character, emotion, and dare I say, personality, all wrapped 
up in the expression of their audio approvals.  

(Again, it’s often difficult to linguistically describe things here, as the language linkages are 
in perpetual formation. Just bare with me and I’ll do my best.)  

Everyone was melodically engaged with the business at hand when the productive 
atmosphere of the meeting was barbed by the abrasive tone of one of the Guardians. It was 
Calon, sitting within an arms reach of Love. Though seemingly sincere with his comments 
and questions at these meetings, he often proved to be a real thorn in Love’s side. As was his 
embedded trait, he always looking away as he spoke. 



“My… my, Love. May I have the opportunity to address the Counsel?” 

“Of course, Calon. You know you always have that right, as well as any of the rest of us. 
What’s on your mind?” 

“I would just like to have it record that we are all very busy Guardians. This Tribunal was a 
surprise to many of us and many of us have had to make hard sacrifices to be here. I must 
say it all comes at a very inconvenient…”  

He struggled for the word. 

“Time?” Love interrupted, all-knowingly. 

“Yes, thank you, ‘time.’ We have all assembled from everywhere, past to future, at your royal 
request. I don’t know about anyone else around this table but, for me, and I can only speak 
for me, it has been inconvenient at best. I do hope we can settle whatever it is you’e called us 
for and get back to our life.” 

A couple of grunting affirmations rose from two minions to the far side of Calon. 

“Yes, I am aware of that.” Love smiled. “Thank you, Calon.” 

Calon nodded, staring away. 

“I am grateful for all of you - Guardians and Diplomats alike, who’ve heeded the call to this 
ill-timed Great Tribunal. You too, up there in the balcony. I am deeply grateful for your 
presence here,” his hand swirling in ways in what I can only describe as uplifting snow-
flakes. “You have left your busy schedules to be here, which blesses me to no end. Yet, this is 
a crucial time in our life. You are right, Calon. This is not business as usual. All of you need to 
be aware of the passion in my chest. And this is why,” now looking around the U-shaped 
conference table, “we are here.” 

He rose and floated from one end table to another, placing his hands on each of the 12 
Guardians as he passed, each guardian glowing with affection as his hands .  

“I want you to see something. Something that is the source of great frustration for me.” 

“Show us!” A guardian pulsated concern. “What is it that could frustrate you, our Love? For 
you are all in all.” 

“Indeed,” another echoed. “You know all in all.” 

Love held a hand to the wound of his heart and shared clearly and succinctly. “I. Am. Angst.” 

“‘Angst?’”  
  



The room darkened with concern. It was as if the very walls of the room tightened with 
nervousness. Those in the balcony muttered and mumbled. Those on the floor were 
mystified. Some cloaked themselves with wings, others blended with those to either side, 
questioning the great frustration of Love and what this could possibly mean.    

In the midst of it all sat Calon, his multidimensional ever-changing countenance, never quite 
consistent, yet somehow illusively trusting all the same, split into hues of schizophrenia and 
double-mindedness. He became two-faced (not in a derogatory way) but literally two-faced. 
He definitely had an air of concern about the angst, yet at the same time, a subtle smugness 
smeared across face, yet, and again, not so much as to shadow his emphatic frustration with 
those in the Tribunal.  

Love rubbed his face and settled deeply in his chair. He pointed to the Floor - that portal of 
floor space between the long arms of the U-shaped conference table. 

“Look. See. Hear. This is the source of my great frustration.” 

We all looked curiously as the Floor rippled once, then twice, before opening it portal in 
clarity. The 12 guardians leaned over the table and peered into it as it opened. Before thy 
knew it, and as if they were passing through it themselves, they found themselves swooshing 
through multiple layers of streaming colors, each color reflecting off their faces like circus 
rainbows. They spun through every imaginable color, from ivory to indigo, until entering the 
Deepest Dark, where they remained suspended, floating in, and feeling, nothing. An audible 
gasp from the balconies above.  

“Hang with me.” Love encouraged the Grand Tribunal. “We’re almost there.” 

Dropping deeper and blacker, they travelled passed dots, colored orbs, rings and planets and 
moons and stars and comets and astroids and right on down the line. Many of the Guardians 
themselves were gripping the edges of the U-shaped conference table with hands and wings. 
The bleakness, the voidness, the isolation each experienced as they peered over the table and 
into the Floor was nearly unbearable. Because of their unique make-up they, like Love 
himself, were actually experiencing the feelings of the abandonment, isolation, and 
desperation they witness in the Floor. 

Still the portal rippled. It swiveled this way before suddenly coming to a jarring halt. 

“There it is.” Love’s heart expanded. “See it?” 

“Interesting.” One of the Guardians dropped its wings and peered deeper, “Can we a get 
closer look?” 

“Of course.”  



The U-shaped conference table expanded outwards and the Floor plummeted through the 
atmosphere as a fiery-red substance. Breaking through the stormy-white clouds they hung 
motionlessly over a rich tropical forest, lush, green, moistened with the early mornings’ dew. 
A rushing stream bellowed over moss-covered boulders, creating whirlpools and eddy’s in 
the shifting currents. Colorful birds, brilliant with red, blue, and yellow plumage, passed 
from tree to tree squawking as they dodged between hanging vines and thickening trees. 
Monkeys scampered across the forest floor, rolling around and playing with each other like 
animated bowling balls while curiously examining slugs, nuts, and other vegetation along the 
way.  

Interestingly, everyone gathered in the Tribunal - Guardians and Diplomats alike, shifted 
intriguingly in their seats. In a sense, they began to understand all. Not only that, there was 
something in the core of their beings that, in a sense, recognized it all. And, while they’d be 
hard-pressed to articulated what they were seeing, there was, all the same, something hat 
was remotely familiar to everyone in the room that day. 

The portal swung around towards the horizon, flying over jagged mountains rising out of the 
sea with frothy waves crashing against their walls. Once over the cliffs and onto the 
highlands, multiple species of four-legged animals appeared (though different, all they 
agreed they were animals all the same), some in herds, others in packs, others grazing across 
verdant pastures, completely unaware they were being so intensely observed by those seated 
around the U-shaped conference table. 

“This is unbelievable!” One of the Guardians claimed. He looked at Love and emoted a tactile 
sense of disbelief. “Out here, in the midst of the Deepest Dark. Who would have guessed?” 

He nodded.  

“This is no cause for angst, my Love.” Another Guardian commented. “This is beautiful. 
Alien yet somehow familiar at the same time.” 

“Alas, my beloved, my pain is not for this. It is for this…” 

The 12 Guardians peered deeper into the Floor and audibly gasped. In one spanning glance 
of a moment they observed an ageless cross-cut of all time and space of this alien-familiar 
place. From clay to clones, flying machines to interplanetary outposts, they discovered this 
world was strangely balanced between despair and hope.  

Then, in the blink of an eye, they were gone. They had totally annihilated themselves. First 
they were there. Now they were not. And all that before the disbelieving eyes of the Tribunal. 

This living snapshot, while difficult for us to grasp, was really quite an elementary 
observation to the 12 Guardians and, of course, Love, who had often gazed in frustration as 



how the Tribunal might respond to this new development. Like a brilliant flare up of 
lightening bugs on a summer evening, we stared into the Floor and saw it all; creation, 
history, and death.  

“But look deeper.” 

The 12 Guardians stretched their necks like giraffes and peered deeper into the Floor (all 
except Calon and his minions, who seemed somewhat disinterested in the thing). The portal 
fell upon the light-hearted  laughing of a little girl.  

“She looks like me!” A child Diplomate shouted with glee. “And she’s beautiful!” 

Down below, the little girl was dressed in a bright yellow dress and running across a brilliant 
green field with total abandon. All watched curiously and gasped with delight as she was 
caught up in the arms of her loving father who took her to his chest and swung her around in 
great whirl-pooling circles, lifting above the colorful wild flowers and laughing as they 
twirled. 

The site of father and daughter this made a few of the Guardians fill with emotion. They 
radiated a soothing turquoise-blue color and emit fluid cooing sounds from deep within their 
chests (for that is how Guardians express emotion). At one point, the little girl in the bright 
yellow dressed peered over the shoulders of her daddy, and seemingly looked right up 
through the sky, passed the Deepest Dark, through the Spectrum of Color, right up through 
the rippling Floor, and into the astonished eyes of the Guardians themselves.  

“Does she see us?”  

“It seems she does!” 

“But how could that be?”  

Somehow, the gaze of her innocence caught the hearts of all gathered in the Tribunal. An 
ageless hush settled upon every creature in the room. 

“Is she asking for help?” 

“What is that look in her eye?” 

The 12 Guardians looked to Love, mouths open wide, in love. In an instant they saw it, rather 
they recognized it. That was the familiarity of it all. It was something that left them 
speechless. In the face of Love they all saw the reflection of the little girl, so very far below. 
And, as the they cast their gaze back to the Floor, in the face of there little girl there was, 
Love. And, in that brief magical moment, as they their gazes went from one Being to the 
other, and back again, they would have been hard-pressed to define exactly who was who.  



I watched with great curiosity. They were getting it. The source of Love’s Great Frustration 
was that Love was in her, and she was in him. (and all of them), yet without relationship. 

The room swelled with compassion. 

“And, that, my friends, is why we are gathered today.” 

ℑ 

At the break I found myself wondering around, mingling as usual with the vast multitude of 
Diplomats and guests gathered from within and without all time and space, and filling my 
mug with a freshly brewed quaff  (something like coffee but spicer) when I overheard a 
conversation behind me. 

“Jamiil, did you see the look, no, it wasn’t the look, it was more like …” 

“ — The substance?” The other Guardian completed. 

“That’s it, the substance reflected in the eyes of that little creature?” 

“The one dressed in the yellow dress?” 

“Yes.” 

“I sure did.” 

“Spooky!” 

“I know.” 

“I thought I was looking at…” 

“ — At Love himself?” 

“Yes,” he confessed, lowering his voice. 

“Me, too.” 

“But then I wasn’t.” 

“Me, too.” 

“And then there was when we looked at Love?” 

“In know. We all saw it. Who could see the difference between the two?” 



“I know. There wasn’t” 

“That was freaky.” 

I reached for a stir stick and stirred a powder creamer which dissolved easily into my quaff. I 
tossed the stir stick to the trash, leaning all the more-so into the conversation.  

“And then there was that one moment.” Jamiil’s voice softened to a warm glow, his 
magnificent wings easing to the floor. 

“When was that?” 

“When the little creature got swooped up in the arms of, who was that?” 

“ — The father?” 

“‘The father.’ Did you see the colors in Love’s chest, all that swirling red and black mixing 
and meshing in chaotic contortions in his chest?” 

“I sure did.” 

“I have never seen that ever before.” 

“Me, neither,” The other Guardian rubbing his chin. 

“And then,” Jamiil’s voice was barely lit. “Did you see what happened?” 

“I know!” 

“The tear,” They agreed, nodding in astonishment. 

“Falling from his face — right?” 

“I might be totally off-base here but I think I saw Love …” 

“Love cry?” 

“Yes,” Jamiil agreed. “‘Love cried.’” 

From outside the break room a series of short bell tones called the Tribunal back to order. 
Jamiil sighed, not a sigh of resignation or defeat. For this was far deeper than concession. 
The sigh he sighed was a response to the call. There was something deeply stealthed within 
the conversion between Jamiil and the other Guardian that had stirred his essence. This 
simply couldn’t be brushed under the carpet. A certain deliberate response had to be made. 
This was no longer “business as usual.” Within Jamiil’s sigh came the recognition of a call. 
And the fortitude to step into it. 



The other Guardian held the door open for Jamiil, who walked through, still distant. “If Love 
asks us to go…” 

“We go,” came the response. He looked up with a sense of adventure in his face. “It’s what we 
do.” 

With a widening smile of thrilling affirmation, they high-five’d their wings against one 
another in a terrifically sharp luminescent snap, which sent a sonic surge rolling like a 
miniature tsunami into the gathering Tribunal. 

“How about you? You in?” 

“Oh, yeah, Jamiil.” His face rippling with brilliance. “I’m definitely… in.” 

ℑ  



Chapter II 

The Question of Infusion 
When is it appropriate to get into another 
world’s business? 
The Diplomats had regathered in the encircling balconies above and the 12 Guardians had 
taken their seats around the U-shaped conference table below.  

No one was talking about it, yet everyone couldn’t help but notice it. They tried to look busy, 
you know, fidgeting with papers, making small talk, mumbling nervously amongst 
themselves and all the other things people do when trying to avoid the obvious. But it was 
obvious, painful really. Love sat at the head of the table, his darkened color masses swirling 
like a Category V hurricane just under his translucent skin, deeply processing something, 
something that would yet be revealed. A decision only now needing to be embraced, wrestled 
with. He stared the Floor with a look of remorse, his eyes transfixed upon the freeze-framed 
photo-like image of the little girl in the brilliant yellow dress being swept up in the arms of 
the embrace of her loving father.  

A series of biological bleeps and bell tones rang through the hall, quieting the room to a 
hummed hush. Love, seemingly shaken by the jolt of reality, shifted into the world around 
him and reorientated himself. He cleared his throat and sipped on a cool amber drink with 
bubbles. 

“Can you see the blend?” Pointing to the Floor, “Between the two of us?” 

“Oh, yes. Yes, of course. Quite remarkable indeed.” The 12 Guardians nodded. “Definitely a 
family likeness there, my Love.” 

“And so far away, too.” Another Guardian chimed. “How do you think that happened, so 
deeply embedded in the Deepest Dark, I mean?” 

“Who would have thought?” 

“It doesn’t matter,” Love’s response was firm. “What matters now is how we respond?” 

“‘Respond?’” Calon’s reptilian arms dropped to the floor. “Are you serious? There’s no reason 
to respond to this. It is what it is, is it not? Where so we get off thinking we need to police all 
the activity in the cosmos? If we provide linkage here, then they’ll be a next time, then 
another. Where does the madness responsibility stop my… my, Love?” 



And I suppose if it hadn’t have been for Love’s love towards poor old, deceived and clueless, 
Calon, he would have been ejected from his chair and blasted into oblivion after a statement 
like that. But, to everyone’s surprise, he took a different approach. 

“Without knowledge can be no response; with knowledge can be nothing but response.” 

“Yes, of course, my… my, Love,” shrinking into his chair. “Knowledge is everything. With you 
all the way.” 

From the far end of the U-shaped conference table, a perceptive Guardian stood to speak. 

“If I may, my Love.” 

“Of course,” looking up, smiling. “What is it Quarphiin?” 

“There is something else, isn’t there? Something perhaps we have yet to see? Something 
perhaps is your real reason for our gathering?” 

Love leaned back, royal robes alighting with purple-golden colors (not unlike fireworks on 
the Fourth of July - but much smaller and somehow woven into the fabric of the cloth) and 
sighed deeply, as if dismayed. His breath turned into tiny ice crystals, which swirled above 
his head the room like a New England Nor’ Easter. The blizzard was immediately sucked into 
the freeze-framed father and daughter slice of time in the Floor.  

“It’s so much bigger than this,” pointing to the center of the room. “This is just a small piece 
of it. If this was all it was, it wouldn’t even be worth mentioning.” 

“You mean there is more?” 

“So show us, dear Love.” 

“Yes,” Calon leaned forward, peering into the Floor. “Yes, show us.”  

“Look to the Floor.”  

All eyes went to the center of the room. The floor rippled once, then twice, then scrolled 
completely to reveal an entire time line of existence in a single moment.  

They witnessed murders, woman raped by angels, tsunamis wiping out coastal towns and 
killing thousands, people strapping explosive devices to themselves and blowing themselves 
up, babies torn apart in utero, religious wars, human heartache, rampant disease, more than 
just a few thermonuclear events, divesting earthquakes, shamans drinking blood atop 
pyramids the Yucatan, biological epidemics, genocidal mania from deep within the 
geological crust, drone warfare from high above, and the all-haunting cries and brokenness 
of the human heart, all that, all those things, all mixed up like shattered puzzle pieces, all in 
the blink of an eye. 



An audible gasp-like sound filled the balconies above. Many of the 12 Guardians turned, 
horrified and in dismay.  Never had they seen, nor could imagine, such carnage. Curiously, 
however, Calon and his two minions seemed increasingly aroused by it all.  

“Show us more, my… my, Love.” 

“Alright.” 

In the second blink of an eye, Love kicked up a notch, conception to death and everything in-
between. And, because of the creative wiring of the 12 Guardians, they not only observed the 
revelation, they felt it. Actually felt what their eyes were absorbing. Every pain, every regret, 
every cry for justice, every injustice, every disappointment in every human life in every age 
was all bundled into one schland-echratacha (literally translated: living clump) and actually 
experienced by every creature sitting around the U-shaped conference table.  

Some cringed in disbelief, covering their faced with hands and wings. Others wailed in high-
pitched pipe organ sounds and clutched their chests, looking away. While others were silent, 
intuitively folding into fetal positions and whimpered helplessly into the shoulders of other 
Guardians to either side. 

“Make it stop, my Love.” They cried. “Make it stop!” 

The Floor solidified. In effort to sooth the trauma, Love appointed the appearance of rain-
like constellations above the 12 Guardians which trickled the fragrant fhahoos which trickled 
a calming comfort into their beings which made all the pain and despair they had just 
experienced seem, well somehow tolerable. 

“Welcome to my world.” Love spoke sarcastically gazing at the Guardians across both wings 
of the U-shaped conference table. “You guys doing all right?” 

“Wow!” Jamiil and the other Guardian stood up and pulled their skin tightly around their 
frames as if straightening out ruffled tuxedos after a car crash. They sat to their seats and 
mulled to one another. “You don’t see that every day.” 

“So, here’s the deal.” Fresh color returned to Loves face. “If they keep going the way they are 
headed they simply won’t last. Plain and simple. We’ve all seen that, right?” 

“Right.” The 12 Guardians apprehensively agreed.  

“And it’s not pretty.” 

“No, it is not.” All sighed. “Not in the least.” 

“I’d like to propose we make the decision.” 

“A decision?” 



“Yes,” Love looked endearingly to those spanning out to either side. “I’d like to propose we 
get into this thing. I’d like to get us as near to the root as humanly possible. You know, to 
infuse what we have here into what they have there.” 

An awkward silence filled the room. 

“So, let me get this straight, my Love.” Jamiil leaned forward, seeking to clarify. “Are you 
suggesting we get down there, into the Deepest Dark - and dust the DNA of the orb with 
what we have here?” 

“Like how we did it at Eupho-Aleezrria?” Another questioned. 

“Yes, like we’ve done all along. Although the challenges are much greater here,” he conceded. 

“Pardon my push back, my… my, Love.” Calon coughed and cleared his flemish throat. 
“Could you share with the Assembly what the purpose of all this would be. I mean, we’ve just 
witnessed their conception and endpoint. Why interfere? It seems all zipped up to me. Tell 
me if I’m missing something here.” 

“No, it’s not all ripped up, Calon.” Love’s response was clear and crisp. “If we can get down to 
the orb and cause it to resemble any one part of what we have here, it would alter life for 
them significantly. I believe it may make a difference.” 

“With us, too,“And us, too.”” Calon interrupted. “Have you thought of that?” 

Love lifted from his chair and floated around the U-shaped conference table, speaking as we 
drifted, just to the backsides of the 12 Guardians. He spoke paternalistically, with wisdom, 
softly and deliberately, transparent and vulnerable. 

“Let me ask. Do you like our domain? Her sparkling atmosphere, her colored hues, the 
fragrances that make inhaling a continuous delight?” 

“We do!” The 12 Guardians cooed like doves.  

“What about the turquoise sky that glistens in ceaseless ebb and flow, sometimes thick, other 
times thin, with all of its playful inhabitants?” 

“Why, yes — yes, of course, we do, my Love.” A Guardian spoke joyfully. “While we haven’t 
known any other domain, we can certainly say is that we love this one. Our atmosphere 
leaves feeling truly inspired, truly fulfilled, and fully confident without a doubt in your 
goodness, relationship, and … well, in your love, my Love.” 

The cooing softened to endearing sounds of humming and the slurring of high pitched tones 
into the lowest of sounds. It was an obvious display of affection and, indeed, the 12 
Guardians were known to make these shahiishmach (pronounced: sha-heesh-mauck, with a 



hard syllable at the end) whenever they were in full agreement and harmony with their 
surroundings. 

“I’m glad to hear that,” Love said. He floated to window and gazed out across the sparkling 
cities, villages, and country towns, nestled deeply with in the impressive mountain 
landscape. Above, he spotted a pulsar appearing from the linkage to a sister domain. It raced 
across the turquoise sky leaving an airy-orangey glitter trail which sliced through the 
atmosphere like a white shark off Adelaide, Australia. “And I do, too. I love this place. My 
great frustration is that others, like the ones down there,” pointing towards the Floor, “are 
clueless. Sometimes I get home and I’m up all night. Just thinking it makes my entire being 
ache.” 

A tangible sense of sadness filled the room. 

“This isn’t a knee-jerk reaction. I have visited this orb often. I have examined it from every 
conceivable angle. I am connived there is nothing, no hope, goodness, no purpose,woven 
into their collective heart. It’s such a hopeless situation.” 

“And,” turning to the 12 Guardians, “I would like to respond.” 

The trajectory of Love’s rambling was making Calon feel a bit uneasy. He squirmed 
nervously in the chair and slid his wings under his rump (a sure of anxiety in the world of 
Guardians). “May I speak?” 

“Of course, Calon.” 

“Thank you, my… my, Love,” again clearing his throat. “So, what I am hearing is that you are 
concerned.” 

“That their condition is extreme. And it’s keeping you up at night.” 

“It’s killing me.” 

“And you’re proposing we cross the Spectrum of Color and make an infusion into their 
world. You want to get us into them.” 

“Correct.” 

“And why would that be again?” 

“So they might live.” Calon’s question was clarifying. “That’s right,” Love got it. “So that they 
might live.” 

“Well, that would never work.” 



“What?” Looking puzzled. “Why do you say that? We’ve done it before and we can do it 
again.” 

“Not really, my… my, Love.” Calon explained. “This is an entirely new domain. We’ve had 
limited success with other infusions but this would not be that. Getting through the 
Spectrum of Color is one thing. But purging the Deepest Dark with an infusion? Well, that’s 
quite another.  The distance alone could shake out the Substance even before it arrives. And 
think of what a waste that would be.” 

“We don’t know that.” Jamiil interrupted. “It could arrive completely intact.” 

“Sure we do,” Calon retorted. “Didn’t you see, didn’t we all feel it — that destitute blackness 
emerging from the Floor? It was harsh! Nothing could survive that trip.” 

No small scuffle rose among the 12 Guardians.  

“Hush, hush.” Love’s calming tones quieted the antsy angels. 

“Even if some of it were to make it through the atmosphere and infused our Substance into 
its Created Order, what guarantee would we have that it would even stick? It'd probably 
arrive so distorted that they wouldn’t know what to do with it.” 

“He’s right.” One of Calon’s minions squawked like an Amazonian Macaw. “It sounds 
entirely too risky to us.” 

“Too risky indeed,” the other parroted.  

From the other side of the U-shaped conference table a new voice entered the dialogue. It 
was Kch-ämp, one of Love’s most trusted thinkers. Floating high into the room, wings and 
arms folded, he leaned against a semi-soft wall which remotely looked like half-dome at 
Yosemite National Park. 

 “Let’s say, just for the sake of discussion, we get our Substance passed the Spectrum of 
Color, through the Deepest Dark, and into the Created Order of the orb with minimal 
damage.” 

“But that has never ever been attempted,” Calon interrupted. “You’re talking pure theory.” 

“Just for the sake of discussion here, I’m only talking it though.” 

“Go on.” 

“And, let’s say, just by some miracle we survive the drop and get the infusion into the 
atmosphere…” 

“… A long shot. But do go on.” 



“So, we’re in the soup and, within the parameters of the snapshot, right?” 

“‘The snapshot?’” 

“Yeah the one we just saw, with the girl and devastations and all.” 

“Right.” 

“And they begin to get it.” 

“‘Get it?’” 

“You know, really get it. They discover hints of who we are in their geography, their art, 
music, humanity, even in their hearts. And one day - I know I’m dreaming here but hear me 
out, what if they actually choose to engage with the Substance and choose to live into the 
infusion, embracing it like we have. And - that being so, think of how time would mature it 
all into an unsociable linkage. I really am seeking the potential here. I think it could happen,” 
my Love. 

“Go on. Go on.” A wide smile broke out across Love’s face. “I like where this is going.” 

“Thank you, my Love,” Kchamp’s face blushing in hues of pink and orange.  

“What were you saying?” 

“So, and then, let’s say, they actually love. They recognize love, they respond to love. Our 
worlds mesh and they begin to depend on it, yearn for it, and one day even join us. Now 
that’s something to rejoice about, wouldn’t you think?” 

A wondrous symphony of airy buzzing sounds exploded throughout the room like musical 
sparklers on the Fourth of July.  

“Yes, yes!” 

“No — NO!” Calon couldn’t take it any more. Up until that point he had his face buried in his 
palms, staring intently into the Floor. But this had gone too far. He rose and pounded his fist 
to the table. “Have you all gone mad? And where will it all stop? Is it our responsibility to 
police creation and intervene every life form we run across, especially when things are less 
than perfect?”  

“Exactly, I couldn’t agree more.” A minion sided with Calon. 

“Me, too,” the other stood.  

“And what happens if they want more and get all clingy and everything? Do we simply let 
them drain us of our resources?” 



“We are eternally here to serve,” barked a Guardian from the far end of the table. “There is 
no situation we can choose to ignore. Can’t you see it, Calon? This is the passion of Love’s 
heart.” 

“Yes, but passion can be misleading,” a minion seethed. 

“Whether we’re called to serve or not, the bigger issue here is this.” Calon spoke furiously 
between random snorts and puffs of smoke. He often shifted within his frame when frothed 
within his own, loosing arguments. “Think about the future here. Think of the Blend? What 
would this do to us? Have you considered that they might infuse us with the same soup that 
we are seeking to save them from. We’d be ruined. Look around, my beloved Guardians. 
Have you forgotten that this is a two-way street? Do we want to sacrifice everything for 
something so uncertain as this?” 

“My vote —  and I think I speak for my two minions.” 

“He does,” they affirmed. 

“ - Is to be free of them. Not even deal with the matter. We simply cannot afford to be 
blended with those kind of intruders being in our space for the entirety of our existence.” 

ℑ 

It’s difficult to say, rather, more difficult to describe, the sonic wave of chaos that ensued 
after that last statement. Everything in the room went topsy-turvy on a very deep level. 

Kch-ämp, having had the wind blown out of him, regained perspective and rose to defend the 
One he so adamantly (and willingly) served. He couldn’t hear Calon’s blasphemish rambling 
without responding. He slid down half-dome and landed on his feet in an explosion of fury, 
shockwaves spreading out like a meteor pulverizing the waters off the Yucatan Peninsula, 
shaking the very foundations of the building. Making a bee-line to Calon and his minions, he 
took them all as one unified cluster into his wings and squeezed them until they leaked, 
frothing with words that, while may have seemed apocalyptic to them, actually displayed a 
passion for a greater cause. He asking him by the wings spoke into his shameless face. Using 
words I would be embarrassed to mention here, his words entered deeply into their 
shameless cores.  

“Yes,” he told them unequivocally they would be infusing their DNA into the orb’s Created 
Order.  



“Yes,” the full Assembly was prepared to give them everything and anything to cut free from 
the bondages of the Deepest Dark.” 

“Yes,” the entire domain would embrace the repercussions of the Blend without any 
argument whatsoever because it’s, in Kchamp’s words, “It’s what we do.” 

“It doesn’t matter what the secondary consequences are because you’re majoring on the 
minors. The real issue here serving the passion of one beings heart.” 

With that he took the clump of rebellion and, like a pitcher in the NBL, tossed Calon and his 
minions against the back wall with a single swoosh of a wing. Glaring at the clump, united as 
one, his gaze transfixed on them like lightening, he told them in no uncertain terms that the 
Assembly stood with Love, that Love loved them, that he ached for them, and that, the 
objects of his passion weren’t going to be left as orphans. 

As I watched the violent confrontation, something deep within began to stir. In a single 
revelatory moment it all made sense. I had a sense of my purpose, my role, how I myself 
would to respond to the aching passion of the One that I, too, had been called to serve. It 
rose within me like a yellow sunflower in the southern Indiana sunshine. Across the room 
my eyes fell on Love. Calon’s temporal push-backs hadn’t phased in the least, nor had they 
captured his attentions. He was eyeing me, watching me, encouraging me in the depths of his 
heart. 

“You got it.” I heard him say. “It’s all about the response.” 

Just then Jamiil and the other Guardian stood to their feet, their breastplates glistening like 
Walkman Falls at sunrise. “Sir? Permission to speak?” 

“Of course, Jamiil.” 

Jamiil and the other Guardian floated effortlessly above the table and settled their toes on 
the far rim of the Floor, where they stared into the Spectrum of Color, the Deepest Dark and 
silently considered the risk, the cost, of such an endeavor.  

“This can happen,” their faces looking up to the Guardians. “I am certain of it.” 

“We’d like to propose something.” 

“What are you proposing, Jamiil?” 

“How about the two of us, me and him,” pointing to the other Guardian with a wingtip. “How 
about we drop in and get the feel of the place? We’ll look around, walk among them, and get 
a read on the heart of the matter, the heart of the people. When we get back we’ll present 
some sure-fire ideas on how to through all this to the Assembly. Above all else, it is our 



supreme desire get this,” waving his hand around in circles, “into that,” pointing into the 
Floor.  

“For the sake of your passion, my Love,” he added, tipping his head in reverence. 

“Yes!” Love rose from his chair and whole-heartedly gazed around the table to the 12 
Guardians, each returning their gazes with unequalled affirmation (all except for three of 
them) with grandiose approval. “See? Now that’s what I’m talking about!” 

“But my… my, Love,” Calon objected. “The repercussions. I feel as if they have already begun 
— ” 

“Hush, Calon!”  

Looking at Jamiil and the other Guardian, with a restored sense of child-like joy, he 
extended his hand, pointing to the Floor. 

“Go for it.” 

In a single unified leap, Jamiil and the other Guardian gingerly catapulted into the center of 
the room and completely disappeared into the Floor. 

Just like that. 

ℑ 

Later that day, heading homeward, Love strolled up and down and all around the country 
side the with a certain sense of contentment and self-resolve, even a trace of a smile on his 
shining face.  

The road turned into a path, and led into a thin canyon, its brilliant chlorphoriim  ösolf 
(flower-like plants rising to either side like coral), each with it’s interesting cadre of animals 
(mostly phrodory’s and other flying furry critters) darting in and out of its crevasses like fish 
darting in and around orange fingers of fire coral, golden mounds of brain coral, and 
clownfish half-hidden with the translucent arms of something like a sea anemone. Above, a 
large pod of klafah played and frolicked in the sky, their dorsal fins slicing through the 
surface like upside-down crescent moons, leaving wakes of iridescent bubbles behind.  

How I love this place. 

He swooped up a stick along from the path, which he would use as a walking stick for the 
remaining journey home. Within moments a cloud-like being appeared from his side and 



slid a comforting arm through his. It had a translucent jell-like look to it, but not creepy, 
somehow alive, like him. It was filled with all the warmth and intimacy of the cosmos as it 
snuggled into his living fabric.  

“Hello, Fhaleesha.”  

The form blossomed within her translucent being. Macaw-like hues moved throughout its 
cloud-like essence. With a welcomed familiarity he pulled it nearer, dearer. Its colors, 
turquoise, red, and yellow, shone throughout the canyon like glowing rainbow. 

“How is my boy today?” It said nothing, but he heard everything. “You seem relieved, as if 
something has been lifted from your heart.” 

A tiny wonfrül darted out from the hedge, its ruby-red chest aglow with an inner radiance 
and, almost as quickly as noticed, bee-lined back to the safety of the garden again. 

“How rare it is to see them.” 

“I know! How delightful. And now,” looking endearingly into the Fhaleesha’s form, “More 
will know.” 

“So I’ve heard! The news is everywhere. This is a very good thing.” 

The macaw-colored essence transformed into a luminescent form which shape-shifted into a 
forming woman. Birthing, mothering, nurturing, protecting, advising, teasing, and dare I say 
flirting, being all women in one, her feet settled on the path with ease. She gracefully brushed 
her hair-like glow-sticks from her face and, tightening her scarf, took Love by the arm and 
squeezed him near, snuggling herself into his large shoulders, giggling along the way and, all 
the while, whispering lovely affirmations into his ears. 

“My heart is ever clinging to you. You do all things well.” 

“Sometimes I forget who I am.” 

“You. Are. Love.” Fhaleesh assurance tightening his arm. “Never for get that. And your 
purpose is a good purpose!” 

He looked away, pensive and thoughtful. 

“You’ll do fine!” she encouraged. “Look around. See its beauty? The only reason we’re here is 
because of someone else’s reckless passion, too, you see?” 

“I know.”  

“And look at the fine job you’ve done!” 



ℑ 

It was a quizzical conversation at best, as it brings up all kinds of questions about the nature 
of Love, his independence, interdependence on others, and even in the midst of determined 
pushback, the doubts in his mind as he traveled home at the end of that particular day. (I 
even wondered if I should include this conversation in the script. But, at the end of the day I 
figured, What the heck? It is what it is.) 

There another interesting thing that happened in that particular encounter, within the 
conversation of Love and Fhaleesh in the canyon on the way home, and we may get back to it 
later. For now, I shall never forget the site of them, arm in arm, encouraging, sharing, 
communing, as they faded into the rising mist of those twilight hours.   

Or was it vice versa?  

ℑ 



Chapter III 

Evidences of the Blend 
Of course, as you might assume, this would 
be a two way street 

The next morning the Glorious Tribunal was abuzz with anticipation like a busy colony of 
bees filling honeycomb in the heart of a North Dakotan summer. 

The balconies were brilliant with excitement. Diplomats were laughing and conversing 
above. The 12 Guardians below harmonized a frothy parushach æckit (literally: audio 
turbulence) which filled the ground level of the room with ting-ting-tinging of bell-like 
sounds which were uncannily similar to the bicycle bell I had on my handlebars when I was a 
kid. These sounds were emitted somehow within the underside of their wings in a smoke-like 
mist and struck a number of childhood memories from my past. Funny how a scent or smell 
or song or melody or even something as simple as the parushach æckit will evoke all but 
forgotten memories of a place from yesterday. On this particular day, they were all over the 
place. 

Love, too, as he entered the room seemed to have a certain skip in his step, if it could be 
described that way. His eyes were shining brilliantly and his face … well, there are no words I 
know of that could do justice to the excitement he was carrying as he scooted his chair up to 
the U-shaped conference table and peered expectantly around the table then into the Floor. 
Perhaps something like altogether glorious.  

“When are they due back?” 

“Jamiil and the other Guardian?” 

“Yes, I can’t wait to hear their report!” 

“Let me check.” 

A Designer Guardian lifted his hand and wrote some imaginary calculations in the air. 
“Nope, that’s not right.” He scrubbed out the invisible number and replaced it with a new 
one. “There, that’s it.” He looked to Love, perched at the head of the U-shaped conference 
table, and smiled.  

“They should be getting back right about …” Then looking to the Floor. “Now.” 



Just then Jamiil and the other Guardian flipped out of the Floor like lightening bugs, 
summersaulting from a silent explosion of smoke and landing on their feet, stunned and 
somewhat amazed. 

“Well, that certainly was interesting,” Jamiil remarked, pulling the wrinkles from his skin 
and sitting down with great enthusiasm. 

A Designer Guardian from the far end of the table patted his wings together with precise 
padding sounds. “Tell us, tell us, tell us!” 

“Bottom line is…” 

 Jamiil cleared his throat and sipped a cup of freshly brewed quaff. The Diplomates leaned 
downwards, the Guardians stretched their necks like giraffes with anticipated curiosity. 

“Bottom line is what?”  

“Bottom line is…” He looked to the other Guardian who, in turn, nodded in agreement. “It 
can be done!” 

“Yes?” 

“Yes!” 

The crowd went wild, exploding in so much praise that even Love was taken by surprise. The 
visual harmonies of the unified beings swirled across the ceiling in such ways that it looked 
like a Hubble picture of a great spinning galaxy. Even a few Diplomats were spinning out of 
their seats and actually doing backflips in the air, like playful seals and otters in the kelp beds 
of Monterey Bay. Every creature in the place rejoiced with the goodness of the news in their 
own celebrate fashion. 

Well, nearly everyone.  

Calon and his minions just sat there, motionless, staring into the Floor as if they had just lost 
their best friend. 

“This is wonderful!” Loves voice could barely be heard above the praise. “Do we have a plan? 
I said,” thundering louder, “‘Do we have a plan?’” 

The room quieted as the 2 Guardians collected their thoughts. 

“To be honest, it’s a bit of a challenge, my Love.” 

“Something relatively risky,” the other added. 

“— But quite doable.” 



“Quite doable indeed,” he echoed. 

“They are a…” looking for the words. “A tough breed.” 

“Indeed they are.” 

 “Animalistic and glorious all in one glance.” 

Jamiil set his glass aside. “When we first arrived we couldn’t tell what they were because we 
had arrived at a pre-infusatory state. Conversely - as we got to the end of the line, if they 
were glorious because that was the post-infusatory state and, indeed we had been successful, 
and were then seeing the results of the Infusion we’re debating about things we’re planning 
on doing here.” 

“It was all a bit blurry. We’re not gonna lie.” The other Guardian conceded. 

“But then we got to looking around. We spent significant time interfacing with their 
essences, you know the stuff of their passions, too.” 

“You mean they have them, too?” 

“Not quite like ours, but passion all the same, my Love.” 

“Fascinating.” Love sipped his quaff. “Did they see you? Were they aware of our presence?” 

“We don’t think so — ” 

“ —But there was that one time…” 

“Let’s not talk about that,” Jamiil quieted the other Guardian softly. “We were with them a 
lot. They like to play. They are good, solid thinkers. And they love — ”  

“But in a barbaric kind of way.” 

“— But love all the same.” 

“What about their, what did you call it, their ‘essence?’” Love grew all the more curious. 

“Dark. Filled with pain.” 

“A lot of pain.” 

“I know. I feel it all the time,” Love mumbled in sub-sonic humming of concern.  He placed 
his hand on his chest, as if to console himself with peace. “‘The pain.’ Tell me more about 
that.” 

“It’s like something you could never imagine.” 



“Their whole live is tainted by it.” 

“So what do you think? How should we proceed?” 

“Personally, we feel a gripping sense of urgency, my Love. We shouldn’t wait a second 
longer.” 

“We need to get into this thing, and fast. We’ll be all the better for it when we do.” 

“‘All the better for it?’” Calon’s voice broke into the conversation like a napalm bomb 
spreading across a Vietnamese rice field. “Why, this is preposterous! I can’t believe we are 
actually considering this… opportunity! And on such short notice? I mean, have you studied 
all the implications of this endeavor, and, I mean, really looked at the consequences on both 
sides of the Spectrum? It’s risks? Its long term repercussions? Have you considered all 
angles before committing us to a lifetime of Blend?” 

“Nope.” 

“Nope.” 

“So, what are the two of you thinking, that we can simply hop into their neighborhood, 
sprinkle a little… a little fairy dust and everything comes out honky-dory?” 

“You’ve got a valid point, Calon.” One of the minions agreed. “We are getting way too ahead 
of ourselves here.” 

Love rose from his seat, his voice soft, rational. 

“We all know the risk. It’s not like we haven’t done this before.” 

“But never this deeply,” Calon warned. “Never beyond the Spectrum of Color.” 

“True. The infusion would be new turf for all of us. And, your right, Calon, no one knows 
what how the Blend will affect our life here.” 

“And in the years to come,” the Guardian snorted. “Don’t forget about that.” 

“Yes,” he sighed, turning his gaze out the window. “It could change everything.” 

“You know, my Love,” another Guardian commented. “At the end of the day there’s no 
guarantee that any of them will be affected. You know that, right?” 

“I’m aware of that. But the pain in my heart is telling me something here. I think we need to 
do this.” 

“May we speak?” Love looked back. It was Calon. He hadn’t recognized his voice. “Of 
course.” 



Calon lifted from his chair, his movements seemed sincere, even emphatic. He came side to 
side with Love and, with him, gazed into the distant towns and villages below. 

“Forgive me for saying so, my… my, Love. But, if you choose to go along with this, you know 
we will never be the same. Indeed, all this will look very different. You are aware of that?” 

“I am.” Love paused. Calon’s words could be no truer than they were now. “But, Calon,  what 
if only one, or two, or even three of them got turned on. Would it still be worth it then? I do.” 

Calon remained silent. 

“Think of it. They could be forever changed. Perhaps they would tell others, too, and they 
would tell others, too, until one day we’d see them here, alive, vibrant and living with us in 
the heart of our domain?” 

“Are you certain that’s what you’d like to do?” There was something in Calon’s voice that 
made me think he was asking that, not because he was genuinely interested, but that he was 
thinking through how he would have to respond if the decision to infuse the planet would be 
made. It was subtle, but revealing all the same. 

“I would like that.”  

He turned to the Glorious Assembly and, lifting his hands and voice in accord, repeated the 
passion of his heart.  

“I. Would. Like. That.” 

“Then it’s what we do.”  

“Yes!” The Glorious Tribunal erupted in a sonic wave that shook the rafters. “We will bend 
our hearts to serve your passion, our Lord, our Love. Regardless of the consequences, we will 
give all we have to alleviate their pain, to heal their disease, to let them see, and set them 
free!” 

“All because…” 

“All because I love them,” his face beaming with the desires of his heart. “All because I love 
them.” 

ℑ 

                                                     



Now the following observations I’m about to share may have been there all the time. 
Perhaps, like when you walk passed a hibiscus in spring and suddenly become aware there 
are lopsided bumble bees ascending and descending clumsily from one center of the fuchsia 
colored bloom to the next, each with its low-end vibrating frequencies, all of which bring a 
powerful awareness to your inner ear. Hard to say. I can only say that after the decision had 
been made for the Infusion, things around here began to change. It was subtle at first. But as 
things escalated it became clearer.  

For example, we had always thought of that great spectrum of luminescence that sheeted the 
skies with brilliant color sheets at certain times of the year as phrorushoim (pronounced: 
frö-roosh-oh-reem). But shortly after the Infusion they were referred to by another name, 
Northern Lights. And other things changed, too (nearly everything, really). Condoleeim 
became ripened fruit, and forests became the new word for tranquillaim. No one knew the 
new words for the same old things. They just began saying them. And understanding them 
without a shadow of a doubt as well. 

For example, I was in the break room and overheard a conversation between a Diplomat and 
her son. He was pulling on the tuxedo-like tails of his mother, persistently begging her for a 
handful of skqundeem, which is a type of hard-shelled, multi-colored candy. 

“Mommy, may I have some skqundeem? Pleeeeeaaase?” 

“No, Mishealesque, you’ve had enough.” She bent down and looked into his sky-blue eyes 
with affection. “Too many skittles before dinner will ruin your appetite.” 

“‘Skittles?’” He son made a wrinkled face. “What’s a ‘skittle?” 

“‘Skittle’? Did I say, ‘skittle’?” She gasped, never ever hearing the word before, but all the 
time knowing exactly what it meant. “I must mean skqundeem. Too many skqundeem before 
dinner will ruin your appetite.” 

“Mommy, are you okay?” 

And so it went. 

There were many other ramifications of the Blend (as some of the higher thinkers called the 
phenomena) as well. It was almost as if the two worlds, the orb in the Floor and the domain 
of our place, overlapped one another in a holographic fashion (like when the ghosts at Disney 
Land’s Haunted Castle would appear behind you in the chair and sort of become a part of the 
ride). Without even thinking about vocabulary changed. Indeed things were changing all 
around. And yet, from where I sat anyway, even in the midst of the changes, I would have 
been hard-pressed to tell you how the changes were unfolding, whether they were new or 



had always been around for ever. Like that bumble bee, it may have always been around. I 
just never realized before we made the decision to Infuse. 

And I guess I should mention here that the same phenomena were happening on the orb, 
too. 

ℑ 



                                                           

Chapter IV 

Eclipsed By Passion 
Pushback 

Back at the U-shaped conference table the 12 Guardians were flocking like sea gulls around a 
shrimp boat in the Gulf of Mexico. They had broken into huddles and, using clipboards and 
writing utensils, spreadsheets and rulers, were discussing the best way to get through the 
Floor, beyond the Spectrum of Color, and into the Deepest Dark in a timely and expedient 
manner. The Diplomats in the balcony, too, were cloistered in groups and engaged in excited 
conversation around drinks of freshly brewed quaff. 

The doors at the far end of the conference room burst open and Love entered the room, 
excited, robust, and ready to take on the world. His enthusiasm was evident by the rippling 
shades of turquoise spanning across his chest and extending to his arms and hands. He 
looked around favorably, at everyone above and every one below.  

The room hushed as he sat, scooted his chair, and looked curiously through the report that 
had been prepared. He fingered his way slowly through the pages, stopping here and there 
for deeper clarification, pointing here and observing there. After scanning though all 27 
pages he folded his hands atop the report and smiled.  

“I like it.” 

An emotion of joy and release flooded the conference room.  

“I mean, I really like it.” 

Jamiil shared his enthusiasm. “We would be most pleased to go through the document with 
you, my Love, pointing out any clarifications or questions you may have.” 

“Yet, we believe we’ve included everything necessary for a successful Infusion within the 
fabric of the Floor.” 

“It all looks good to me.” Love tapped the documents with is fingers. “When do we start?” 

“We can begin as soon as you speak the word,” the other Guardian added.  



“Wait, wait, wait!” It was Calon, gurgling a severe dissatisfaction with the interpretation of 
the evidence as described in the document. (It’s not unusual for Guardians to “gurgle” when 
they are at ill-ease, or wish to offer a descending opinion. Crandöking is a ruffled airy sound, 
like the wheezing of the lowest pipe on a pipe organ, not quite capable bellowing the wind 
necessary to make a true note, not unlike the low end gurgling of a diver’s snorkel when he’s 
at the end of the air in lungs.)  

“Yes, Calon? Do you have something to add to the discussion?” 

“Yes, indeed I do my… my, Love.” Calon’s crandöking forced him to cough into the 
handkerchief. “I’d like to caution the Assembly about the rate of which this seems to be 
escalating. I just feel we’ve been, jumping to conclusions.” 

“Indeed he’s not alone.” Another minion agreed. 

 “We do not believe the repercussions of such a project haven’t been thoroughly thought out. 
We’ve studied this document, as you have, and it’s sorely lacking in content and credibility.” 

“How so?” 

“For one thing, the whole field of inter-dimensional ethics has been overlooked.” 

“How so?” 

“Think of it my… my, Love. A project of this magnitude? We can’t simply decide to infuse our 
subjective understanding of who we are into their world.” 

“Why not?” 

“Well, my… my, Love,” taken aghast at Love’s question. “It just wouldn’t be right. Who are 
we to victimize them with what we believe to be true and sure? Surely they must have their 
own sense of things, their own paradigms of understanding, wouldn’t you think?” 

By this time, if Love had blood, it would be boiling. 

“My… my, Love. Just hear me out. I would like to submit to the Assembly that all this jibber-
jabbish about getting through the Floor is nothing more than a knee-jerk reaction to an 
undefined feeling of some-sort.” 

“‘Knee-jerk reaction?’ ‘Jibber-jabbish?’” 

 “I mean, look at us. We have all the time in the world. You, of all of us, the Diplomats above. 
We all know that. What’s the rush? We need to all center down, take a deep collective breath, 
and count to 10.” 

“‘Count to 10?’” 



“That’s right. So we can all be in harmony.” Calon softened his voice as if to say something 
important. “What would my… my, Love think of spending a bit more time developing the 
proposal, you know, flesh it out more-so before we make the move, so we really know what 
we’re getting into?” 

“And how would that happen?” 

“Subcommittees.” 

“‘Subcommittees?’ You gotta be kidding.” 

“Not at all. A small network of subcommittees, working interdependently, would seal the 
deal and assure us all that the matter has been studied appropriately and thoroughly. I 
mean, correct me if I’m wrong, everything in its proper order, right?” 

That’s when Love blew a gasket. 

“Silence!” Great fiery-red sparkler-like drops of liquid flew off his back in all directions and 
disappeared into the air like flash paper. A bit embarrassed at his behavior, he settled back to 
his seat and remained silent for a very long time.  

When he spoke he was clear and distinct. 

“Calon?” 

“Yes, my… my, Love.” 

“While I appreciate your sensitivity to cultures that are different from our own, and your 
cautiousness not to disturb them but let them live, or die, may I add, within the paradigms of 
their own existence …” 

“Yes, indeed, I knew you’d understand. Thank you, my… my, Love.” 

“Still, I can’t over emphasize.” 

“Yes?” 

“In this case, hear me and hear me good.” He leaned into the wide-eyed reptilian with 
decisiveness. “We are right and they are wrong. Better said, misguided. And they simply 
don’t realize it. Like it or not, Calon, we are the revelation, they are the deceived.” 

“Oh, well, that is quite a presumptuous statement you have there. I think you’d do well to 
reconsider the — ” 

“Calon.” 

“Yes,” his pipes beginning to gurgle. 



“If we don’t do this my heart will break. Get it?” 

The slithery Guardian recoiled in the chair. It was all good. It was the first distraction of 
many. He and his minions had counted on this happening. No surprise there. They were 
already scheming another pushback. 

ℑ 

I remember when I was a kid we used to gather in groups one night a 
week and study the Scriptures of Old. We would turn our pages this way 
and that way, eager to read the words of the Ancients. For me, there was 
something about that sound, the sound of the turning of those pages. 
The paper of our Bibles was thin and had a sweet crinkly texture to it. 
When everyone in the room turned to whatever passage was being cited, 
it was as if the room filled with these sweet crinkly sounds, sort of like 
the flapping of swallows as they lifted off a field of Bluebonnets in the 
plains of Central Texas. 

Once our teacher said, “I love the sound that makes. Like Someone the 
wings of angels.” 

At the time, that made me smile. I have always been fond of antidotes 
and endearing ways to define life. But now I’m not so sure. 
Perhaps they were those noises were actually the post-Infusion sounds 
of the Guardians.  

Who knows? 

ℑ 

Back at the U-shaped conference table everyone was eagerly thumbing through the 
documents and verifying in real time what a real time Infusion would look like. They 
fumbled through the pages and glanced into the Floor to verify the plausibility of it all. But 
looking into the Floor - even if a quick glance, was painful for the Guardians, as it revealed 
horrific feelings deep within their bellies. 

Calon, in particular grew increasingly more fascinated with the images in the Floor than with 
the documents before him. He peered through the Spectrum of Color, into the Deepest Dark, 



and explored the interior of the words atmosphere with all the curiosity of a prepubescent 
schoolboy looking at his first issue of Playboy. As he leaned forward to get a better look, his 
wingtips scraped across the floor like fingernails on a blackboard. He grew increasingly 
captivated by the sites and concurring feelings of loneliness, alienation, hunger, torment, 
wars, torture, perversion, drought, fallenness, sadness, dismay, guile, pride, debauchery, 
killing machines, biochemical disasters, the mass plagues of internal burning caused from 
the irregularities of wireless electricity, you name it, that literally filled the Floor (and his 
grinning face) with a visual stench.  

(Many Guardians cringed and had to look away. But Love didn’t.)  

It was as if all the evils of every age had been somehow compressed into a single place, a 
single moment, one single snapshot for them all to see and feel.  

In that moment the distinct isolation, no, desolation, of the planet oozed from the Floor into 
the room with its own unique sulfuric smells and vile slow-motioned-bubbling sounds. 
Images of mothers in fetal positions, grieving in the aftermath of babies torn from their 
wombs; bodiless beheaded heads, mouths filled with the desert sand, with their eyes being 
pecked out by vultures; and the sites of skin falling from bones in the multiple waves of 
thermonuclear holocausts, altogether capitulated in a living visual, writhing and rippling like 
a like an earthworm around the incoming hook the open-mouthed, having to look away, 
Guardians and Diplomats of the Glorious Tribunal. 

“Fascinating.” Calon furled his eyebrows and nodded understandingly, “simply fascinating.” 

ℑ 

As the Floor de-rippled and became solid again everyone looked to Love. 

“That, my friends, is the reason we need to get down there.”  

“I get it,” a Guardian confessed.  

“We really get it,” they all agreed. “This is big. Really big.” 

“And you’ve known about this, you’ve seen and felt all this, for how long?” 

“As long as I can remember.” 

“We are with you, my Love.” A Designer Guardian affirmed. “Whatever it takes.” 



“Good!” Love picked up the bundle of papers before him and tapped it into one neat pile atop 
the U-shaped conference table. “This document speaks for itself. And, from what we’ve 
already seen, we don’t need any more proof of the Call. So let me summarize where we are 
at.” 

“Indeed, my, Love. We are all ears.” 

“My heart has been grieved particularly for this planet ever since I can remember, yet it’s 
only been recently when I’ve been able to piece it all together. That’s when I called the 
Glorious Tribunal. I know it seemed out of the blue but ‘desperate measures’ and all that.” 

“Indeed we understand.” The Guardians replied. “For desperate times.” 

“Yesterday I presented the concern, and most of you empathized with me. We’ve all seen first 
hand what the Floor has revealed. Is that a fair assessment?” 

“It is,” Calon and his minions nodding. “Very true.” 

“Unaware of the its true severity and in effort to trouble shoot the situation with some 
background and context, Jamiil and the other Guardian volunteered to drop through the 
Floor to get a better look at what we’re dealing with.” 

“A magnificent decision, my… my, Love.” Calon agreed. “The more information the better. 
That’s what we say.” 

“And, while they were there for the entire existence of the planet, from creation to extinction, 
they emerged from the portal this morning — do I have this right?” 

The 12 Guardians replied. “That’s how it went down.” 

“Good,” silently sipping his quaff. “So they, you two,” pointing to Jamiil and the other 
Guardian, “They returned this morning with a summary of the situation which are contained 
in documents, along with the visuals in the Floor. The decision before us now is to develop a 
course of action, some options, perhaps, leading to a successful Infusion.” 

“Well said. Well said!” 

“But let’s not forget the fact that anything we do will have, has had, and will always have 
severe repercussions on us, my… my, Lord.” Calon’s claw-like voice was like water on fire. 
“We are all aware of that, aren’t we?” 

“Yes, yes,” Love said. “We are all aware of the Blend. Yet, we also agree negative 
repercussions of the Blend are eclipsed by my passion, our passion, of taking them as our 
own, and the redemptive linkages they will enjoy as a result of the Infusion.” 



“True. Very true. Very well said, indeed!” The 12 Guardians began twiconing on the table 
with their fingernails (a word that describes tapping, or anxiousness when considering any 
certain wondrous act). Their twiconments filled the room with a soft clicking sound that was 
both soothing and exciting at the same time.  

“And, finally, you all need to know that I am fully behind this initiative and would do 
anything to get to them, even if they had to be ontologically, or even if I had to be 
ontologically disfigured for the task for that matter. It is the all consuming passion of my 
heart.” 

That statement sent the entire Assembly swooning with emphatic awareness.  

“So be it. So bet it!” The chanting echoed into the highlands. 

“So what we have here,” holding the document in the air and quieting the crowds. “Is a 
summary of their findings, Jamiil’s and the other Guardians’, with suggestions. Am I right 
about that?” 

“And, in addition, my, Love.” Jamiil clarified, “We included numerous built-in ‘defaults’ and 
other ideas wherein their natural Created Order, in itself, may be altered to reflect our 
greater existence.” 

“Wonderful, great idea!” Hearing this delighted Love to no end, which was evident by the 
warming change in his physical appearance. Across his shoulders appeared the gentle 
shimmering of the rising sun on a high altitude lake in the Rocky Mountains. It flowed down 
his side as a roaring frothing waterfall cascading from Mt. Olympus onto his feet. And, 
somewhere with the core of his being emerged the sweet high-pitched of like birds in a South 
American rain forest. For a brief moment, just before he spoke, I even actually heard the 
giggles and laughter of children holding hands and singing make-believe songs as they 
pushed themselves around and around on one of those spinning things in the community 
park on a gusty day in the fall.  “So can we do this?” 

“Do what, my Love?” 

“Read through this. You know, the document?” 

“Well, of course.”   

“Great. But before we move on let’s take a bit of a break. I need to take care of some business 
before we move on.” 

He scooted back in the chair, glancing briefly at the Guardian sitting to the left, furrow-
browed and studying the document intently, as if his very life depended upon it. “Calon, may 
I have a word with you?” 



Like a deer in the headlights, like a little boy caught with his hands in the cookie jar, he 
looked up, frazzled and fizzling. “But of course my… my, Love.” 

ℑ 

Now it would have to be said, as I have previously said, even before the Infusion began, 
evidences of the Blend were materializing all around us. 

And, as I shared above, whether these changes had been here all the time or not, no one 
really knew. Perhaps they had only become recognizable. Regardless, everything over here 
began to, in a strange distorted fashion, but recognizable all the same, look like everything 
over there. And everything over there (so I would learn) began to look like everything back 
here, howbeit in a reflective/iconic, though definitive, sort of way.  

This was really noticeable in the heated confrontation between Love and Calon during the 
break. I observed remotely, from behind a plexiglass-like barrier (so I couldn't hear exactly 
what was being said), but there were times that, from where I at, the entire appearance of 
Love seemed to morph into a multitude human-like forms existing upon the yet-to-be-
infused planet. One after another they became superimposed dimensionally upon and within 
the fabric of Love’s radiant form, shifting that way and this way as the two spoke. The faces 
of men, children, woman, babies, and fetuses appeared, spreading out upon (or was it within, 
who could say?) the face of Love like wave of humanity. Tangible yet intangible, a forever 
mystery of the moment, almost as if he was becoming that which he was pleading to save. 

The leaks of the Blend manifested in/on/within/without Calon as well. His sleazy demeanor 
shifted from shifting shadows to a serpent’s questioning, curling inward and twisting in 
unnatural ways back in on itself.  In fact, in the midst of the heated discussion between the 
two, I believe Calon actually attempted to kiss him, our Love - in a vile sort of manner. One 
moment his face was engulfed in flames and the next minute his beauty was so enticing that 
I had to look away.  

And it wasn’t just me that witnessed it, either. By the end of their “conversation,” as it would 
thereafter be forever called, all of us - Guardians and Diplomats alike, were holding our 
steaming hot quaff and staring through the plexiglass-like barrier, utterly silenced at the site 
of Calon’s rippling skin shape-shifting into scales as he slithered in and out of the dialogue. 
None of us had ever seen such a metamorphoses.  

“Is that Calon? Our Calon?” One of the Diplomats questioned, unassured of who, or what, he 
was seeing. 



“I’m afraid it is.” Another answered. “Pretty freaky.” 

“But there’s… two of them. No — wait, three of them. No wait, only one now. And what’s that 
gooey stuff dripping from under his wings and falling to his pads.” 

“Gooey stuff?” A Guardian peered closer. “I don’t see any gooey stuff.” 

“It was there just a moment ago.” 

“Strange.” 

And there were many other things like that that happened throughout the muted 
“conversation” behind the plexiglass curtain during break time. 

ℑ 



Chapter V 

That Transcendent Spark of 
Hope 
This is what that looks like 

As the 12 Guardians re-convened around the U-shaped conference table it was interesting to 
note that sides had definitely formed, with a lopsided with two-thirds of the angels on one 
side of the table, siding with Jamiil and the other Guardian, and the other one-third 
cloistered around Calon.  

“Let’s begin with Hope.” Love spoke with strategy and intent. “Hope is the one thing that will 
energize those beyond the Deepest Dark to believe in something bigger than themselves.” 

“Excellent, hope it is, my Love. What a wonderful way to kick off the Infusion!” 

“That’s ridiculous. Why would that help?” Calon’s pushback was like the head of a spear 
provoking a mother lion protecting her cubs in the heart of the Serengeti . “I don’t see that 
happening on any level.” 

“Hope is everything Calon. When they get Hope they’ll have the capacity to reach beyond, to 
see something bigger than themselves, and perhaps one day that quest for getting outside 
themselves will be the link that lead them here, to us.” 

“Agreed!” Jamiil’s voice (along with everyone’s voice from that side of the table) agreed.  

“Not so fast,” Calon refuted. “If we were throw Hope into the mix, who’s to say it wouldn’t be 
abused? It could be leveraged into situations of their own demise.” 

“Explain yourself, Calon.” 

“Perhaps they would engage their hope in situations that are, in reality, hopeless, my… my, 
Love. If that were to happen, the end of the matter would be more dreadful than where they 
are now.” 

Love listened to that. Calon’s point struck a chord. “Jamiil, what do you know about this? 
Could it happen? The misusage of Hope?” 

“Yes, sir, my, Love.” Jamiil was truthful and forthright. “Calon is correct. We’ve done a bit of 
research on that.” He looked around at his Guardians. “Who has the final results of that?” 



A Designer Guardian appeared, pencil behind ear, and dropped a large clump of well-
marked papers on the table with a thud. “Our research shows that while Hope would 
certainly have its benefit, there could be times, may be times, when it could cripple and 
might even cause death.” 

“Death? How can Hope cause something for which it is never intended?” 

“Percentages are extremely minute, my Love.” 

“And personal regret, too.” A minion rose like a cobra from a basket. “Let’s not forget that. 
All in all it’s a risky move.” 

“I don’t understand,” Love muttered. 

“We do have an instance where that very thing has happened.” Calon remarked. “Would you 
like to see it?” 

“I would.” 

Calon pointed to the Floor with a wingtip. As it rippled, it opened to reveal a 14 year old girl 
in Sweden lying on her back in her bedroom, pink princess phone uncoiled around her, with 
a box of snotted-up tissues lying all across the bed. 

“This is a sweet young girl had hoped she would be asked to her Junior Prom by a certain boy 
named Ülf, my… my, Love. But instead this boy has asked someone else. So she sits, crying 
all night long, not comforted by Hope but actually sickened by it. So sad, so very sad. A 
crime, really. Her heart sickened but something that you yourself introduced into the 
system.” 

“That’s probably a rare case wouldn’t you think?” 

“No.” Calon’s voice was firm. “It’s all over the place. Here, look.” 

The floor sped through the atmosphere to reveal a young surfer, hoping to win the East Coast 
Surfing championship with this final. It was something he had hoped to win ever since he 
was a child. Outside, a set of waves appeared on the horizon. This was it. He paddled out to 
meet the waves, spotted the one to catch, his heart throbbing with the hope of winning. This 
was the stuff of his dreams. He turned towards the shore, paddled once, twice, and was about 
to stand up when, from out of nowhere, a great white shark rocketed from the reef and split 
him to his torso. 

Love turned away. 

Jamiil couldn’t believe his ears. “You call this research? This would hardly ever happen, 
Calon. What do you take us for, fools?” 



“Just showing you the facts.” 

One of the minions pulled the pencil from under his wing out and drew a schematic on a 
piece of kraft (paper) which was passed around the room and studied intently. A blow up of 
the design was projected on something that looked like a dry-erase board, sitting on a tripod 
behind him. He pointed here and there, making references to it as he spoke. 

“It goes something like this: the young surfer, here,” pointing to the board, “had hoped he 
would fulfill his dreams which are… here,” pointing to a circle hovering above an infant in a 
cradle. 

“And let me remind the Assembly - lest you forget,” Calon interrupted. “This is all post-
Infusitory Hope - meaning none of this , this tragic scenario and its unfortunate 
consequences, would have ever happened if we interfered with it all. But I digress. Go on, my 
dear minion. Go on.” 

“Thank you my… er, sir Calon,” pointing the stick to the board. “So the young surfer’s life is 
taken by this fish, right about here.”  

“‘Fish?’” 

“Excuse me, fhlisque, which takes out most of the surfer and his board, right about here.” He 
drew a line across the page and “x-ed” out the surfer. “But it doesn’t end there. The event 
continues. It creates major heartbreak for his family. Within a few years it takes toll on 
another member of this family, his mother, who is here,” sliding the pencil in a zig-zagged 
fashion to the corner of the page. “It turns out she’s been to a number of treatment centers 
and endured copious amounts of counseling all in the effort to get around her grief, the loss 
of her only child, so she becomes an alcoholic, which is here.” He drew a bottle with three x’s 
on the label. “One night she’s driving home from a bar on the other side of town, which is 
here,” pointing to a square.  

“Why is she at the bar? And what does this have to do with the Infusion?” Jamiil was 
becoming impatient. 

“Good question, Jamiil. If you were to see on the handout, page 14, I believe, she is secretly 
in a relationship with a married man, who is her only source of comfort. They hope to 
divorce his wife and move to Curacao, over here. The point is that none of this is ever going 
to happen. Her so-called hope is being leveraged in all the wrong places.” 

“That is correct.” Another minion concurred. “If you look at the footnote at the bottom of the 
page, you see our thorough research indicates that, while low in percentages, there are others 
in similar hopeless situations. And, in an interesting finding, they tent to seek each other out 



and find solace in disappointment and never really move on into a healthy lifestyle. Again, so 
sad. So very sad.” 

“Go on. Go on.” Love was frustrated. “Finish your argument.” 

“Okay, right.” He returned to the board. “So one night she’s on her way home from the bar, 
here. See that? We’re on page 15, about the middle of the page. She’s driving erratically, 
straightening her bra and putting on her eye-liner in the rearview mirror when she is blinded 
by the headlights on an oncoming 18-wheeler. She swerves this way and that way but the two 
vehicles wind up colliding head-on, killing her, and the driver of the rig, instantly. And that’s 
um… right about here,” pointing the stick to the lower corner of the picture.  

A gasp fell from the Diplomats above. 

“And let me remind the Tribunal,” Calon redirected the discussion back to the table. “What 
we have just witnessed was all done for the ‘quote unquote’ sake of Hope. I just don’t see the 
point of any of this.” He clinched his chest, bit the topside of his hand, and looked away. 

There was a no small scuttle in the Tribunal. The room expanded with shouts of anger, jeers, 
and verbal bashing, all aimed at the one-third clump to the lopsided wing of the U-shaped 
conference table. 

“Hush!” Love’s words rippled into the highest parts of the room with a soothing peace. He 
gazed to Calon and his unified minions with a guarded skepticism. “So what is your 
proposal?” 

“Our proposal is simple and forthright. Our goal, like yours, no doubt, is to alleviate this 
horrific scenario altogether. We care for the inhabitants of the orb as much as you. None of 
us wants to see them suffer like this.” 

“And how would that happen?” 

“We believe the best way to alleviate a lifetime of heartache from this family, and all families 
like them, for that matter, is simple.” 

“It’s by never introducing the concept of Hope to them in the first place.” 

The minion with the pencil and pointer agreed. “Our research is clear.” 

“Your ‘research?’” 

“Yes, Jamiil. It’s there on the bottom of page 29. You can read it for yourself. Our research 
unequivocally shows that none of this would have happened, the dreams of the surfer, the 
deadly fhlisque attack, and the ensuing death of his mother, if we had not been sitting up 



here in the first place, laying our own agenda upon an innocent party by assuming that Hope 
is something they even need.” 

“What’s good for us isn’t necessarily good for others.” pointing back at the Floor.  

“We’re vying,  I mean, voting, for no Infusion.” 

“‘No Infusion?’ Are you serious?” Love’s face turned pale. Reddened black and bumpy 
splotches, not unlike the creeping lava that oozes out of island volcanoes in forming islands, 
broke out across his back, the room itself becoming heated with his rising desperation. He 
looked to Jamiil, voice solid, emotions tightly held. “Do you have any response to this?”  

He paused and looked up from the table. “We do not.” 

“So you’re saying that something like this could, could actually happen?” 

Jamiil turned to consult the other Guardians, all which seem stumped. After a moment he 
turned to face the Tribunal. “I’m afraid it could.” 

Love deflated into half of who had just been. He stared aimlessly into the Floor, his colors of 
fading, his eyes loosing sparkle, looking as if he had lost his best friend. 

Jamiil has a point. It’s a twisted perverted sort of logic but he does have a point. 

All the while an interesting phenomenon was happening. Up there, in the high realms of the 
conference room, something like a cloud appeared. (Previous to all this I wouldn’t have 
described it as a cloud. It would have been more like a schwish, or a hafest, except for that, 
as it grew, growing within it was a type of colored energy expanding within it, it’s hues 
illuminating into just about every corner of the room; something quite different from any 
hafest I’d ever seen.) All the more Love considered his options, all the more the hafest 
burned and churned above.  

Still he questioned.  

Is it better to have Hope, along with the surety it will breed disappointment, heartbreak, and 
death, or, to have no Hope at all? 

It was settled. Color returned to his face. A beam of clarity sparked in his gaze. A collective 
purple-golden radiance streamed across his back. He rose to his feet, his beauty, first from 
his sides of his chest and then into the muscles in his arms, glistening like a school of 
rainbow trout swimming upstream in the midday sun in a high altitude lake in the Rockies. 

The burning-churning Cloud aimed itself downwards, to the Floor, hovering, waiting for the 
cue. 



“I’ve weighed the matter sufficiently, and - Calon, thank you for your thoughts, but my 
understanding is that, at the end of the day, the Infusion of Hope will prove to be a far 
greater leverage point than not. Better to hope and be disappointed, than to never have 
known true Hope at all.” 

The Cloud, now hovering inches above the Floor, burning and churning with a living, 
breathing quasi-multi-colored brilliance, swelled like a prize fighter ready to step into a ring. 
With an all-knowing nod from Love, it silently disappeared into the Floor. 

ℑ 

There was one day in the midst of all that that was unusually wonderful. 
It was the day when I had the opportunity to take a walk in the forest at 
sunrise.  

I bundled up and slid into the crisp autumn atmosphere, heading down 
the quasi-colored leafy trail to the reservoir. Laser shafts of orange light 
shimmied between the trees and lit the forest floor with the silent 
strength of heaven. The beams of light slicing through the morning fog, 
it’s colors changing from purple to orange to red and into yellow; I had a 
sense that it was somehow yet another icon, pointing to a greater color 
spectrum, somewhere very far away. 
Funny how the mind plays tricks on you. 

I continued to the lake by following a trickling stream onto its bank. I 
looked up and gasped at the beauty. Surrounded by the snow-capped 
mountains, marked by high altitude gusts of wind that made the freshly 
fallen snow come alive and swirl around in prismatic whirling motions 
from the peaks, the lake still, motionless, resting like a sea of glass from 
where I stood on it’s rocky shore outwards. My eyes fell upon a small 
school of rainbow trout, poking and picking at the mossy rocks below.   

But wait. Something deeper is happening. 

There it was, an overlapping of two worlds, right before my widening 
eyes. 

I remember, when I was a young boy, I used to like to sit in the 
optometrist office and read those Magic Eye picture books. Remember 
them? Each turn of the glossy pages revealed nonsensical chaotic 
squiggly patterns that didn't make any sense. But then, when you 



relaxed your eyes, you began to see it. There, and coming into focus, was 
another altogether picture hidden in there, laying just below the surface. 
I loved the part when my eyes just began to see what was really there, 
when things were more than just squiggly patterns on a page. It took a 
few moments to finally get it because I never knew where it was going to 
take me (and that was the fun of it). I could do nothing more than trust 
my instinct. Then, suddenly before I knew it, I was  actually submerged 
in that a 3-D picture laying there, so wonderful, so marvelous, so 
stealthed, just below the surface. Funny thing, once I saw that, that 
deeper reflection - I really couldn’t see anything else.  

That day, standing on the shore of the high altitude lake and staring at 
the rainbow trout, poking and picking along the mossy rocks just under 
the surface of the water, was just like that. The longer I gazed into the 
lake, the clearer the sky became. Down in the lake, was of all things, the 
sky. First a cloud, then the sun, then a bald eagle with a fish in its claws 
soaring higher and higher — or was it deeper and deeper? — into the 
sky. I rubbed my eyes, seeking to make sense of the doubled dimension. 

Am I looking up to down? Into the lake, or into the sky? And, if so, what 
is a fish doing up there, or, for that matter, a cloud down there? 
On the far side of the lake a dense grove of aspen trees swayed back and 
forth, their golden-hot leaves rattling and reflecting off the lake like 
coins in the cool breeze. It happened again.  

Where is the line? 

I sought hard to distinguish where the shore ended and the actual lake 
began, where one world began and the other ended (or vice versa, for 
that matter). Looking up I saw aspens. Looking down I saw aspens, both 
images identical. The line between the two worlds seemed remarkably 
thin that day. 

ℑ 

Down at the far end of the U-shaped conference table a few Designer Guardians were 
bubbling with excitement while considering multiple options of the linkage. They huddled 
over papers and stacks of books, determined to present a list to the other Guardians of items 
that could be included in the imminent Infusion. When it came to satisfying the passion in 
Love’s heart to see the two worlds united, all options were on the table. 



“Mammals. How about mammals?” A Designer popped up from a book. “That would work, 
right?” 

“No,” someone replied. “We already got mammals. Those furry varmints are everywhere. If 
they don’t provide linkage to the phrodories, nothing will. That linkage is solid.” 

“Right. I’ll look for another idea”  

(There’s nothing like the spirit of fearless optimism that rises when Guardians set out to 
serve the greater good.) 

“Hmm… Let me think.” He rubbed his pencil back and forth across his lips, deep in thought, 
and then he got it. “I know. We make them … swim!” 

Though initially dumfounded, it wasn’t long until they skyrocketed with delight, all of them 
hooting and hollering at the far end of the table. 

“Wait.” Someone clarified. “You mean, have them swimming in the oceans, like we have up 
there?”  

“Yes! But only upside down!” 

“Brilliant!” 

At once they flocked to the windows and gazed into the liquid atmosphere, alive and teeming 
with all sorts of wondrous creatures.   

“Let’s see… where are they?” 

 Some swam alone, with nothing guiding them but the soothing strobes of their own bio-
illumination. 

“No, not that one.” They searched higher into the sky. “Maybe up there?” 

“Look. Is that one?” 

Their eyes collectively caught remnant of a pod of klafah. They spotted the klafaheem by 
following their trails slow-moving bubbles of bluish-white sparkles. 

“There they are!” An excited Guardian pushed his wingtip against the glass. “See them?”  

“You’re thinking about infusing one of them into the Floor?” 

“Sure! Why not?” 



“He’s right.” Jamiil went back to the drawing board and studied the schematic carefully. 
“Swimming mammals? You know, I seriously think that would work. That’s nothing short of 
ingenious!” 

“Why, thank you,” looking away, his face turning rose pink. 

“Not to give young pushback here…” 

“Not at all,” drawing near.  

“But why swimming mammals? I mean, wouldn’t there enough aquatic links between 
animals and atmospheres already?” 

“True.” He nodded. “But the deeper icon make it a continuous revelation, a reflective source 
of something they’d need to know in order for blend to be successful. We don’t want any 
surprises, if you know what I mean.” 

Jamiil’s face wadded up into a ball of frustration. He clearly wasn’t following the logic of the 
argument.” 

“Look.” With a pencil and paper the designer drew a sky. “So this is the sky, you see?” 

“You mean the sea, right?” 

“Right, I see. Right, the sea, whatever. Just work with me here.” He turned the paper 
completely upside-down. “There it is. So up to this point the links have been somewhere over 
here, on the land, right?” 

He nodded apprehensively. “Right.” 

“So how about we place a new species of mammal over… over here, in the upside-down sea?” 

“I still don’t see it.” 

“Me, neither.” Another Guardian scratched his heel with a wingtip and let out a low 
frustrated sound from deep within his pipes. “Perhaps we ought to look into something else. 
And what’s this ‘continual revelation’ stuff you’re putting out there. I mean, I don’t even 
know what that even means.” He looked around at the other Guardians. “I mean, really, does 
any one really know what he’s talking about here?” 

“No. Look. Listen.” The Designer Guardian grew emphatic. He leaned closer and tapped the 
picture with his wingtip. “It’s… a mammal, you see. A mammal, right?” 

“Right.” They nodded.  



“But the ‘continuous revelation’ part, the deeper truth, is one and the same with the material 
one.” 

“Nope. Lost me just then.” 

“Me, too.” 

“Yeah, I’m out.”  

“Listen: A mammal can’t breath in it’s surroundings. It gets its life from somewhere else. You 
know,” he emphasized his point by pointing to his chest. “Somewhere else?” 

Lights were beginning to click above there heads. The Guardians were finally getting it. 

“You see, they would live in the sea but be not of the sea. Get it? Just like us. They would live 
down here,” pointing up, “but need to get air up here,” pointing down.  

“Just like us.” 

“Exactly! So the Infusion would provide linkage, both literal and iconic, not only to who we 
are, but how we, too, live. That’s the beauty of it. It’s two linkages in one.” 

“Oooh….” Widening their eyes, they cooed like doves. “We see.” 

The Designer Guardian rested the writing utensil on the table with a certain preciseness. “I 
rest my case.” 

Tiny lights appeared and brightened all about their shoulders like fireflies on a summer 
evening in June. 

“Brilliant!” 

Another smiled. “Simply fab.” 

“We need to present this to Love. He will love it.” 

“At once!” 

“Just a minute.”  

It was Calon, with his minions behind him. He appraoched the excited huddle with all the 
demeanor of Sherlock Holmes trying to rip apart a phony alibi. Deep in his pipes an eerie 
gurgling sound boiled in his chest as he spoke, his wings scraping across the shiny floor.  

“Let’s take a look at this. I mean, let’s really think this through, boys. Do we really need to 
infuse yet another linkage between the two worlds?” 



“What are you saying, Calon? Why wouldn’t we? The more the merrier, right? We don’t want 
them to miss a thing.” 

“We’ve already junked their world with an unmeasurable amount of revealing linkages, 
including Hope - which, to my way of thinking, was an excessive mistake. If they don’t get it 
now, they will never get it.” 

“But this one is different, Calon.” 

“‘Different?’” Calon sneered. “Don’t be fooled, my ignorant Guardian. They are all the same.” 

“No, they are not.” The atmosphere took on the nature of a couple of street gangs disagreeing 
in a slum somewhere in New York. The ruckus caught Love’s attention, who was sitting at 
the far end of the U-shaped table thumbing through some papers and confirming some 
previous calculations.  

“It was only an idea.” The Designer cowered. He slumped his shoulders and resigned to a 
chair. 

“No, it was a good idea,” Jamiil insisted. “Indeed - and if anyone should know this, you 
should know this, Calon - there is to be no limit of linkages here, not now nor ever! The 
passion demands an excess of linkages to assure us of total unification of the Blend.” He rose 
in the air and brought his nose within inches of Calon’s flushed face. “Get it?” 

“Okay, okay. I get it” moving backwards across the room. “Everybody gets a chance to play. I 
get that. But look at what you’re doing. Can’t you see? We’ve already got every kind of 
reflective anshonee flying around in the upside-down sky.” 

“Technically it’s called a sea. And furthermore they are not anshonee, they are called fish.” 

“Whatever, it doesn’t matter. My point is that by putting these… these mammals into the 
mix, there’s no telling the trouble they’ll cause. I mean, heck, who knows? They may even 
wind up…” he twirled his hands in the air searching for the right words. “Swimming with 
them, or even saddling them up and riding on them ghorsnics, for crying out loud.” 

“Wow.” One of the Guardians thought about that and smiled with affirmation. “I hadn’t 
thought about that before. How intriguing!” 

“Well, they are going to want to. That’s all I’m saying.” Calon’s gurgling became more 
pronounced as his argument built. He shoved Jamiil away from him. “So now you’ve turned 
these marvelous klafah-like critters —”  

“— Mammals, Calon. They’ll be called ‘mammals.’” 



“Okay - whatever we’re going to call them. So now we got them swimming around, doing 
their own thing, for the sake of the linkage,” he said, making imaginary quotation 
movements with this wing tips. “And, I’m telling you, they won’t even get this ‘double 
revelatory’ thing you’re all jacked up about. For all we know they’ll be killed, stripped, and 
harvested for their oil or something. I don’t know.” 

That made everybody’s face turn sour. 

“Or they’ll get tangled up in nets, hunted by fisherman, run over by boats, and so on. I mean 
really.” Calon’s face reached deep into the Guardians’ huddle. He squinted his eyes and 
attempted an expression of sincerely. “Is it really worth it?” 

From across the board room and standing at the lower end of the U-shaped conference table, 
Love’s voice rose. 

“It is.”  

They all looked to Love. 

“Worth it,” he assured. “Even if only one gets it, it would have been worth it all.” 

“But my… my, Love. The risk.” 

“You want to see the risk? I’ll show you what this is all about. Here, look to the Floor and 
hopefully you’ll get it, too.” 

All eyes fell to the Floor, which rippled once, twice, and suddenly revealed a most fascinating 
scene, not unlike a movie. A seven year old boy came into view. 

“Ooo! Is that one of them?”  

“Just watch,” Love advised. 

ℑ 

It was a scrawny little kid. He was standing on a wooden dock in Key 
Largo, Florida. His skin, deeply contrasted by his orange 
phosphorescent baggies, was blacked in summer sun. There he stood, 
along, looking a bit awkward, waiting for the signal to jump into the 
lagoon. 

 A man from the other side of the lagoon raised a megaphone to his 
mouth. It made his voice sound like a high-pitched cartoon character.  



“Son, can you hear me?” 

He nodded, clutching is hands at his chest. 

“Good. You’ll do fine. Just listen to me carefully.” 

“Okay, sir.” 
“You’re going to jump in the water and wait. Just wait. When the 
porpoise hears you he will  come up on your left side. Get it? Your left 
side.” 

“Right.” 

“So just reach out and grab her dorsal fin with both hands.” 
“‘Both hands?’” 

“‘Both hands.’ Just hold on and enjoy the ride. She’ll bring you all the 
way across the lagoon to here where we are. Get it?” 

“Yes, sir!”  

Fearfully, yet filled with excitement, and as the Guardians looked on, he 
yank his phosphorescent orange baggies over his pelvic bone, took a 
deep breath, held his nose, and jumped into the murky water, dog-
paddling all the while waiting for the sleek-skinned mammal to appear. 

“Where is she?”  

From out of the depths it surfaced like a shimmering submarine. The 
young boy reached out with both hands, took hold of the dorsal fin and, 
in an instant were slicing across the lagoon like a klafah in the sky. 

“What the…” Guardians and Diplomats alike peered into the Floor, 
astonished at the site of the bottle-nosed dolphin speeding the boy away 
from the dock and into the middle of the lagoon. 
“I told you they’d wind up swimming with them,” Calon sighed. “Not a 
hint of linkage here.” 

“Cool you’re jets, Calon.” Love’s attention transfixed to the Floor, “This 
is the part I want you to see.” 

The boy and the dolphin were slicing through the water at a decent clip 
when, for no apparent reason, half-way across, the young boy decided to 
break the rules. He had been told to hold on with both hands. But this 
young boy’s favorite TV show was Flipper and Tommy Norton, the star 
of the show, always rode his bottle-nosed dolphins with one hand, not 
two. 
So he decided to try it. 



“This is where it gets good.” Loved hopped over the table and pointed 
into the Floor. The others, too, feet on the rim, stretched their neck to 
get a better look. 

Within moments the pull of the mammal was too strong for the single-
handed boy. Though he struggled to hold on, he was simply too weak. 
The dorsal fin slipped through his fingers and the dolphin submerged 
into the water like a nautilus, the boy left completely alone, dog paddling 
in circles in the middle of the murky lagoon. 

“What do I do now?” He shouted to the man with the megaphone. 
Frantically he looked all about. “I’m scared!” 

“Don’t worry. The dolphin will come up on your left side. When he does, 
hold on with both hands until you get here.” 

“Okay, sir.” 

The next few moments were filled with horror. The water was so murky 
he couldn’t see his hands in front of him. He darted his head this way 
and that way in a panic, wondering if and where the mammal could and 
would ever find him.  

The Diplomates were on the edge of their seats. And the guardians were 
making serious squish-kapalinkling sounds from deep within their 
beings, obviously filled with tension, 

The mammal then emerged from the depths, his skin glistening in the 
South Florida sunshine.  

“There it is!” A Designer Guardian pointed and clapped his wings with 
delight.  
“Here it is!” The young boy agreed. 

The bottle-nosed dolphin rose to his left and did a belly-rolled on its 
side, as if trying to communicate to the boy. 

“Here it comes. This is what makes it all worthwhile.” 

And there, as if the dolphin really did know how to talk, it did something 
the boy would never ever forget for the rest of his life.  

It looked at him. Really looked in him. 

“There it is!” Love shouted with joy. He folded his hands and pressed 
them to his face, about to jump out of his skin with excitement. “The 
link.” 
The boy’s heart stopped. For the first time in his life he understood there 
was something bigger out there, a transcendent intelligence that united 



all life, including his own, with something far greater than he could ever 
imagine. He knew it in his soul. He felt it in his heart. While he would 
never be able to articulate it, it would keep that young boy, blacked in 
the Florida sun, always wondering, always curious, constantly inventing, 
imagining, and innovating all the days of his life.  

“That’s I’m talking about.” Love moved away from the rim. “That’s what 
the Infusion can do.” 

Back in the Floor, the man with the megaphone sliced through the 
magical moment abruptly.  
“There she is. Now hold on with both hands.” 

“Okay.” 

The dolphin rolled closer so that his hands could get a good hold.  

“There ya go. I’m ready.” 

It pulled the boy onwards, pausing here and there, and slower this time, 
occasionally glancing back to the lad until dropping him in knee-deep 
water at the far side of the murky lagoon. 

ℑ 

“So.” Love wiped a prismatic tear from his face. “Is it worth it?” 

The room erupted as an audio earthquake. “Yes! Yes! Yes!” 

“And what about you, Calon? Would you say it would be worth infusing mammals in the orb, 
even for the sake of this one, even though they might ride them?” 

He remained motionless, just staring into the Floor. “I suppose.” 

“What was that?” Love heckled. “I didn’t quite get that.” 

“Yes, my…my, Love. I suppose it is.” 

“You suppose it is …” 

“Worth it.” He turned away, defeated and frustrated. 

The Cloud began to form once again over the Floor. For a moment, though I couldn’t be sure, 
I thought I saw the bright-eyed illuminated faces of children within its cumulus multi-
colored substance. 



“Then, let’s make it so.” 

The Cloud plummeted through the Floor. It raced through the Spectrum of Color and 
pierced into the atmosphere of the Deepest Dark.  

Infusion. 

And that boys’ life, along with millions of other little boys and girls, were forever changed, 
forever playful, forever alive knowing they had been touched so very deeply within by 
something so far away, way down inside, at the core of their being. 

Just like that. 

ℑ 



Chapter VI 

Skewed 
As the meeting settled back to the printed agenda it occurred to Love to ask Jamiil and the 
other Guardian to once again step through the Floor, jettison through the Spectrum of Color, 
endure the pitfalls of the Deepest Dark, plunge into the blue-sh-white atmosphere o the 
floating orb and return with an update. 

“Just to see how things are going,” he added.  

Almost instantly they hopped over U-shaped conference table and, feet first and holding 
their noses, disappeared into the Floor.  

A moment later, they returned with dismal expressions on their faces.  

“That was fast,” Love looking up from his papers. “Everything all right?” 

“Our report is… well, troubling, my Love.” The Guardians brushed off the gobs of cosmic 
slime that usually accompanies just distances, staggered to their chairs, and reached for their 
drinks of freshly brewed quaff. 

“We - Jamiil and myself,” the other Guardian began. “Let me first say that, of course, we are 
in full affirmation of your desire for the proposed Infusion, but, having just seen it all with 
our own eyes, we have returned dazed and even a bit confused as to how it all has played out, 
especially in the pivotal years of their existence in what they tend to label as the twenty-third 
Century.” 

“‘The twenty-third Century?’” A Guardians questioned from the other side of the Floor. 
“What does that mean?” 

“Don’t worry about it.” Love hushed the Guardian with a wave of his hand. “It’s just how they 
measure time.” 

“‘Time?’” 

“Forget it.” He commented. “I’ll explain it to you later.” And, turning to the recently returned 
Guardians, “Go on with the report.” 

Jamiil rose and brushed off the remaining gelatin-like substance from his chest shoulders, 
which fell to the ground and made low-keyed popping sounds splattering down near his 
pads. Crossing his arms and moving back and forth the length of the U-shaped conference 
table, he tucked in chin in hand, as if thinking aloud. 



“He’s right, my Love. The original Infusion of Hope into the system from the Cloud was the 
best thing we could have done. But a certain problem has arisen.” 

“A problem?’” 

“No - not with the Hope part of it. That has remained firm.” The other Guardian interrupted.  

“That remains intact, my Love.” Jamiil affirmed. “It has to do with a… well, with a deeper 
infusion. Sometime, somehow, way before we got there, it appears to have been another 
infusion.” 

“I’s sorry? ‘Another infusion?” Scrunching his face. “How could that be?” 

(Now Guardians - just like any of us, have their needs. And I would never dispute that. Yet, 
to me, it was the timing it all that seemed suspicious to me. Without so much as saying a 
word, that’s when Calon, along with his two minions, silently pushed their chairs back, rose 
up, and floated through the doors to the washroom.) 

“It’s all so veiled and stealthy. Whoever it is, they got there first.” 

Love let out sigh which filled the room with a low-ended vibrating frequency. He had his 
suspicions. 

“Okay. So where does that leave us?” 

“The initial Infusion was big. It left nothing as it should be and set a trajectory which pretty 
much overshadowed everything we’ve done. The entire orb seems to have an inbred, devious 
design to it.” 

“Fallen,” the other Guardian regretfully informed. 

“Because of that, that undergarment, if you will, any hope that would ever develop among 
them will, from what we’ve seen, will remain somehow …” 

“Yes?” 

“Remain somehow misplaced, my Love.” 

“‘Misplaced.’” 

A period of silence as deep as the Mariana Trench ensued. 

“It’s not that they don’t have Hope,” the other Guardian added. “It’s just that, in its present 
configuration, the way they have chosen to use Hope is well… wasted and misdirected into 
places that are, well quite frankly…” 



“Quite frankly,” Jamiil finished the Guardians sentence with ease. “You see, my Love, Hope, 
as we all know, by it’s very nature needs to be answered, to be met by something on the other 
side in order to be legit. When hope is deferred, or worse, directed into nothingness, the 
heart becomes sickened. And Hope hoped into hopelessness results in — ” 

“I know.” Love interrupted. “You stop hoping altogether.” 

“Exactly.” 

“So what we have here is, because of the precious Infusion - well intended Hope being 
unconsciously directed into nothingness; goals without substance, dreams without the 
wherewithal to make them happen, all underfunded by a veil of some original Infusion that 
lies at the heart of all that is.” 

As they sat in sobering silence, the doors of the conference room opened in an excited jolt, 
jarring everyone in place. It was Calon and his two minions. They entered the room, joking 
around, slapping each other on their backs, and laughing in smokey grunts. They plopped in 
their chairs, settled their elbows on the table, and looked around at the concerned faces 
around the U-shaped conference table. 

“Hi, guys!” 

“So, what did we miss?” 

“Ignore them.” Calon and his minions seemed way too energized for Love at this time. “So, 
Jamiil, tell us more about this. You’re telling us Hope is misplaced, or misdirected? Help me 
understand this.” 

“The Hope is pure, my Lord - as it has originated from here. In an ordinary setting, that 
alone would be all they’d need to assure a successful linkage and integrated Blend. The thing 
that’s working against us is, because of what I’ll call, ‘the original infusion,’ is that the Hope 
we’ve infused had become somehow stunted, crippled. It only goes so far. And, when it 
reaches its destination, its substance dissolves into empty promises.” 

“‘Empty promises?’” 

“It’s like this.” The other Guardian’s voice dropped to a soft, articulate capacity, his eyes 
widening, seeking to be explain it distinctly. “The Infusion of Hope remains untainted. 
Nothing wrong there. The problem is that, because of the original Infusion - which is still a 
mystery, the Hope we’ve infused becomes distorted,  misguided into things that carry no real 
substance.” 

“Impossible, temporary things. Stuff that we’d never think of placing our Hope in,” Jamiil 
added.  



“And you two are suggesting that, if they continue leveraging their hope into things that are 
essentially…” Love rubbed his fingers together, creating minuscule sparks that flashed 
around his hands like a sparkler on the Fourth of July, seeking to come up with the right 
word. “Hopeless. That’s what I’m looking for. You’re saying, if they continue coming up short 
time and time again, they will eventually give up altogether and never hope, never truly hope 
in anything ever again?” 

Jamiil paused, floating in mid-air, the bottom of his pads about three feet in the air. He 
stared at Love with bone-chilling gaze. “I couldn’t have said it better, my Love, Lord, my 
King.” 

“Tell me, us, all of us here. If they aren’t hoping, or can’t hope, in permanence, then what on 
earth are they hoping in?” 

“Politics, technology, the empty promises of richer resources on other planets, fulfillment 
through gender transcendence, relationships with non-human AI, science, New Years’ 
resolutions, an end to global warming, you name it.” 

“But these are things that would never, could never be fulfilled.” Love rolled back in his chair 
like a flustered fox, seeking a way out. “I just don’t get it.” 

A gentle stirring arose on one side of Love. It was Shamanisque, a magnificently adorned 
Guardian who, while always present, faded in and out from site, but never leaving.  When 
visible (and in my humble opinion), Shamanisque was by far the most exotic creature ever 
created. Her fluctuating aura of pulsing, threaded burgundies and sparkling gold, poured 
forth from her essence like a liquid without breaking her angelic form. When she spoke, it 
was like water to a thirsty soul.  

“Excuse me, my Love. May I have permission to speak?” 

“Of course, Shamanisque.” Love’s voice loosened. He had always been, and would always be, 
a fan. His chest warmed in hues of royal blue and radiated around his body, turning to 
fainting shimmers of fire-engine red. His voice, too, soothed to a gentle sounds of a rippling 
stream in the Irish countryside. “Please. Share your being with us.” 

“Thank you, my Love,” nodding respectfully. “I am understanding, with regard to our 
children in the Deepest Dark - all the Hope we’ve infused is, because of other issues, was, is, 
and will be, forever incomplete?” 

“Yes, Shamanisque, that is our combined understanding.” 

“If the Tribunal would consider a request, my Love?” 

“Certainly.” 



“I believe much of the deception of the original Infusion could be alleviated if another 
Infusion, from us, would be considered.” 

(It was about this time when I, too, began to understand the immensity, and repercussions, 
of the report Jamiil and the other Guardian were presenting to those sitting around the U-
shaped conference table. It came to me as a vision, on the screen of my imagination. I was 
suddenly transported and standing in a very long line with other children at a swimming 
pool at a neighborhood community center park on a hot summer day in August. The pool 
was about to open and we were all eager to dive in, our hearts filling with the excitement of 
flips, belly-flops, jackknives, and granny-dives only to discover, once in mid-air off and 
looking into the deep water below, the pool had been emptied.) 

“So their hope, while good in itself, in its current configuration,” Shamanisque advised. “ It 
needs to be redirected into something that can capture it, something that can truly embrace 
the intent of our first Infusion. 

“Yes, my, Lady.” 

“We must return,” she emphasized. “Or else all we’ve done will only increase the sorrow, 
despair, apathy, and isolation that is already there.” 

“Indeed, she’s right, my Love.” Jamiil looked over the rim of the Floor and stared into its 
rippling bleakness. “If we don’t respond with another Infusion, the end of the matter will be 
worse than when we first arrived.” 

Calon, who up to this point had been seething silently at his chair, doing everything he could 
from jumping out of his reptilian garments, couldn’t take it any longer. He slammed his fist 
on the table and blew something from his nostrils that looked like a strange mix of fire and 
fog. 

“I told you we should have never have tampered with the thing. Now we have injected a 
component into the system that they don’t have the ability to digest. It would have been 
better if we would had left them alone in the first place!” 

“He’s right!” A fellow minion mused. “And it’s all because of our… our Love’s misguided 
passion to save the cosmos. Look at them. Pity them. They are no more hopeful now than 
when we first meddled with the thing. They are not hopeful. On the contrary, they remain 
hopeless.” 

It was another Mariana Trench moment. 

All eyes were on Love who was burning and churning with anger. Below us the very 
foundations of the building were swaying back and forth like the big one. He went internal, 
frantically wrestling within, hooked and entangled by the missile-like words of the minion. 



Then, ever so softly, and with an authority I have rarely seen, he stared gazing far beyond the 
Spectrum of Color, into the Deepest Dark, through the atmosphere and into their collective, 
timeless, heart, his own heart swelling with a determined passion, and spoke. 

“Security, would you please escort that… that Guardian of mine, and his minions, out of the 
building?” 

They collectively rose in fury.  

“Save your energy. We don’t need any stinking security to escort us out. We know the way, 
thank you very much.”  

They threw their chair against the back walls and, in a ruckus, walked through the doors 
without even touching them. Calon looked back, seething, wreaking of sulfur, covered with 
sores and filling with legions. “I’m right and you know that, too.” And he disappeared in the 
mist. 

An unusual cluster of sounds broke out and across the Diplomats in the balcony, not quite 
laughter, and not quite giggling, either. The Guardians, too were shaking their heads, not 
quite smiling, and not truly concerned, almost as if they had witnessed a selfish two-year old 
in a ridiculously engineered temper tantrum.  

Love transcended it all by shrugging his shoulders. “He’s clueless. He just doesn’t know.” 

“Your wisdom is an example for us all.” Shamanisque’s soothing voice made it all go away. 
Love leaned into his Guardian with the tenderness of a lion to a lioness in the heart of the 
bush. 

“Tell us more about that, my dear one. What were you saying? Something about Hope 
being… incomplete without an additional additive?” 

Shamanisque rose with a surge of enthusiasm. She tucked her flowing iridescent orbs away 
from her avatar-like face and tied them behind her head with something that looked like a 
hair tie, revealing her strong Native-American-like cheekbones. Her eyes, which were first 
royal blue but then deepened into velvety brown trans-dimensional hue, widened with 
transparency as she spoke.  

“Thank you, my Love. To me the answer is simple. I do not believe a mistake was made in the 
decision to infuse Hope to our beloved, nor could we ever entertain the thought of removing 
that which was once so passionately and intentionally conceived. Indeed, I am certain that 
they who exist beyond the Deepest Dark have all the Hope they have ever needed, all the 
hope they need, and all the hope they will ever need.” 



Love looked fondly to Shamanisque, his eyes softening like stars in the rising sun. Her shape-
shifting form, though hard to define, was exquisite. Shimmering as an emerald one moment 
and, without distinction, changing a living glossy surface, not unlike frozen lake in the just 
north of Sweden's’ arctic circle (but not hard), she became nearly transparent, like a 
mysterious barrel jellyfish nestled within the gentle currents of the Adriatic sea.  

All this happening as she sat at the U-shaped conference table, simply being herself. 

“You see, my Love. We are good. Our motives are pure. We’ve done well with our part. It’s 
not that they are hopeless. It’s just that we need to consider a second Infusion to give them 
something to hope for.” 

“I see.” Love folded his hands and held them close to his nose. “You’re right. You’re 
absolutely right.” 

“We need to consider a stronger connection, a linkage that will provide a sure trajectory of 
engagement. Then with they will know us, and we will know them. Then, and only then, will 
the Blend be successful. Then, and only then…” She paused. 

“I know.” He completed the sentence. “Their hope will never be disappointed again.” 

ℑ 

As I walked home that evening I glanced at the ocean above, reflecting on the conversation 
from that afternoon.  

Shamanisque is right. I reasoned. When she spoke it was like something in my spirit said, 
yes! 

I walked deeper into the tranquillaim (forest), the setting suns casting conflicting shadows 
yet gracefully harmonious, patterns across the trail. To my surprise a small cluster wonfrül, 
rare at this time of the day, swam out from the reefs and encircled my head, like sparkling 
planets in a solar system orbiting around their sun.  

Of course! It’s exactly what we need. My reflections returned. Hope alone doesn’t float. 
Hope needs something to hope in, something big enough to catch it, tangibility, assurance, 
predictability, or, is it really hope at all? 

Under my feet I heard the crunching sounds of dried hubarium (something like fallen leaves 
in fall but not dead). I became intoxicated with the fragrance of their brokenness in my 
nostrils, which I inhaled in deeply. Two pairs of eyheschia (not unlike luminescent sea 



dragons, but with three pairs of wings) appeared ahead and met me as I approached. Like 
glorious sentries, they flanked me to the left and right, shining soft glowing, pulsating lamps 
onto my feet. High above, a majestic ripglouder flew through the heavens like a souring 
eagle shadowing me under it’s mighty wingspan. 

That’s when I heard them. And felt the excitement, too, like it was when I was in the 
conference room. Children, louder this time, filled with even more giggles and more laughter 
than before. I squinted in the sun’s glaring heat and cupped my hands around my eyes. 

“Hurry - hurry! It’s about to open!”  

“Open?” I asked. “What is about to open?” 

“The pool!” She answered. “It’s summertime! You know, the diving board?” 

What is happening? I pinched the fabric of my skin. I was there, or here, all right. 

For, there I was, as one of them, ready to go airborne, my heart, too, pumping with 
excitement; my ears filled with the laughing and giggling of children, just like me, waiting in 
that long erratic line and eager to blast off the board like a Saturn V and plunge into the 
shimmering waters below. 

It must be the Blend. I concluded. We would be successful after all. 

ℑ 



Chapter VII 

Links, Liquids, and Other 
Options of Revelatory 
Potential 
Calon provides a substantial apologetic, with 
perfected protocol, on the sure-fire hazard of 
any further infusionistic activities  

The following day I walked up the sidewalk and entered the Glorious Tribunal with a skip in 
my step and a whistle on my lips. A few Guardians were speaking emphatically with some 
Diplomates, just inside the doors in the lobby. I walked up to see what was going on. 

“Hi guys! What’s the good word?” 

“You haven’t heard?” 

“Heard what?” 

Down below, about knee-high, rose the voice of a small boy. He was a Diplomat. He looked 
up at me with his dark brown eyes that were all but hidden under his brown bangs and 
snapped his tü (a gum-like sweet sap that all the kids chew) on the roof his mouth.  

“It’s been made, mister.” 

“What’s been made?” 

“The decision.” 

He must be talking about the decision to make a second Infusion. 

“Oh, that doesn’t surprise me. I sort of figured it was coming,” thinking of last night at the 
pool. 

“Yes, but,” he pulled on my robes. “Do you know exactly what it is we’ll be infusing?” 

I shrugged my shoulders and looked around at the Guardians. They were resting on their 
wings and propped up by their heels.  



“You gotta hear this.” One said.  

“We couldn’t believe it.” 

“Nope. Never saw it coming.” 

“Ok, I give up.” I smiled. “What will it be? I mean, nothing would surprise me, as long as it 
works.” 

“Faith.” The little Diplomat with the big brown eyes snapped his tü and looked up at me. 
“Who would have guessed, right?” 

“‘Faith?’” That seemed odd. “Are you sure?” 

Just then Shamanisque appeared out of the thin blue. I guess she had been there the whole 
time. Her fluid form and iridescent skin rippled brilliant turquoise, like the white sand 
beaches in the British Virgin Islands. 

“Well, of course it would have to be ‘Faith.’” She argued in her own exotically luminescent 
way. “It’s the Prime Element of our atmosphere and would thereby provide a sure 
communicatory link between us and them.” 

The young diplomate pulled on Shamanisque’s opaque royally decorated robes to get her 
attention. “Excuse me.” 

“Yes?” 

“I think it’s… brilliant!”  

“You do?” beaming with pleasure. “Thank you.” 

“You rock, Shamanisque. You so rock!” 

She looked up, somewhat embarrassed, her face blushing with the skin of a newborn, and 
chuckled.  

“Well, there we are! I guess that settles it.” 

While we were savoring the moment Calon entered the lobby of the Glorious Tribunal, 
followed by his minions, and made a beeline to where we were standing. By the looks of it, 
holding a pile of papers to be handed out later, he seemed to have an agenda.  

No surprise there. 

He had heard about the decision to infuse the Deepest Dark with Faith and was responding 
in the only way he knew. We listened curiously as he went on and on, explaining his desire to 
compose a series of “no-less than four committees” to research the long term implications of 



such an infusing into the CODD (the Created Order of the Deepest Dark, as he called it). 
Each committee would be represented by an equal balance of Guardians on both sides of the 
U-shaped conference center, including a “spattering of Diplomates, for good measure,” he 
added, making the young Diplomate snap his tü and smile up at the conniving Calon. 
Furthermore, he suggested each of the four committees be composed of a Chairperson, Jr. 
Chairperson, and a secretary. 

“What about a designer?” One of the Guardians in the circle asked. “Gotta have a designer, 
you know.” 

“Yes, of course, that’s good.” He scribbled something down. “I’ll make a note of that.” 

And he went on to explain that each Guardian and Diplomat on each committee would each 
have their designated role and their assigned tasks, which would be voted on in a diplomatic 
fashion, with each having his own area of specialization.  

And the overarching mission statement of any given group would be developed and word-
smithed over the course of two or three weekend retreats, after which the mission statements 
of the groups would become subject to a series of filtering, evaluations, and further 
refinement, all through proper channels of authority, until they’d finally land on the desk of 
the Committee Overseer for final approval (to be presented to the Glorious Tribunal), 
which happened to be Calon himself. 

“Oh brother.” One of the Guardians picked up her briefcase and headed into the meeting 
room. “That will be the day.” 

Calon returned to his small audience. “Don’t you get it? There’s just too many dynamics here 
to make a knee-jerk decision,” he argued. “And, and don’t get me wrong here, because I am 
just as invested in this thing as any one of you, but we wouldn’t even be in this mess if we 
hadn’t been, and by we I mean all of here, not just you and the other Guardian, Jamiil, 
hadn’t been so eager to go down there with that hope Cloud in the first place.” 

“That ‘hope Cloud?’ Don’t let Love hear you say that.” 

“Well,” snorting a smokey chuckle under his breath. “I mean, we all know what I’m saying 
here, right?” 

“Sure, Calon, we all feel your pain.” The Guardian dropped his voice and, in a frustratingly 
blasé voice asked, “And just how long would you think this little project of yours will be? We 
don’t have all day, you know.” 

“Technically that’s not true, sir.” It was a thin-framed Designer Guardian speaking from the 
outskirts of the huddle. “Forever is something we do have.” 



“Just an expression here. I’m only using an expression. So,” looking back to Calon, “how long 
will all this take.” 

“I’d be hard pressed to give you an exact time.” 

“Just a ball park figure. I’d be good with that.” 

“Well, that depends,” lighting up. “Before any of this really gets going, I think it would be 
prudent to form an initial subcommittee right off the start in order to provide a 
comprehensive resource of options wherein we might proceed. Then, after that — ” 

“That’s it. I’m out of here.” 

“Me, too.” Another Guardian left the huddle.  

One by one they all left, leaving only the little boy Diplomat and Calon’s two minions, along 
with Calon himself standing in the middle of the lobby. One of the minions was desperately 
seeking to keep his bundle of papers from spilling onto the floor, while the other minion 
seemed to have a cold or something. He let out a sharpened series of queeph keen-
shiplacksah from his throat (which spattered across the lobby like a shotgun blast) and 
rubbed his runny nose with the back side of his wing (which he discretely wiped on the 
backside of his suit). 

“Hey, mister.”  

Calon paused to look down at the wide-eyed, brown-eyed Diplomat. He stooped closer to the 
boy, spilling his papers to the floor. 

“Are you guys for real?” 

ℑ 

I was in the washroom, getting ready for the next session when it 
happened. I had just dried my hands and was splashing a psaltry-
smelling fragrance on my face called liphrescence when the memory, or 
would it be the future (I would be hard pressed to say), fell upon me, or 
did I fall upon it (again, hard pressed to say). This time it was stronger 
than the previous night, when I was surrounded by the majestic 
thoradium.  
The Blend. It’s getting so much more real. How am I to know where I 
am, or who I am at any given moment? 



Regardless, it was as transportive as it gets. I stumbled across the 
washroom into an empty stall and fell on the throne. My mind was 
whirling with images from another time, or from a time to come. Who 
could say? Vertigo enfolded my essence. The stall swirled me around 
like a merry-go-round, twirling and blurring blasting of lights swirling 
past. I held my gut in agony. 

What is happening here? 

In an instant it was over. But I was no longer there, but here (I think). I 
appeared in a place called Denver, Colorado, in the early 1990s, but I 
can’t be sure. I stumbled around a bit, seeking clarity. I wasn’t me, or 
rather I was the clearest me I had ever been. Clear headed now and 
sitting on a rock overlooking a rocky canyon, I reflected an unfortunate 
event that happened to me a short time ago,  shortly after I had become 
ordained as an Episcopal Priest.  
And, while it wasn’t me reliving the memory, it was indeed my memory. 
So perhaps it was me? Regardless, the memory was brutal. I 
remembered working at a church. I remembered trying to do all things 
well in my vocation. Obsessed with it, really.  In those days I’d 
religiously take a day off, about once a month, just to get away from the 
pressures of ministry and reconnect with my music, my prayer life, and 
God. These were days I lived for, as I always returned refreshed in my 
spirit with new perspective.  

On one particular day I headed out early and decided to treat myself to a 
country breakfast in a local greasy diner. I didn’t need a menu. Just 
coffee. With water. I had been there numerous times. I knew what I 
wanted on this special day. With a smile on my face I ordered some 
scrumptious eggs, over easy, with home-fries, and homemade corn-beef 
hash.  

“Extra jalapeños,” if you can. I added. 
“No problem, sir.” She made a note of that. “Will anyone else be joining 
you this morning?” 

“Nope. Just me.” 

“Of course,” She cleared the second setting from the table and flipped 
around on a Sorel. “I’ll get this in right away.” 
“Thanks!”  

After breakfast I hopped in my Volvo and drove into the mountains. 
Somewhere around lunchtime I found myself standing alone on the 



peak of a mountainous cliff overlooking a great gorge in Rocky 
Mountain National Park - not far from where I was sitting now. I 
scanned the canyon with my binoculars at the white-furry mountain 
goats and rabbits frolicking in the mountain grass in the wild flowers. 
Deeper down a heard of eld were cloistered around the shores of freshly 
thawed lake, the males trumpeting and the females delighted with all 
the sonic attention. A little higher up the valley I spotted a family of 
marmots scurrying from one boulder to another, gathering goodies in 
the morning mist. Then, above me and making its way into the distance, 
soaring like a giant manta gliding high above a colorful reef, a lone bald 
eagle glided  endlessly across the blue sky, fish in claws, heading to its 
nest. 

An all-too-familiar vibration shook me into reality. It was a voice mail 
from Dorothy, one of my secretaries back at the church. Dorothy was an 
older woman who had a sarcastic sense of humor and spoke in a gravelly 
raspy voice. Whatever it was it would be a tug away from this and into 
that. Reluctantly, I listened to it.  

This is what she said: 

Fr. Bill, this is Dorothy from the church.We just got a call from Gloria. 
Charley Parker’s daughter. He was just admitted to the Denver Health 
Medical Center with a severe heart attack. She seemed desperate to get a 
hold of you. I told her you were on a prayer day. Anyway, he’s in room 
1217 and the family is gathering. It doesn’t look good, Bill. 

“Shit!” 
I swallowed hard, my mind scrambling. I ran to my Volvo, threw my 
backpack into the backseat, and screeched out of the parking lot. I was 
about an hour away from the hospital. I frantically sig-zagged this way 
and that way down the never-ending switchbacks down to the mile high 
city. 
I would be a growing edge for me. I had never been here before, a priest 
in the midst of a real pastoral crises. Expectations shadowed my heart. 
First, I needed to look like a priest. I had a collar, and a clergy shirt in 
my office. 

Good. I’ll get the holy oil, prayer book, and stole, too. Got to look the 
part. All things in order. And, O, Lord, bless Charley, too. Especially if 
he’s dying. 



The plan was perfect. Swinging by the church on the way to the hospital 
would only stretch it out another 10 - 15 minutes. Once fully equipped, 
I’d get across town in a flash and do everything I could be to meet the 
family’s expectation for me to be their priest.  
I took the ramp off I-25 north onto University Blvd., screeched into the 
church parking lot, left the motor running, took a quick pit-stop, and ran 
into my office. Fumbling around with a clerical collar (those things are 
murder getting on), and nabbing my oil and stole, I slammed the door 
behind me and ran down the hall in a frenzy. 
I got out of the building and in the car and backing up when, shoot! It 
hit me. I forgot my prayer book.  

How can I pray for someone without a prayer book? 

I slammed on the breaks, threw the gear in park, got out and ran into 
the side entrance and was running down the hall in full steam when 
everything came to a sudden halt. It was Monty, the church sexton. 

“Excuse me, Father Bill.” 

Monty was an older gentleman who happened to be wanting to talk to 
me about how  set the chairs in the downstairs youth room for the Ice 
Cream Gutter Hot Fudge Sundae extravaganza we were having with the 
Sr. High youth Group later in the week. 

“So… um, Father Bill.” He stared quizzically at my frazzled composure. 
“Are you, well I dunno how to say it but, are you all right?” 

“A little rushed. I’m not gonna lie, Monty.” That was an understatement. 
My heart was pounding and about to jump out of my chest. My car was 
running with nobody in it. And I had to make a pastoral visit, with all 
the right accolades, in a hospital that was 10 minutes away. “What can I 
do for you, Monty?” 

“You know it’s funny we were to run into each other here. I was just 
thinking we needed to catch up. Funny how that goes.” 
“Yeah, funny. So what is it, I mean, so what’s on your mind, bro.” 

“Funny you should ask.” He reached into the pocket of his overalls and 
pulled out a crumpled piece of paper. He spent significant time un-
crumpling it. “So I drew two potential set-ups on how the room should 
be configured for the party — what is it again?” 
“You mean the Ice Cream Gutter Hot Fudge Sundae extravaganza?” 



“Yes, that’s it, the old Ice Cream Gutter Hot Fudge Sundae extravaganza. 
How in the world did you think of that idea?” 

“It just comes with the job, I guess,” trying to be nice.  

“Well,” he sighed and pointed to the de-crumbled paper with a dull 
pencil. One set up would be like this. He drew a huge “U-shape” in a 
very slow motion across the paper. 

“That’s great, Monty. Let’s do that. It’s a great shape. And the rain gutter 
will go on the floor, in-between the “U,” right?” 

“Well… that’s sort of what I wanted to ask you about.” He pushed his 
gold wire-rimmed glasses up his nose. “With this design it would go in 
here, like you said, between the wings of the table.” 

“That’s perfect, Monty. Let’s do that.” I nodded ferociously. “Not to be 
rude or anything. But I’m sort of in a hurry right now.” 

“Or, on the other hand,” turning the paper over and scribbling a 
different design on the back. As he put the pencil to the paper the lead 
broke with a snap. “These darn things. Hold on a minute.” He reached 
into a far pocket and finally found it. “I knew it washer somewhere. So 
now,” with the new pencil in hand. “Where were we?” 

I was dying. 
“We could go like this. You see, in this configuration we still has that U-
shaped, that U-shaped…” he struggled to find the right word. “Shape, 
right, that’s the word” he chuckled. “But this layout has a place for a 
garbage bin at the end of it. Right about here,” he added, circling the 
spot with the pencil. “By the way, do you think you’ll need a recycle 
container for the event?” 

“Gee, Monty. I really don’t know. But it all looks great,” walking 
backwards down the hallway to my office. “That looks great. I’m all over 
it.” 

“Um… Which one?” Monty questioned. “This one? Or…” He flipped it 
over and the paper slid away from his fingers to the floor. 

It was right about then when I figured that if I had been a cartoon 
character fumes of intense smoke would be blowing out my ears. 

“Here it is. Gee, this stuff is more slippery than I thought.” He held it up. 
“Or this one?” 
“Um… yeah, let’s go with the U-shaped one. And we’ll put the rain gutter 
with the ice cream in the center there, on the floor.” 



I turned and bolted for my office, nabbed my prayer book from the shelf, 
ran passed Monty in the hallway, who was sharpening a pencil with a 
pocket knife, got into my already-running car, and speeded out the 
parking lot only to land smack-dab in the middle of downtown rush-
hour traffic. 

Frick! I forgot about the construction. I slammed my fist on the steering 
wheel. At least I got everything I need. I eyed my ecclesiastical 
instruments with affection. Indeed, in the midst of it all, everything was 
in good order. All is well. 
When I finally arrived at the hospital it seemed like an eternity for the 
elevator to arrive. It must have been the “local,” because it stopped at 
every floor on the way up. It was okay. I was in the building and it gave 
me time to catch my breath. When the door to the twelfth floor opened I 
readjusted my clerical collar, gripped my oil and prayerbook confidently 
and rounded the corner into to the room and walked into a wall.  

The atmosphere couldn’t have been any more dismal, without Hope.  

In one end of the room family members were consoling each other, 
grieving the loss of their father, their daddy, and their grandpa. Some 
rocked their children lovingly, wiping tears away from quivering lips. 
Businessmen in three-piece suits paused in conversation to look at me 
as I stood there, stunned, their stares cold and glaring.  

A passing nurse, glanced at my well-placed collar and giving me a deep 
look. I cleared my throat. 

“Are you the priest they’ve been waiting for?” He asked. 
“Yes, hello,” mumbling and clearing my throat. “I’m Father Bill. From 
the church?” 

“Father Bill? Is that you?” It was Gloria, Charley’s daughter. She 
emerged from behind a curtain, scraping the it against the stainless steel 
rod above. Her hair was messy, her t-shirt teared, her mascara forging 
deep into her cheeks, and wearing flip flops. I felt the disappointment in 
her face. “Where have you been?” 

“Oh, just getting some things together, you know, my prayer book and 
other priestly things. And, traffic was crazy. I’m not gonna lie. The 
construction on University is crazy.” 
“You should have been here,” she pleaded. “You should have been here!” 



Over her shoulder I saw the lifeless legs of an old man, there just behind 
the curtain.  

“My daddy’s dead. We were all waiting for you. Where were you?” 

I looked down, disappointed at my feet. 
What was I thinking? 

It was then when the holy oil and prayer book and collar and stole and 
even my never-used portable communion kit didn’t seem to be all that 
important anymore. In the light of all this, life and death, grieving and 
tears, hopes deferred and demolished, they all seemed so incredibly 
unimportant. It had been my first real emergency as a young Episcopal 
Priest and, in effort to do everything right, I was unable to hear the 
desperate cry of a human situation. By being a good little priest, with all 
things done in order and done with ecclesiastical excellence, I veiled 
myself from seeing what really matters, my deeply rooted passion for 
others.  

I had glossed over the passion of my heart.  

A lump formed in my throat. I looked up at Gloria with tears.  

“I. Am. Sorry.”  

Driving home I clinched the steering wheel with regret and wondered 
why I had been unable to see passed the formalities and into the heart of 
the matter. It was then, sitting in the midst of construction traffic, 
heading back to the church parking lot, the hallway, and Monty I heard 
the sweet sound of Love whisper into the depths of my being. He didn’t 
judge. He comforted. But he did say something. It is something that, 
whether this side or that side of the Blend - has always stuck with me.  

This is what he said: 

Remember, My son.When it comes to my heart, no matter what, 
regardless of food, dress, reputation, regulation, doctrine, dogma, or 
even theology: Passion trumps protocol. 
Ever since then I kind of get the heebie-jeebies whenever somebody 
seeks to divert passion, by means of excessive protocol, when seeking to 
do something “good.” 

ℑ 



The world blurred like a merry-go-round one again. Shaking my head in effort to sync with 
the current world, I stumbled out of the  wash-room stall and staggered into the main all of 
the Glorious Tribunal. Once inside, I discretely leaned against a column, seeking 
understanding about what had just happened to me. 

Passion trumps protocol. I get it. 

“And, so, in conclusion, after completing the process of exploring all the repercussions of 
infusing this admittedly unexpected ingredient of Faith into the mix, my minions and I 
would like to propose to the counsel that, before moving any further, and assuring that all is 
done within due process and proper protocol, we collect the most probable scenarios, good 
and bad, to be presented at a special gathering of the Tribunal where we can review the 
research together discuss options, and think through, I mean really think through, the 
numerous repercussions of the Blend. For the sake of our future, and the ones that we so 
dearly love, dying beyond the Deepest Dark, we all need to have a say in this decision and 
decide in a democratic fashion whether or not it would be, or shouldn’t be, a wise choice to 
consider proceeding with such a precarious, and may I say, historic course of action.  

“And that is my report. Thank you.” Calon nodded cordially. He looked up at the multi-
leveled balconies, rising into the misty heights of the room. “And to you all up there, I thank 
you for granting me the time to address the Tribunal.” Then, returning to his seat, he flipped 
his wings behind him, and like Elton John on a piano bench, sat down. 

Love was unmoved. Passion often overlooks arguments of protocol, regardless how 
convincing it is. He simply stared into the Floor, his deep breathing ebbing and flowing like 
the currents in a tidal lagoon. He weighed, he balanced, he optioned, he wrestled. The 
atmosphere in the room grew tense, somehow strained, as if a spiritual strand of elasticity 
was about to break. In a moment it had snapped and the room gasped with relief. He had 
made up his mind. 

Calon buried his head into his hands. Oh no! The minions followed. 

High above the Floor, eagerly filled with a restless vitality, a mass of burning churning 
energy materialized. As we all looked on, it morphed into a dazzling cloudburst, ripping and 
bundling in over itself in place, all the while displaying silent explosions of fiery-white, 
glamorous gold, fringed with a spell-binding purple iridescence. The site of it, hovering over 
the chaos below, filled the room with joy, a joy that was tangible, dare I say squeezable. 
Excitingly, I looked to Shamanisque, visibly radiating like a sunflower on a summer day, her 
sides rippling like a clear bubbling brook in a spring thaw near Jericho, Vermont. 

“Make it so.” 

“Yes,” she said, her words affirming her Love wholly. “Make it so.” 



The Floor rippled once, twice, and opened the portal. The Cloud enlarged, as if taking breath, 
and plummeted fearlessly passed the wide-eyed creatures sitting around the U-shaped 
conference, and into the Floor. We watched curiously as it jettisoned through the Spectrum 
of Color and into the Deepest Dark before and exploded in a white-hot flash into the planet’s 
atmosphere. 

“Now that’s what I’m talking about.” Love smiled. Without the consideration of any 
committee, subcommittee, weekend retreats, or other considerations, he had just satisfied 
the passion of his heart. And it was a good thing. His attention lifted upwards. “Say, Jamiil?” 

“Yes, my Love,” rising to his feet, able, prepared. The other Guardian rose, too. “I have an 
idea.” 

“Indeed, whatever you want.” 

“Why don’t you two hop down there as well? You know, just to see how things are panning 
out with this second Infusion.” 

 “Of course, my love.” 

They hopped over the table and disappeared into the Floor. 

“Hope this one takes. I really love those guys.”  

“We know you do,” a Guardian from the far end assured. “We’re right with you, my Love. 
Right with you.” 

ℑ 

Now just to clarify, it may be helpful to say that that recent Infusion of Faith wasn’t/isn’t the 
faith you and I usually think of when we think of the word faith. Though identical in name, it 
couldn’t have been more different in definition. 

When we think of faith we tend to describe it as a belief (of which it includes, but far exceeds 
that), or a system of belief, having noting to do with risky behavior, out of the box obedience, 
or sacrificial existence. That’s because we live in a day and age wherein the concept of faith 
has been completely watered down and defused into something it was never infused to be. 

For example, when we say, “I have faith the sun will come up in the morning,” or 
“I have faith my tires will get me home in the snowstorm,” or “The scientific community has 
faith that the genetic alteration of any given embryo will be successful,” that falls far short of 



its original intent. Sad is the day when the object of our faith is whittled down to Created 
Order, four rubber tires, or an injection of altered DNA.  

The Faith instead, which was infused from the Glorious Tribunal that day, was not that. It 
was a whole different animal. It was meant to be a free pass, given to his children so they 
would have complete accessibility to the Life which supersedes all other life and live an 
experiential, risky adventure with Love himself as a companion. Love was to be the sole 
object of Faith, nothing less. 

ℑ 

“You fools!” Calon erupted from his chair like Mt. Vesuvius, spilling his concerns like 
bubbling lava into the heart of the Glorious Tribunal. “Don’t you see what you’ve done? 
You’ve completely ruined them. Things can never be the same down there. Mark my words: 
we have stirred up a hornets nest. It’s all coming out wrong. We should have never gone 
down there in the first place. Never!” 

A ruckus arose around the table.  

“Quiet!” A Designer’s voice pierced through the atmosphere to his marrow. “I would like to 
know where all this is coming from, Calon.” 

“Yes, Calon.” The others agreed. “What makes you think we’ve… blown it.” 

“Oh, that’s easy.” In a streak of light, he disappeared and reappeared immediately next to, of 
all people, me. I intuitively stiffened, like a cat before a pit bull. I saw his scales, pulsing with 
poison. I smelt his sulfuric stench. I felt his core of deception, and his uncompromising 
intent to thwart all things good. Right there, next to me. “We’re way ahead of you on this 
one. We’ve done our research.” 

Is he suggesting that I am included in his ‘we?’ 

“And what has your… research come up with?” 

“Funny you should ask,” leaning against the column. “Firstly, we all know the inhabitants of 
the orb are lazy. They are unmotivated and rarely take action to live outside the box.” 

“So?” 



“Well, my… my, Love. The nature of the Infusion that we have just ruined them with is Faith. 
And - as we all know (or should know) - Faith, for it to really work, demands action. How can 
you expect any forward momentum in the thing if they won't even engage the clutch?” 

“‘Engage the clutch?’” A Guardian looked at love, confused. 

“Relax, Wosaff. I’ll tell you later.” Then, looking to Calon, “Go on.” 

“In addition, our research shows that the Faith link would, through the centuries, become 
ridiculously watered down into endless wish’s and well-meaning, yet entirely misplaced, 
antidotes.” 

“Do you have proof of that?” 

“We do.” A minion scrambled through the this stack of papers. “Hold on, I’ll get it.” 

“Take your time, my son,” Calon advised. “We all want the truth here.” 

“Here it is. It’s located in Part III, Section 27, Paragraph 89 which reads, in part, ‘Therefore 
be it concluded, and in addition to, but not limited thereby, by the previously detailed risks 
as outlined in paragraphs 1 - 88 above, we have grave concerns that the object of a once 
vibrant Faith Infusion would be, through time, minimized to a mental ascent of material 
objects such as Created Order, rubber tires, and other similarities unintended by the 
Designer’s of the Glorious Tribunal. Furthermore - ”  

“That’s fine.” Love halted with his hand. “I think we get the picture.” 

He looked to our side of the room. “Calon, what else do you have for us?” 

“As you desire.” He yanked his skin downwards, raised his chin, and continued. “We also 
have solid evidence that, if indeed they were to utilize Faith in the regrettable way we have 
just outlined, they not only misdirect it but would additional use it to exploit their own 
causes and finite agendas, using this precious Substance in ways that was never intended to 
be used. And all that for their own means,” he added. 

“I can see that.” He glanced at Calon suspiciously. 

“I can quote you the Part, Section, and Paragraph of the documents before as needed.” 

“Thank you. Un-needed. What else do you have for us, Calon.” 

The Guardian lifted from the column and settled his smoldering pads to the floor. Wings 
scraping all the way, he moved to the far side of the U-shaped conference table and, as we 
looked on, gazed into the Floor with an all evident sense of remorse. 

“There is one thing more.” 



“Let’s hear it.” 

“Truth is, my… my, Lord,  this Infusion of Faith, if and when used rightly, will never provide 
the linkage of your intent, nor satisfy the passion of your heart. Not now. Not ever. We spoke 
at length about this yesterday. Because of the initial Infusion - already in place before we 
even arrived, any attempt on their part to faith Faith, to engage it as action, so to speak, will, 
I regret to say, come up short.” 

“Why, Calon, I didn’t think you and your minions were in the room when that was brought 
up. How interesting you’re making reference to it here.” 

Calon swallowed hard. “Word gets around, my… my, Love. Back to my point, since the DNA 
of the place is skewed, everything they do will be skewed. They will always fall short, always 
just barely out of reach of the authentic linkage we are all so desperately working to attain.” 

“Indeed,” the research minion added. “Even if they were to operate with their clutches 
engaged our research shows they would, due to a defaulted schism in the cosmic fabric, 
never hit the mark.” 

“Even their most sincere attempts would, at the end of the day, lead them further away from 
us, perhaps even linking them to another domain, which would truly a misfortunate 
byproduct indeed.” 

“That’s not going to happen, Calon. Not now, not ever. I forbid it! You sound like a child 
crying over spilt milk. Don’t you think I haven’t seen through every one of your objections? 
Of course we have. Here me — and here me good — regardless of the risk, we’re in. We’ve 
been in, we are in, and we’ll go in again if need be. And we will continue to get into their 
space until the linkage is completed, perfected, and fully integrated. Get that straight.” 

“Even with the unknown repercussions of the Blend?” 

“Yes!” He slammed his fist completely through the table (though is remained intact), which 
rippled down both wings of the U-shaped conference table like tsunami in the South Pacific, 
Guardians scrambling to keep their papers intact. “‘Even with the unknown repercussions of 
the Blend.’ I want the Blend and won’t settle for anything less!” 

Hearing this rattled Calon to the bone. He bundled into a fetal position, tail between his legs, 
like scolded dog and silently slithered to his chair. He scooted to the table and thumbed 
through the papers before him, searching frantically for another loophole in the document.  

“Yes… my, Love. I think we all see where this is going.” 

ℑ 



In the midst of all this,  Jamiil and the other Guardian crawled out of the Floor. This time it 
wasn’t so easy. Heads, arms, and wings grappling for a firm grip, they struggled to get 
emerge like elephants from quicksand, like defeated soldiers from a foxhole. They lugged 
themselves onto solid ground, stood up and, drained of all energy, held one another and 
limped around the interior of the U-shaped conference table and plopped into their seats. 

“You guys look terrible. What on earth happened down there.” Calon’s inquiry was telling. 
“Everything is still all right, is it not?” 

“Get them something to eat,” Love advised. “And some quaff, too. And someone help them 
get that slimy residue off their wings.” 

“Thank you, my Love.” 

“Yes,” the other Guardian added. “All very good of you, indeed.” 

The back doors of the conference room bursted open and revealed a pair of smaller than 
usual saloheem (which up to that point, I had thought were purely legendary). They had long 
snouts, tiny wings, and curly tails as they somewhat comically tipped and juggled and 
fumbled themselves all around a silver tray with cups of quaff and a couple of energy bars. 

“Look, papa!” A Diplomat’s voice yelled excitedly.  Her voice rang through the heavens with 
delight. “Sea horses!” 

(The appearance of these saloheem was yet another example of the way things were changing 
around us, one of the many “unknown repercussions of the blend,” as Calon might say. But 
he was true all the same. It seemed the more we sought to interface with our interests 
existing beyond the Deepest Dark, the more of their world blended with ours, and, as I 
would later learn, the same was happening there as well. Everything from temperaments to 
geography, even including overlapping of vocabulary — were seriously blending with one 
another, eerily more-so every day, many times with it being so subtle that we weren’t even 
aware of it. Case in point: the saloheem, now heading back to the kitchen with an empty 
silver tray. Were they “sea horses” from there, or saloheem from here? And there were many 
other things like that happening all around us as well. Yet, at the end of the day, none of that 
really matters I suppose.) 

The child’s innocent amazement was broken with the gutter-like, sandpapery voice of Calon 
who was staring at Love vehemently, eyeballing his somewhat admittedly subdued presence. 
“I don’t want to say I told you so but …” 

“Stuff it.” 



“Yes, my … my, Love.”  

Across the table, the color was returning to the flustered faced of Jamiil and the other 
Guardian. 

“While Jamiil and the other Guardian are recuperating with their quaff and energy bars, 
does anyone else have an offering we can consider infusing through the linkage?” 

“Yes, we do.” From the far left of the table a couple of desire Designer Guardians rose to their 
feet. One had the tail of a duck-tailed platypus, the other a three foot trunk not entirely 
unlike an elephant. 

“Yes! What do you have for us?” 

“Well!” One of them excitedly extended its wings. “We have a couple of ideas.” 

“O, God,” Calon seethed. “How long do we have to put up with these… these ideas. We are all 
intelligent beings here. Can’t we just all get along?” 

“Gravity!” One of the floating Designers smiled with delight and spun upside-down, looking 
backwards at those seated around the table. 

“‘Gravity?’” 

“Exactly, my Love.” 

“Interesting.” Love leaned curiously inwards and tilted his head. “Go on.” 

“Of course, my Love.” The two Designers turned uprightly and faced the head of the table, 
their reddening radiances growing with excitement. “The infusion of gravity would give the 
passion of your heart a sense of being grounded, centered, and loved. They would be stable, 
sure, and certain of the foundation that we all here enjoy, day after day.” 

The other Designer reached into his marsupial-like pouch and pulled out a small scroll. “Our 
research here has shown that the addition of this ingredient into their orb’s Creative Order 
would provide a deep sense of security to them which, if recognized, could assure a sure 
linkage with us, as you, my Love, are the Foundation and Certainty of all things.” 

“That’s preposterous,” Calon objected. “That would never work.” 

“Why is that?” 

“What about earthquakes, seismic shifting, and glacial melting? Who knows how many of 
your precious ones would perish, never having been linked. They’ll use gravity to kill 
themselves and flying machines will be destroyed in its pull. I’ve never heard of such an 
outlandish idea in my life.” 



“I like it,” Love nodded. “Make it so.”  

“Very good, sir. I’ll make a note of that.” The Designer scribbled something on his notepad 
with his trunk. “All very good indeed.” 

“You like it?” Calon’s face twisted sideways. “Make it so? But my… my, love —” 

“Calon, sit down and shut up.” Then, looking at the floating Designers, “What else you got?” 

“Yes!”  

They clicked their wings in a celebratory fashion, blue and white sparks exploding across the 
conference room like electronic confetti. High above, in the balconies, the Diplomats, too, 
erupted with applause and filled the atmosphere with glorious crisp sounds, not unlike 
waves lapping upon the rocks in a tidal lagoon in Maine. 

“We have many more ideas!” 

 “You’re going to love this one, my Love,” thumbing through the papers with precision. 

“I’m all ears. Talk to me.” 

“We’d like to propose the idea of tides, waves, and ocean currents to be additionally 
considered.” 

“Tides? Interesting.” Love thought about that. “Where would you put them?” 

“We’re thinking in the sky.” 

“‘The sky?’” Calon questioned. 

“Oh, I mean the sea.” 

“Try to get your facts right. Facts and protocol are important, you know.” 

“Thank you, Calon.” 

“Yes… my, Love.” 

Love leaned back, fascinated with the idea of ocean currents in the sky. He picked up a 
writing utensil and, placing it between his fingers, spun it into the air and caught it again, 
again and again — not unlike David Letterman is famous for doing.  

“Talk to me more about this” 

“Aside from being an almost verbatim juxtapositional image of our domain, our research has 
calibrated that when synchronized with itself, the audio waves would create a sense of awe 
and curiosity.” 



The other Designer moved forward and pulled out a spreadsheet. “This will blow your mind, 
my Love. But if we were to infuse the sounds of tides, waves, and ocean currents, say, about 
here,” pointing to the top of the paper. “We would have the additionally ability to provide 
geological leverage that could harness these fluid movements so that it would be an 
undeniable link.” 

“And undeniable link to what?” Calon, taking deep interest in the proposal, growing 
frustrated. “Get to the point. What would you use ‘geological leverage’ to do and why are you 
so adamant about its linkage?” 

“Long story short.” The designer stretched his elephant-like trunk pointer across the page. 
“We get enough water up here, compress it through a gorge or some other natural canyon, 
and the sound of all that rushing water would be a near exact replication.” 

“An ‘exact replication' of what?” The writing utensil twirled from his fingers into the air and 
back his hand with ease. 

“Well,” the Guardians looked up and smiled all-knowingly. “Of… you.” 

“Me?” 

“Yes!” 

“Your voice,” the other injected.  

“I object. That’s preposterous.” Steam emanated from his pads created a thin mist around 
his muscular legs and up to his face. “Let me get this straight. You actually think that when 
they hear the roar of a waterfall they will have the sensibility to link that sound with,” 
pointing to Love. “Him? With his actual voice?” 

“We do.” 

“And howling winds, too.” 

“Like tornadoes, hurricanes and blizzards,” the other added. 

“I’ve heard it all.” Calon threw his hands in the air and enveloped his smoldering ears with 
his wings. “Heaven help us. Next thing I know you’ll be proposing butterflies and rainbows 
for new life and unbroken promises!” 

“I like it.” Love smiled. “They need to know the sound of my voice. Make it so.” 

“Very good, sir. I’ll make a note of that.” The Designer once more scribbled something on his 
notepad. “All very good indeed.” 



And there were many more linkages proposed before the Glorious Tribunal that day. 
Regardless of how clever, well researched, and thought out the proposals were, Calon’s 
objections were as predictable as thunder after a lightening strike, objecting to every last one 
of them. 

“We like water.” The floating Designers would suggest. “We think it would be good.” 

“Water is nice but people will drown,” would be the retort. ‘That would be bad.” 

“True, but when it freezes, it will have the same coloring as the underside of our wings, 
especially at the poles. They will delight in its beauty. That would be good.” 

“It won’t work.” Calon and his minions would squawk, returning from the drawing board. 
“Our research shows the icebergs will form and sink ships. That would be bad.” 

“Yet, when it freezes, they can put on ice skates and slide across it with all the grace and 
beauty of the ripglouder.” 

“ - But when cars are invented, and we have documentation that says they will be invented, 
they’ll slip and slid all over the place and crash into trees. That would be… bad.” 

And so it went. 

In all things proposed, no matter well researched and convincing, there was always 
pushback. At the end of the day, the overriding decision was to accept every suggestion of the 
Designers and include their proposals in the following Infusion. 

“I understand your points, Calon. And I honestly despise the death of my children. I hate to 
even see them suffer. But I am willing to do anything for the sake of linkage and the 
possibility for them to know me. Anything. I’m willing to take the chance.” 

“But think of all the pain you’re potentially inflicting, my… my, Love. Knives will get into the 
hands of killers, venom in the mouths of snakes, laser technology in the hands of terrorists. I 
mean, the possibilities are endless.” 

“That’s true,” came the pushback. “But also remember that all this, while terrible and 
potentially horrific, it’s merely temporal, only a small part of a much greater picture, all of 
which they’ll understand at the Crossover.” 

ℑ 

Jamiil and the other Guardian finally brightened.  



“Good to see you both. How are you doing?” 

“Thank you, my Love. Feeling much better know,” nodding in agreement. “If it would please 
the Tribunal, we would like to share some creative additives to the upcoming Infusion.” 

“Yes… my Love. Having had just been there, we feel we have a unique insight as to how to get 
around the problems.” 

“We’re thinking if our ideas are implemented, it will guarantee more of them here, and more 
of us there.” 

“I’m all for that.” Love’s interest rose. “What do you have for us?” 

Jamiil and the other Guardian produced an old-world wooden box that looked like 
something out of a Charles Dickens novel. It looked like a medicine cabinet, had hinges on 
one side, and a turn-key bolt to open its door.  

“With your permission, my Love?” 

“Certainly,” waving his hand. “By all means.” 

The door to the medicine chest-like box opened. Inside it were three shelves, each shelf 
crowded with a variety of bottles of all shapes and sizes. Inside the bottles were liquids on all 
brilliances of color. And on the outside of each bottle was a hand written description of any 
one bottle’s contents, written in hygoflixeest, the ancient language of Guardians before 
Blending became popular. 

The Guardians, holding the chest, drifted about the table and stood on the rim of the rippling 
Floor. 

“Is that hygoflixeest?” Calon asked, somewhat captivated with the presentation. “I can’t 
remember the las time I saw that language. Gee, I sure do miss those days.” 

“Indeed it is.” Jamiil gave the old world medicine chest-like box to the other Guardian to 
hold while he spoke. “These substances, the liquid in these bottles, each represent something 
of our domain which we believe will provide additional leverage to the linkage. Once they get 
a taste of some of this stuff, they would be hard pressed to ignore your goodness, my Love.” 

“And how is it that you can be so sure of all this?” The minions wing tips erected like 
porcupines. 

“Um…” the Guardians glanced at each other and pointed into the Floor. “We were just 
there.” 

“Right. Of course. Proceed.” 



“The substances in these bottles are unique to us. Indeed, they are what we live with day in 
and day out.” 

“But they would be new to them.” 

“Ok, show s what you got.” 

Jamiil reached into the chest and there, on the top shelf, was a small pudgy bottle, about the 
color of burgundy wine, but glowing softly in soothing hues of azure and purple. Holding it 
his hand carefully, he presented the proposal to the Tribunal. 

“The first additive we’d like to suggest is rogastiium-zylfahr.” 

Hearing this sent the Guardians smiling. Some even began to ripple like the way wheat does 
in gusts of wind. 

(Now rogastiium-zylfahr is something like the feelings of deja vü, the excitement most 
people get when they hold their first granddaughter, and an orgasm all rolled into one. It’s 
something the Guardians and Diplomats alike live within all the time.) 

“‘Rogastiium-zylfahr?’” Love clarified. 

“Yes, my Love. We believe this would be a telling linkage to our existence here. Is there 
anything better to reveal to them your goodness?” 

“That’s ridiculous.” It was Calon, up to his old tricks again. “They’ll never get the linkage. 
They’ll prevent it, make industries of it, glamorize it, and never understand it’s deeper 
mystery.” 

“While that’s inevitably true,” rubbing his chin with a spark in his eye. “I like it.” 

“Very good sir — ” 

“But only a little,” Love cautioned. “I don’t think they can handle the whole bottle.” 

“Indeed.” 

Jamiil uncorked the small pudgy bottle and ever-so-carefully held it over the Floor, tipping it 
ever so carefully until a single drop of the liquid penetrated it’s rippling surface. A tiny 
sparkle bubbled out.  

“That will do it.” He placed the cork on the bottle and put it back on the shelf. 

“What else do you have for us?” 



“You’re gonna love this!” Jamiil fingered his tips across the second shelf of the cabinet which 
made muffled xylophone tones as they went, until coming to a long skinny bottle that had 
bubbly blue explosions happening there, just under the cork.  

“Here it is.” He held it up before Guardians. The label read: sparfinkle shüine (literally 
translated: pop corn) 

“You’re kidding, right?” Calon shook his smoking head.  

“Just let him explain,” Love advised. Looking to Jamiil, “‘Sparfinkle shüine?’ Really?” 

“Yes, my love. As we moved around from age to age we sensed a certain hardness of their 
hearts which they somehow believe they cannot change and forced to endure with the rest of 
their lives.” 

“We think if they could see how such a hard kernel could literally explode into a soft, airy 
thing, they may make the jump to the possibility of that happening in their own hearts, and 
that certain characteristic that would lead them into you, my Love.”  

(The Guardian’s weren’t dummies. They knew that Love is first recognized through a child-
like and simplistic softening of the heart.) 

“I like it. Throw in half the bottle.” 

“‘Half the bottle?’” Calon retorted. “That would cause agricultural chaos. Do we want all their 
shüine to sparfinkle?” 

“That’s true, Calon.” Looking at Jamiil, “Just a few drops then. 

Within a moment the bottle was opened and a bubbly blue blob of liquid sparfinkle shüine 
entered the Floor. 

“What else you got?” 

Jamiil pulled another bottle off the shelf. The ancient hygoflixeest on the label was so tiny 
that all the Guardians had to squint their eyes and extend their necks to read what it said. 
Once they read it, they filled the room with a plethora of whistles and bell tones that 
polarized nearly everybody in the room. Half the Tribunal grew weepy, with some of the 
younger ones saddened by the sounds while, at the same time, others grew delighted, 
spontaneously erupting and rejoicing within their seats. 

“Trunkadoreem.”  

Calon and his minions intuitively backed away from the table, silently, deliberately, like a 
hyena avoiding the threatening gaze of a lion in an African savanna. 



“What are you planning on doing with that?” they seethed. 

“The inhabitants are very visual. On the way back, me and Jamiil were thinking that, if 
nothing else, trunkadoreem could provide a linkage to the insignia we all wear proudly, 
branded here on the underside of our wings.” 

Love sighed deeply, rattling the room with a low frequency noise. “It’s extreme, Jamiil.” 

“Yes, my Love. But - make no mistake, they are in an extreme situation.” 

“How will it flesh out on the orb?” 

“In the form of what will be called, dragonflies,” he said. “We’ve already seen them and the 
similarity to our branded insignia is uncanny. They can be used in all sorts of ways to get 
them looking up, my Love.” 

Love’s head was buried in his hands. It would be an all too familiar leverage point, which he 
understood, simultaneously painful and freeing within the same linage. As painful as it was, 
he decided to go for it. 

“Empty the bottle.” 

“All of it?” 

“All of it.” 

Jamiil poured the thick-red liquid into the Floor, which fell, drop by excruciating drop, 
sizzling as it bled through the portal.  He returned the emptied bottle of trunkadoreem to its 
shelf and was just closing the cabinet when the shape-shifting appearance Shamanisque 
manifested, her skin rippling just under a wondrously exotic opaqueness, just to the other 
side of Jamiil. Apparently she had been there all the time. 

“If I may propose an additional additive?” She peered over the ledge into the Floor.  

The Guardians bowed the heads in reverence.  

“Of course.” 

She reached for a luminescent white bottle and held it dearly to her chest. At her feet, the 
Floor went two dimensional. A twisting movement caused its fluid to crest and splash upon 
its rim like a lake in a gusts of wind.  

“I am wondering what the Tribunal would say to this.” 

At once the Floored swirled into an agricultural setting. The Guardians stretched their necks 
like giraffe’s over the U-shaped conference table to see acres and acres of fertile soil, 



spreading out across the Israeli farmlands for just about as far as they could see. The fields 
were hustling and bustling with cotton farmers, some churning the soil riding John Deere 
tractors, others setting long irrigation pipes in place, others meticulously placing cotton 
seeds atop the miles and miles of ridges before them. 

“This is ridiculous.” Calon emphasized. “Another additive? With all due respect, 
Shamanisque, if they don’t get it now, they’ll never get it.” 

The portal spun once more. Seeds sprouted, care was taken. Day after day the farmers 
watered, nurtured, caressed the plants. A moment later they were at knee-level, then chest 
level, then swaying this way and that way in the summertime breeze like green ocean 
currents. Suns rose and fell before the wide-eyes Guardians like strobe lights. Small bud-like 
pods formed on the plants, which grew to the size baseballs, now weighing down the 
branches like leaded ornaments on a Christmas tree. 

“Those pods.” Questioned a curious Guardian, “What are they?” 

“They are the links. How so? There are millions of them.” 

“Now watch.” Shamanisque said smiling. 

All eyed the Floor. 

The farmers loaded their John Deere’s with poison. Orange b-planes filled their tanks with 
the same. From below and above a deadly white mist settled upon each healthy leave of each 
green plant for as far as the eye could see, it’s toxic chemicals reaching into the heart of the 
precious pods. As the sun fell and rose over the acreage the plants withered, their brown 
leaves falling to the soil, leaving on the hardening pods behind. Deadness gripped the 
Guardians for as far as they could see. 

Love looked away from the tree-like plants. He knew where this was going. 

Then, again in an instant, his being leaped for joy. He rose in his seat and stared intently into 
the Floor as, one by one, in the blazing Israeli sunlight, the cotton pods began to pop and 
turn the dead barren landscape into an endless haze of white. From the poison emerged the 
harvest, as far as the eye could see. 

The Floor rippled and the portal closed. Shamanisque’s eyes gripped Love’s. They both knew. 
The proposal couldn't have been any more clearer, any more revelatory. He settled in his 
seat, calmed, serene, his radiance softening to an all embracing glow. 

“Yes, of course, Shamanisque.” 

“Thank you, my Love.”  



Rippling with turquoise and shimmering turquoise, she lifted the white bottle high into the 
air and poured its dazzling fluid into the heart of the Floor. Jamiil took the empty bottle from 
her dissolving hand and placed it back into the old-world wooden cabinet and closed the 
door with a gentle click. 

She went invisible. Jamiil and the other Guardian returned to their seats. The Tribunal was 
silent. Love’s passion was restored.  

Calon was fuming. 

ℑ 



Chapter VIII 

Bubbles 
The fruit of intimacy 

On the third day, the Glorious Tribunal assembled around the U-shaped conference table 
and in the balconies above. Papers were shuffling. Designers were carefully checking and 
rechecking documents. Love was making small talk and sipping quaff.  

The celestial sounds of bells and bleeps sounded the call to order and the hall silenced with 
anticipation. Jamiil, however, was still unsettled from the events of the day before. There 
was still more to say, more to propose, more to reveal. He finished his freshly brewed quaff, 
set the cup to the table, and rose to his pads. 

“Permission to speak freely, my Love.” 

“Of course.” Love looked up, aware of the unfinished report.  He looked deeply across the 
span of the U-shaped conference table and studied him, and the other Guardian, carefully. It 
had been a rough trip. They still hadn’t fully recovered. Even after a good night’s sleep their 
faces were scared, their top wings were torn frazzled, and demeanor, usually brilliant with 
authority and majesty, was slouched. Be it through premonition, empathy, or prophetic 
forewarning, it didn’t matter, his Being intensified with grace as he gazed lovingly upon his 
most cherished cherubs.  

“You have the floor.” 

“Thank you, my Love.” 

“What do you have for us on this fine morning?” 

“Well, to be honest.” Jamiil’s baritone voice trumpeted across the hall in a fatigued, yet 
undefeated manner. “We got trouble.” 

“How so?” Love knew it. His countenance fell. He stared deeply into Jamiil’s worrisome eyes 
with grave concern.  In the moment I saw it, too. In Love’s eyes, he, too, looked scared, torn, 
and fatigued. “Tell me more. Is this about yesterday?” 

“Yes.” 

“What did you see?” 



“We took the drop through the Spectrum of Color, got beyond the Deepest Dark, just like 
last time and into the atmosphere of the place. Within a matter of seconds we saw it all, from 
conception to death, and it isn’t pretty.” 

“The escalation really rocked us,” added the other Guardian, looking forlorn. He fingered a 
fallen feather, trying to piece it again on its broken wing. “We barely got out alive.” 

“I don’t get it,” Love questioned. “Two Infusions: Hope and Faith - with yesterday’s additives 
as well. How can they still not get it?” 

“True, my Love, have received the Infusion of Hope. But it’s been backfired, or sabotaged 
somehow to in  certain, misplaced, misdirected, direction.” 

“And it’s killing them.” 

“That’s no surprise.” Calon gurgled like lungs filled with liquid. He darted his beady eyes 
sideways to Love and sipped his steaming quaff, rising the stinky splattering bubbles at 
Soufrière, St. Lucia. “I mean, we all saw that coming.” 

“What about the Infusion of Faith?” He sought to clarify. “Any potential there?” 

“Faith is only is good as its object, my Love.” 

“We are well aware of the silly things they have chosen to direct their faith towards.” Jamiil 
shook his head hopelessly. “Terrible destructive things. To be clear, both ingredients of the 
Infusions are good in themselves, but again, they are not grasped, they are incapable of being 
grasped and followed through, with regard to their full potential.” 

“And so they’re missing the link.” 

“And for very good reason…” 

“Go on.” 

“And we don’t say this any way as a judgment, my Love.” 

Jamiil floated around the Floor and dropped to his pads, opposite Love. He lowered his 
voice. “They are… well, they are selfish, my Love. Plain and simple. All their hoping and all 
their… their faithing is being used in ways we’ve never intended them to be used.” 

“It’s much deeper than we know, or can really understand.” 

This drew Calon’s attention. “In what sense?” 

“Permission to speak freely, sir?” 

“Permission granted.” 



“Take Hope for example. We infused it thinking it would manifest as a common link wherein 
Love - you, sir, could be revealed, right?” 

“Right.” 

“Wherein your passion for them could be realized, embraced, and eternally lived out. But the 
things they hope in are hopeless, unattainable things, things that actually squash Hope as 
intended in the Infusion. Extremists hope that the planes would fly into the right buildings, 
women hope that theirs babies would be killed before their birth, and the doctors that abort 
them hope that all the parts have been excavated from the womb. Either consciously or 
unconsciously, the linkages have gotten all discombobulated in order to suit their own 
needs.” 

He drew back from the table so that the entire Tribunal could hear. 

“So, at the end of the day Hope has become nothing more than a selfish seed which can do 
nothing more than to promote hopelessness, which is the very thing we’re trying to get away 
from.” 

“They actually hope that babies would be killed before they’re born?” One of the Guardians 
clarified. “Do they do that with turtle eggs, bald eagle eggs, or anything else that has a 
heartbeat?”  

“Not to our knowledge,” Jamiil sadly admitted, rubbing his backside with a tattered wing. 
“And they even hope for the money to get it done.” 

“That’s so sick,” seethed Shamanisque, materializing aside Love in a rarely seen living 
hatred. 

An audible morn drizzled from the balconies and onto the U-shaped conference table like a 
cold, misty in Moscow.  

“What about Faith? How has that worked it’s way into the scheme of things?” 

But things were no different on that front, either. 

“They’re using the pure Infusion of Faith - again, my Love - in order to leverage their own 
evil schemes. Rarely seeing it as an avenue of revelation, or an adventure to live in, it’s 
become all about them.” 

“Well, not all of them,” the other Guardian clarified from across the room. 

“True, but most.” 



Love swallowed hard. This was becoming more real than he would have liked. And, knowing 
the inevitable answer to the question before he asked, he asked anyway, just to see if it was 
true. 

“What needs to be changed.” 

Jamiil returned to his seat and tapped the morning’s documents with his finger. “We’ve 
taken a hard look at the situation and have concluded that they are all living under a rare 
cloud mass deception, no offense, Calon.” 

“No offense taken. On the contrary, I like where you’re going with all this.” 

“Something imbedded deep with them that actually prohibits them from seeing things as 
they, or we, really are. The very core of their existence runs contrary of the most important 
ingredient for revelation to occur.” 

“We’ve given them Hope and Faith? How much clearer can we get.” 

“It’s not only about Hope and Faith. In their current state, neither of those are enough to get 
us where we need to be. It’s so much more deeper. They have no capability, no capacity to 
really get, the sacrificial nature of either of these things. As I mentioned, my Love, it’s all 
about them.” 

“Not all of them.” 

“Most of them.” 

“Our studies show the theories of a pre-Infusitory state, an Infusion happening before we 
ever showed up, carries sufficient merit. It’s deeply embedded and has spread out like a virus 
in the form of a universal predisposition that, in a nutshell, says, ‘If it’s sacrificially intended 
for someone else, it’s not worth it.” 

“But that runs against the grain of our entire existence.” Love’s sigh reflected the crumbling 
mountainside by an avalanche in the Swiss Alps. 

“Indeed, it does, my Love. There is nothing, nothing whatsoever akin to that here.” 

“Mostly nothing.” 

“In their current configuration, they are all about what we are not.” Jamiil sat down, folding 
his hands atop the documents. “And that, my Love, is the conclusion of our report.” 

An eerie silence washed over the room. Love, staring forebodingly into the Floor, flipped his 
writing utensil into the air and caught it, firmly and intently, in mid-air. He knew who he 
needed to speak with, and where it had to be done. 



“Let’s take a break,” placing the writing utensil to the desk and rising from the seat. He 
motioned to Jamiil and the other Guardian. “I want to see the two of you, and you,” pointing 
to their place where he supposed Shamanisque was sitting, “In the bubble.” 

“‘The Bubble?’” 

“You heard. ‘The Bubble.’ Wheels up in 30.” 

“Yes, my Love.” 

“Im already there,” Shamanisque’s whisper filled with anticipation. 

ℑ 

Now “the Bubble” was a seamless, semi-transparent, ovum-shaped mobile facility that 
adjusted in size and shape in order to accommodate any given amount of beings that 
happened to transport at any given time. This is, was, and perhaps always will be, elusive, 
mysterious, and wondrous, all at the same time, especially as it travelled motionless across 
the ocean-like atmosphere of the domain.  

The interesting characteristic about the Bubble is that it physically became that which was 
happening within it, the likeness of whatever conversation was going on within it at any 
given time. For example, if the tenor of the conversation of the occupants within went this 
way or that, argumentative or emphatic or counseling or amusing, it’s outer swirling colors 
would reflect that. If things inside the speeding sphere became heated, the colors on the 
outside would swirl around in reds and oranges. Conversely, if things were soothing and 
thoughtful, deep shades of blue hues would slowly circle across its translucent, semi-
transparent surface. So, as the bubble travelled from one place or another, it was possible for 
a wide variety of expressions to emerge from the Bubble across a single distance, magnificent 
colors, swirling, churning, and constantly changing from pole to pole, not unlike the illusive 
bio-phosphorescence of an Australian cuttlefish, a chameleon reptile, or even a mood ring 
for all to see. 

ℑ 

 (I suppose it could be said here that there a kajillion “bubbles” out there 
in a kajillion different places, not like this Bubble, though. The other 



bubbles were more/less reserved for field trips and other exploratory 
treks for emerging Diplomats and the like. I understand that many of 
them were actually seen and photographed in the early days of cameras 
and digital technology, where these bubble-shaped orbs appeared 
regularly in pictures above peoples’ heads, above the shoulders of 
married people and, perhaps most importantly and dear to the heart of 
Love - in pictures depicting groups of children from all over the world.) 

ℑ 

Love, Shamanisque, Jamiil, and the other Guardian dropped there heads as they entered the 
Bubble, which at once embraced its occupants through its fluid-like doorway. Within 
moments it dis-attached from the dock and rose like the morning’s sun before full site of the 
Glorious Tribunal. Within moments it sped across the higher realms of the domain like a 
comet on a moonless night in Zion National Park.  

Love’s decision to become bubbled may have been a bit extreme, but it was the only place 
where they could talk, and really talk freely, away from Calon. He reached into a side wall 
and tore out a gelatin-like blob of traphddandiah (pronounced: traf-dahn-dia) and inhaled 
it with delight. H then floated across the expanding room and found a place to rest in the 
firm jelly fish-like comfort of perfectly fitting sofa. 

“Want some?” He tore off a strip of traphddandiah and held it out to Shamanisque. Now 
fully visible, she stared from the window to the twinkling villages, cities, towns, rolling hills, 
lakes, and farmlands below. Everything in her demeanor revealed she was dismayed. As she 
sat, her scaled skin rippling softly with purple undertones and highlighted with barely 
audible haunting bell tones, she squeezed her hands and nervously nibbled the inside of her 
cheeks.  

“No, thank you. Maybe later, my Love.” 

“It’ll be all right.” He rested  his hand gently on her knee and squeezed it lightly. “We’ll get 
through this.” 

“I know.” Her gaze transfixed below. “I just never would have imagined it would come to 
this.” 

“I’ve always known it would.” He smiled. “There’s just no other way around it.” 



Across the Bubble and standing and half submerged in the soft-white tissue of the craft 
Jamiil and the other Guardian were still obviously shaken from what they had experienced 
beyond the Deepest Dark, especially in light of the sudden change of events. They shared a 
pitcher of soothachizm (pronounced: sooth-a-chee [with a hard “c” sound], zee-um) and 
tried to unwind. 

“Feeling better, boys?” 

“A bit, my Love.” 

“Thank you getting us out of the hall. We just needed to get a little perspective on it all.” 

“Some breathing room.” 

“I think we all needed a little perspective,” Love chuckled, his lightheartedness casting a 
cooling pink hue across the outside of the craft. “It’s important to away and be together here. 
Safely, he added.”  

Within moments a series of endearing greens, embracing browns, and warming, velvet-like 
textures overlapped the encircling pink hues. Love swallowed his last bite of the nutty-
tasting traphddandiah with delight. He and glanced through the Bubble’s translucence into 
the communities outside, all twinkling like stars and planets on a moonless sky below. 

“So where does that leave us?”  

“I dunno, my Love. Forgive my words, but I will never go back, except at your bidding.” 

“Me neither, my Love. All we can say is that we certainly understand why your passion is so… 
so bent towards them.” 

“As we reported to the Tribunal, Hope has been engaged, howbeit in a non-definitive 
trajectory —”  

“Hope in all things temporal,” the other Guardian added. 

“And Faith?” Jamiil paused to finish the pitcher of soothazchizim. “Faith has completely 
turned in on itself and evolved into a self-appeasing appetite believed to satisfy their every 
barbaric impulse.” 

“So no linkage there?” 

“No linkage there, my Love. No recognizable awareness of either Infusion anywhere on the 
planet.” 

“How can that be?” Love rose and paced the length of the ever-sizing jell-like craft, it’s 
dimensions and radius expanding around him like oil in water, its outside colors changing to 



a deeply concerning blue. “Everything has linkage potential, everything, especially in nature. 
I just don’t get it?” 

“My Love.” The other Guardian cleared his throat. “The issue is deeper, more complex than 
we can imagine. It’s almost as if they have talahuum tattooed across their entire existence.” 

“‘Talahuum?’”  

Love looked to Shamanisque, materializing with a solid form. Superimposed across her face 
was another, deeper, more lovely essence with dark features, high cheekbones, and very large 
eyes. Without saying a word she nodded in agreement. 

“Talahuum.” 

ℑ 

Now talahuum is a tricky word to translate, as it is rarely used (and is pseudo-mythical in 
nature). It essentially translates into something like: a filtering, amber fiber, or bronzing 
shroud. 

More importantly, being more than merely a screen, or a scrim-shade that you’d fit a 
spotlight with to mask reality with a darkening stage presence, the kelp-like talahuum 
(pronounced tala-hü-üm) comes with a definite living component to it, with its own 
intelligence to boot. In other words, it is alive. In fact, recent research suggests that the 
talahuum may even have the ability to think and make lower functioning decisions for itself, 
actually being to form behaviors based on its own thought and purpose.  

Back in the day, when talahuum was harvested on the great northern slopes of the domain, 
mothers used it to play games with their children. They would stretch the fibrous substance 
it across their child’s faces and pull it away suddenly like an old-fashioned “peek-a-boo” 
game. Imagine the child’s excitement when it saw the world wasn’t all shrouded, but radiant 
beyond description, especially at the site of its mother staring lovingly back at her creation! 

Perhaps most importantly and pertinent to our discussion here is that, if you were to take a 
strip of talahuum and hold it up before your eyes, it would absorb every hue in the Spectrum 
of Color and make it all bland, sort of like a fuzzy black and white television. That was the 
real issue here. The roots of talahuum were well entrenched in the system. Attitudes of 
goodness and purity, motives of instinct, rational thought, behavior and, of course, 
creatively, just about everything imaginable, had all been limited, constricted, crippled, and, 



may I say, robbed, under the curse-like fhalon kireem (literally: undergirding presence [a 
construction term]) of the talahuum. 

ℑ 

“‘Talahuum?’” The other Guardian couldn’t believe his ears. “You mean, like the talahuum 
we used to harvest on the great northern slopes?” 

“Yes!” 

“And do you remember the game?” 

“Remember it? I created it!” Love laughed. 

“Well, it’s like that, my Love, but all over. We’re like fish out of water down there. All of our 
well-intended Infusions are worthless until that… that thing is out of the picture.” 

“‘That thing?’” 

“I don’t know what to call it,” struggling his shoulders. 

Shamanisque had the word. “You mean, that veil?” 

“Yes - that’s it!” Jamiil snapped his wingtips in a burst of electricity. “Until the 
talahuuministic veil is completely removed all our efforts to infuse revelatory linkage with 
them will either be misinterpreted or altogether ignored.” 

Deep within, Love knew where all this was heading, his formulating response gradually 
taking root, yet he still desired further discussion, further clarification. He needed to be sure. 

Is this situation as dire as it seems?  

“Hold your conversation for a moment,” he said. 

He placed his hand into the jellyfish walls of the ovum-like craft, which immediately 
transformed into a yellowish-white circle with a near perfectly round radius. It headed 
downwards at an immense speed where it disappeared from the sky completely and whisked 
into a deeper, more intimate space. Within moments the ovum-shaped craft lodged within 
the tentacle-like fibers of the inner wall, dangling and receiving nourishment which cause 
the Bubble to grow in strength, energy, and purpose.  

Shamanisque’s skin rippled and emitted delightful, nurturing harmonics of maternalistic 
presence. Deep hues of royal purple and shimmering gold spread under her skin and through 



her wings like ocean phosphoresce; alive, vibrant, and shimmering like rainbows in brilliant 
sunlight. 

The Bubble, now lodged against an outer wall, pulsated softly, as a living pearl half-hidden in 
a bed of sea weed. 

“We’re safe here. No one can hear us, not even Calon.” He pulled his hand from the wall, 
relieved and fully at peace within the new environs. “Tell me like it is.” 

Jamiil paused, searching for words. “Where do I begin?” 

“Begin at the beginning,” Shamanisque’s curiosity expanded. 

“The talahuum has veiled everything. Beauty, creativity, thinking, existence — the works. We 
give them gravity, they use it to kill themselves by jumping off buildings. We give them 
tastebuds, like ours, to taste and delight in food, and they become obese. We give them the 
revelatory wisdom to create life and art, and they use to destroy, kill, and pervert. Everything 
we Infuse, they defuse and turn it around in ways we could never imagine.” 

“Tell me something I haven’t heard.” 

“It’s funny you mention Calon, my Lord.” The other Guardian, head downwards, stared into 
Love’s eyes with a piercing stare. “He’s everywhere. And I mean everywhere. He is 
undeniably the backdrop of it all. He’s completely bafooned them into thinking all they see, 
feel and thing is… well, natural.” 

Love exchanged a quick glance with Shamanisque. 

“Somehow he’s rooted the talahuum so securely that the difference between right and wrong 
has become undefinable, completely filtered out, bland.” 

“It’s all true. We were there and saw it with our own eyes. We dropped in at conception, 
screamed across time, and got out barely in time with our wings intact.” 

“So, what is your opinion, Jamiil? What can we do?” 

“Our opinion?” 

“Yes, please.” 

“We see very little potential for your passion to be embraced unless something radically 
changes.” 

“Yes. I am becoming aware of that.” 



“It would have to be an Infusion so radical, so brilliant, that they couldn’t help but see it, link 
into it, and … well, the rest would be history.” 

“It would have to be nothing short of miraculous,” the other Guardian added. 

“Exactly.”  

Outside, the Bubble wobbled in a tremendous surge of fluid. Shamanisque intuitively placed 
her hands on her stomach and surrounded them with her wings, which were now glowing 
with affection. Deep within, she became one with her carrier. The outer skin of the Bubble 
glowed with increasing radiance, breathing life to the inner walls of the cave. Its colors of 
red, white, black, and ivory seemed to pulsate with the germinating decisions in Love’s heart. 

“My Love,” Jamiil spoke. “We’ve got to destroy the talahuum.” 

“I know.” 

The Bubble wobbled in the stream. 

“It needs to be obvious or they’ll have nothing to go on, something in their face, undeniable 
sacrificial and selfless.” 

“Recognizable enough to reach the children, and powerful enough to rip the veil of talahuum 
from top to bottom in the hearts of the adults.” 

“Agreed. I concur.” 

Jamiil scooted to edge of his jelly fish seat, which was now alighting with beautiful hues of 
red, green, and blue within its gelatin fabric, and glowed with frev-chalaheem (literally: 
creative delight). “It would have to be something like that would put it all together, 
everything. They’d have the Hope and the Faith and the example of how to leverage the two 
into linkages of relationship with us, with who we are, and so invite them, fully blended, my 
Love - into the existence we so enjoy here.” 

“But at what cost?” Love looked into the illuminated cave and swallowed hard. 

In a rare act of intimacy and allegiance, and before the disbelieving eyes of the stunned 
Guardians, Shamanisque slid motionless across the craft and actually entered into, or was 
she superimposed? - Love. She infused his body, head to toe, with her presence, radiating 
comfort the whole way.  

Were they two beings? Were they one? Jamiil and the other Guardian would have been hard-
pressed to say. They simply witnessed the meshing of persons, happening right there before 
their astonished faces, as one united single presence. 



“The cost will be great, my Love.” Her voice was everywhere. “Yet, if we do nothing, the 
children of your passion will forever remain veiled, condemned, enslaved to selfishness, 
destruction, and, in the end, self-annihilation.” 

Love embraced Shamanisque’s wisdom as his own. Her steadfast assurance and comforting 
words were more deeply convincing. “Doing this is the only thing that will breathe ease to 
your heart, my Love.” 

“I believe you are right, my Lady.” 

Shamanisque’s form slid out of Love and shaped mysteriously aside him on the gelatin-like 
sofa. All the while separating, she returned to whisper in his ear. 

“It’ll be fine, my Love. I’ll go with you.” 

ℑ 



Chapter IX 

The Final Infusion 
Love bends over backwards to be revealed, 
known, and embraced 

It wasn’t long before the conversations within ovum-shaped Bubble gestated into a workable 
plan of action.  

“For the sake of your passion,” Jamiil announced, lifting a glass into the air.  

“‘For the sake of your passion!’” The other Guardian echoed. 

Glasses sparked as the Bubble emerged from the cave and jettisoned across the sky like 
lightening. 

It was settled then.  

Despite a bit of uncertainty in the specifics of the mission, they all agreed the new Infusion 
would indeed satisfy the passion of Love’s heart. And, for that reason alone, it would be 
worth the risk. 

ℑ 

In a blinding explosion of light, and ensuing micro-bursts of prismatic breakaways which 
popped, sizzled, and fizzled with all the impressiveness of synchronized pyro-technical flash 
pots at a Trans-Siberian Orchestra concert, the Bubble races its way, this way and that way, 
across the villages, towns, and cities sparkling across the vast countryside.  

“Look at that!” One of the Diplomates (a child, I believe) exclaimed with joy. “It looks like a 
giant fireball!”  

Another Diplomate (this time a child, I am assured) hid behind her daddy’s leg and stared 
through the sloped windows of the conference room with a look of panic. “Daddy, are we 
safe?” 

But the daddy Diplomate didn’t hear the question. He (along with the rest of us in the room) 
had become preoccupied, not so much with the site of the returning Bubble  - but with 



another phenomenon growing all around us. A certain humming-like sound, similar to the 
sonic texture of the didgeridoo, but like the wind whistling through the mighty sequoias in 
Humboldt Redwoods State - filled the room with high-pitched, vibrating sounds, actually 
originating from within the pipes of the Guardians from the floor. Harmonies erupted, in 
thirds and fifths, which increasingly filled the room with volume and expectancy as the 
Bubble drew near. Some even took to the air and, like bees on a honeycomb,  pressed their 
faces against the sloped windows of the conference room, laughing, and giggling, and 
snapping their wings, in celebration of the approaching vessel. 

Not all Guardians were as celebratory.  

“Make it stop! Make it stop!” Calon was in the far corner of the room, ears covered and in a 
fetal position. “Make it all go away!”  

One of the Guardians grew concerned. He went over and tapped Calon on the shoulder, his 
lizard skin cold to the Guardian’s touch. “Everything okay?” 

“No, everything is not okay. This changes everything,” he seethed. “Don’t you get it? 
Everything!” 

Meanwhile his minions were on the run, scrambling around the room like ants, frantically 
looking through their log books, recalculating, and proposing alternate actions to 
counterbalance the immanent crises. 

“We’ll get through this, we’ll get through this,” they mantra’ed.  

Calon grew indignant. In the midst of all the commotion he scurried to his seat and madly 
thumbed through the documents, frantically looking for a loophole, searching in vain for a 
section, a paragraph, anything to respond, all the while muttering under his breath in 
smokey-green snorts, “This is ridiculous. How, how… inappropriate. This decision falls well 
outside the lines of legal protocol.”  

And so on. 

But no one really saw any of that. Above, the Diplomates were singing and wildly exited. 
Below, on the floor, the Guardians’ humming harmonically and were clapping their hands 
and wings like children playing with sparklers on the Fourth of July.  

ℑ 



Love, Jamiil, and the other Guardian appeared from the seamless doors of the Bubble and 
entered the Glorious Tribunal, confidently as one.  

A wholly hush settled upon us all. Within moments we had taken our seats, Diplomats above, 
Guardians below, radiating the full spectrum of colors, cloistered there around the U-shaped 
conference table. 

“Welcome back, my Love.” 

“Yes, welcome back!”  

The others chimed in. A lion-like roar filled the heavens and settled as quickly as it began. 

Love settled to his seat with ease. He looked to Calon, confident and, with a twinge of 
sarcasm in his voice, asked. “What about you? Do you have anything to say? About the new 
Infusion?” 

“That was quite impressive, my … my, Love.” His reply was sheepish, filled with avoidance. 
His gaze remained transfixed into the Floor, his thoughts preoccupied with the varied, 
howbeit limited, options of response.  

“Thank you.” 

“But, if it please my… my, Love. Permit me to ask you a question, a something that, for the 
sake of the Glorious Tribunal needs to be asked. Simply a matter of protocol. No harm 
intended.” 

“No offense taken.” Love looked heavenwards. “What is it now, Calon?” 

“Well, my… my, Love,” still transfixed at the Floor. “Are you certain you’ve exhausted all 
your options? Every last scenario? We’ve all seen the results of the last Infusions. How 
unfortunate they were. So, tell us, what is to say something like that couldn’t happen with 
this?” 

Calon, all the time as he spoke and looking into the Floor, morphed into the appearance of a 
locust-like insect, sliding and squirming in place at the table like an inverted blob of tar.  

I rubbed my eyes in disbelief. Still he ranted on. 

“Is your word really your word? Or - just to be on the safe side, have you built in some wiggle 
room? You know just in case the Infusion goes askew sometime in the future?” 

“‘Askew?’ How so?” 

“You know, some sort of mid-course corrections we go along? Just in case it… it doesn’t 
work, my. Love.” 



Love remained silent, eyeing with curiosity the now forming creature (looking like a dying 
sea slug) siting next to him. 

It was about then when I realized what was going on - I mean really realized what was going 
on. I slid to the base of the sloped window in disbelief. The conversations around me in grew 
muffled and I grew completely numbed. On my knees now, I buried my head into my hands 
in disbelief.  

Was I here? Had I been there? Would I be thee? 

It was the stall all over again. In one revelatory instant, in the imagination of my mind’s eye I 
saw me, not me there in the room, but me somewhere else, but me here all the same; loving 
and laughing, human yet alien, me and them, exquisitely synced, with no more of me and no 
less of them, within and without, individual yet corporate.  

I lifting my head and peered over the shoulders of the Guardians, their wings flapping 
serenely this way and that as they discussed the Infusion. Sometimes hiding, sometimes 
revealing the determined and settled expression on the Love’s face eyed me through their 
feathers. That’s when I knew it. It all came together for me, what always had been, what is, 
and what always will be. I gazed past the feathers into his face with horror and honor, his 
glance to me, endearing, truthful, understanding.  

The conversation in the room crystallized. I listened intently. 

“If I may interrupt you, Calon. I have some important things to share to the Tribunal.” 

“But, of course, my… my, Love,” recoiling into an amorphous blob.  

“As you all know - Diplomats and Guardians alike, we’ve returned from the Bubble after 
discussing the specifics of one final Infusion. You all know my passion. The longing I have 
for those beyond the Deepest Dark.” 

“We do.” The Guardians responded one person (all but a few, that is). “We stand with you, 
my Love.” 

“Until we remedy this situation, my heart will find no rest. I must be in them, and they must 
in me, or, I fear, I will cease to be who I am.” 

In that all-revealing moment the face of Love himself became illumined and filled with an 
innumerable amount of men, woman, and children, all superimposed within, or were they 
without, I couldn’t be sure, him. These living, holographic icons were being conceived, 
reborn, living and dying, all there, all in that instant, within the luminescent contours of his 
face.  



Indeed, as I gazed upon him in wonder, it had briefly occurred to me that these men, woman, 
and children had somehow become, or were somehow becoming, the actual make-up of Love 
himself. 

“I want to show you something.” 

Love rose.  

And, like an Indigo snake in the Florida Everglades, he pulled at his garments once, then 
twice, and before us all, simply laid aside his skin, stepping out of it, like pair of overalls, 
folding it in thirds and placing it on the table before him. There he stood. Nothing could have 
been more beautiful, more alive, any more majestic, wonderful, any more pristine!  Fully 
radiant, his blinding form made us squint, his loving warmth penetrating the deepest places 
of us all in the room.  

“My friends, let me speak plainly. The time is growing short.” 

He rose above Floor, brilliant, eclipsing the sun. All eyes on him, he  into the sky crossed 
over the U-shaped conference table and settled securely about 30 feet in the air, dangling his 
feet above the Floor like a young girl on a swing in the school yard. The Guardians, too, rose 
from their chairs and sat on the interior of the U-shaped conference table, their gaze 
transfixed by Love’s glory hanging in midair like a star in the East. 

“Speak to us. Above all, my Love, we want to hear your heart.” 

“First let me assure you there is nothing out of sync here. The Infusions of Hope, and Faith 
have all been noble decisions, filled with our corporate passion and integrity.” 

“We don’t regret any of it.” A Designer Guardian affirmed from the far side of the table. “It 
went like clockwork.” 

“Indeed!” 

A strange wobbling in the atmosphere rippled. It was Shamanisque, slowly materializing and 
radiating slow-motioned hues of violet-velvet before the Glorious Tribunal.  

 “Welcome, my Lady. Come here, beside me, Shamanisque.” 

She came shoulder to shoulder with Love - vulnerable, weak, yet carrying a glistening 
incandescence which took nearly everyone’s breathe away.  

“Yes, my Love.” 

Down below, Calon grew uneasy. He pushed himself away from the table, crossed his arms 
over his chest, and tightly folded his wings over his hands. Looking aside, he grew completely 
disenfranchised with the informality of it all, the expediency of the process, the obvious 



irreverence for decent protocol, the conversation, its direction, how they were sitting, feet 
dangling so casually above the Floor, and just generally irked with just about everything 
going on around him. 

An absolute mockery of the Glorious Tribunal. 

It was about that time when I, too, intuitively rose from my space and, like a lion in Kenya 
joining the rest of the herd, humble took my place aside Love in the middle, and 
Shamanisque flanking his far side. 

“There you are!” He chuckled under his breath. “Where have you been, my son? I’ve been 
wondering where you’ve been. Come over here and take a seat on the table, my son.” 

He took me in his arms and drew me to his breast. 

“So good to see you.” 

I leaned into his chest with a familiar abandonment, feeling the love between a father and his 
son. 

ℑ 

Calon was sweating lava, praying for a game changer. He knew if things were heading the 
way they were looking, he’s be in hot water. 

“Permission to speak freely, my… my, Love?”  

“Of course.” The three of us looked down and even descended to the level of he and his two 
minions, just a wing’s length from where he fumed. “We sense you have concerns.” 

“That’s putting it mildly.” Glaring at the three of us through slitted eyes. “I am just having 
some real issues about the way this is all transpiring.” 

“How so?” I asked. 

“Well, for starters, look at the three of you, feet dangling in the air, as if you were on flying 
swings without a care in the world. We’re talking real business here and your unified 
demeanor just wreaks of an overall disrespect and a complete disdain for proper protocol.” 

“Think of it a group of close friends in relationship, Calon.” Shamanisque’s liquid voice only 
steaming him more-so. “Friends hang in there with one another. They unite with one 
another through thick and thin. They speak intimately about things yet to come.” 



The three Guardians minions smoldered in an awkward silence. 

“Now, do you have anything else for the welfare of those assembled?” Loves invading gaze 
appeared to make Calon shrink before our very eyes.  

 “No, no my… my, Love. Well, on the other hand, there is one other item of clarification.” He 
perked up and scooted to the table.  

“We’re listening,” we said. “What is it?” 

“Yes, yes… my, Love, or Shamanisque - or all three of you. Whatever.” 

He fumbled through his research papers and held up a torn page that was filled with a 
number of hand-written paragraphs, most of which were crossed out and substituted with 
other, more wordy ones.  

“Let’s see, where was that clause we were working on?” He turned the paper sideways. “Oh, 
here it is. Yes, that’s it, right. I remember now.” 

The minions scooted to the table, their full attention on Calon. 

“I was wondering, me and these other two, if you have been adequately informed with the 
specifics of this proposed Infusion, especially in light of the limited research done thus far. 
And here, my… my, Love, I’m not merely speaking about the positive and negative 
repercussions in the live’s of those you so dearly love.” 

“Then what are your concerns then?” 

“I’m just wondering if you’ve counted the cost?” 

“Yes. I — we, whatever — have considered the cost. And we are at peace with it. What else?” 

“Okay, good. You are a ‘peace with it,’” marking the page with a writing utensil. “I’ll just take 
that off his list right about here. Bear with me,” looking up.  “Just clarifying here.” 

“Do you have other concerns?” Shamanisque’s tones fell upon Calon and the two minions as 
a softly settling fragrance of gardenias, thick, aromatic with an intoxicating aroma. 

“Why, yes, Shamanisque, f'unny you should ask.”  

He flipped through the papers until he had come to the end of the document, eyes widening 
as they fell upon this particular item of concern.  

“Here it is. And I’d like to direct this question to you in particular, Shamanisque.” 

“Yes?” 



“Have thought through, really thought through, with your brains,” tapping his own head. 
“What the probable effects of the proposed Infusion would have on the families, friends, and 
those we do dearly love. We’re talking significant pain here. Significant…” How he hated to 
say the word, “Sacrifice.” 

“Yes, I have.” I have rarely seen Shamanisque frustrated. And, in a way, seeing her becoming 
so somehow relieved me. It assured me that she was a living entity after all. He pursed her 
lips in frustration while strange lava-like drops of moisture began to form on her upper lip, 
which she quickly wiped away with a wing. Her voice rattled his frame. 

“Look around, Calon, you can’t stop it now. Can’t you see the Blend is already flowing both 
ways?” 

He glanced through the slopping windows in dismay. A migrating flock of swallows were 
heading southwards. They blanketed the sky, chirping all the way en route to the 
mountainous regions in the distance. High above them, the sky itself had come alive and 
teeming with, of all things, an impressive assortment of Oceanians, playing and frolicking 
like flying fish bouncing off the turquoise swells in the Gulf of Mexico. Down below, in mass 
and tromping though the rolling forests, a wild herd of African elephants appeared and 
moseyed along the trail, noses bouncing off the fertile grass and swaying back and forth like 
Tarzan vines in the Amazonian jungle. 

Calon frantically reviewed his notes. He swallowed hard. He scrunched his face, desperately 
scanning the pages in this shaking hands. “Okay… Blend is beginning. Let’s see, there was 
just one more thing.” 

“I’m sure there is.” Love laughed, looking at the Guardian with a certain fondness. “I think 
there will always be ‘still one more thing,” 

“Ah, yes, here it is.” Looking up. “And this has to do with the forward-backwards 
chronological continuum of the proposed Infusion. Just to be clear, have you built within 
your plan a way to deal with the possible limitations of time and space?” 

“‘Time and space?’” 

“Well, yes my… my, Love. I mean if you’re going to so something at all you might as well do it 
right, wouldn’t you think?” 

“Go on, Calon.” I was growing impatient. “What are you getting at?” 

“It’s just that the challenge of creating such a significant Infusion into a specific time and 
place need to be all comprehensive. It would need to reach all the way back to conception 
and actually extend beyond the proposed Infusion to its death… Well, forgive me for saying 
so my… my,  Love. But this is something that we’ve never attempted before.” 



“That’s true,” Love agreed. 

“He’s right,” one of the minions maintained. “An Infusion such as this would have to have 
the ability not only to move forward, but to ricochet backwards with the same potency as the 
former. Just designing such a task would be, to my mind, a logistical nightmare.” 

Calon took strength from Love’s apparent interest in the facts. His wings rose confidently as 
he continued.  

“An Infusion of this magnitude would need to exceed the entire length of the timeline and, 
from wherever you pinpoint it in their history, it would need to have the all-powerful 
capacity to become fully ingrained into the very fabric of Created Order.” 

“You’re saying, whenever it lands, it needs to have the inertia to make it both ways?” 

“Past and future.” 

“From that point,” a Designer minion added.  

“Right, I got that covered.” 

“You do? That’s reassuring. I need not remind you my… my, Love, this sets a dangerous 
precedent for future decisions, of which we have many.” 

“I know, Calon.” 

Calon leaned back in the seat and crossed his arms across his reptilian chest with a sense of 
surrender. “We wouldn’t even be in this bureaucratic mess if you hadn’t invented the whole 
infantile idea of time and space framing in the first place.” 

“What?!” 

“ Just sayin’.” Calon nervously nibbled on a claw. “Everyone knows it’s true.” 

That did it. Love blew a gasket.  

In a flash of anger he extended his arms in the direction of Calon and his minions, wide-
eyed, stunned, and flushed of all color. 

“I’ve had it with you. You spin and question and doubt and prevent everything this council 
does and I grow weary of your pathetic questioning. Hear me and hear me good, Calon. 
Nothing - nothing will stand in the way of my passion for them. Hear me? Nothing! Not now, 
not never.” 

With a jerk of his arms, Calon and his two minions instantly flew backwards from their seats 
and slammed into the farthest walls of the conference room. They hit the wall in a colorless 



explosion of goth with the sounds of clanging iron and tearing metal following them. They 
fell to the floor, completely dazed.  

(I am certain, if not for the gentle tugging of Shamanisque on Love’s arm, they wouldn’t have 
stopped at the where they did, but would have entirely thrown through the Spectrum of 
Color and banished to the regions of Deepest Dark for all eternity.) 

“Let’s break. I need to calm down here.” 

“Indeed, indeed!” The Guardians sling-shotted off the conference table like popcorn. They 
headed back to the break room, some arm in arm, others laughing, as they passed Calon and 
his minions tangled in a curious blob on the floor.  

Once inside, the Guardians enjoyed mugs of freshly brewed quaff  as they, too, soberly and 
with an air of fascination, discussed the multi-lateraled backward and forward implications 
of the imminent Infusion. 

“He did have a point there, about its intensity needing to be comprehensive of everything 
before and after it” a Designer Guardian was heard, sipping on the aromatic fluid. “But he 
just went about it all the wrong way.” 

“He always does.” Another Designer said. 

“And always will.” Another Designer agreed.  

ℑ 

When Love, Shamanisque, and myself returned from the break there was a distinct change in 
the atmosphere of the Glorious Tribunal.  

In the balconies, the hushed conversations of the Diplomats showered the room with a 
tangible amount of grace-like ease. Some were even playing fun finger games with string-like 
stromgletti (elastic strands of compressed colors not unlike seaweed found off the coast of 
Japan) with their children. Down below, the Guardians were seated around the U-shaped 
conference table, some talking, others chuckling, ready for the afternoon’s Infusion. Calon, 
too, and the minions, though mildly disfigured from the incident before, was seated too, and 
were brushing through their wings with sea urchin-like prickly brushes, as Tribunal protocol 
suggested. 

Floating high above the Floor, now locked, arm in arm in arm, I couldn’t have felt better, 
confident, assured, with a sense of profound purpose. I looked across Love’s shimmering 



chest to Shamanisque, who I caught gazing back at me with an all-knowing, all 
understanding, smile. The look in her eyes was priceless. It made me feel wonderful, 
empowered, equipped, anointed, like I could take on the world.  

The eyes of all the Guardians were admiring us, looking up to us as if we were gods. Some 
cheered, lifting drinks high in the sky, rejoicing in the action to follow. Diplomats too, at 
about eye level, bowed with respect, some wiping tears, others drawing children to their 
sides, beaming with emphatic delight.  

Love was finally getting his way, making good on the passion of his heart, and they were 
ecstatic.  

And - though disgusted, disfigured, wide-eyed and horrified - Calon, too, along with his two 
minions, were also facing upwards. They had been through some severe soul searching over 
the break and, while admittedly unhappy about it all, all the same, had covenanted to remain 
committed to the cause. 

Just to make sure things, from here on out, would be done right and in order. 

Love intuitionally maneuvered us around until we were facing out the sloping window. In the 
distance hundreds of towns, villages, and urban areas, all of which glistened and twinkled 
like diamonds in sunlight, laid out across the rolling hills, passed flowing streams, and 
beyond mountain canyons for as far as we could see.  

So many people, so many to come.  

Deeply nestled within the diamond-forged window, the reflections of our own faces appeared 
and became, in a way, superimposed over the whole of the vista. In the shape-shifting 
reflection of our faces, I was hard pressed to define who was overshadowing what, or what 
was overshadowing whom. Were we - Shamanisque, Love, and myself holographed, no, not 
“holographed” but, more properly in, yes in, them? Or, were they in us? Or were we all one 
and the same? We focused and blurred back and forth so many times in that meshing 
moment that I just never knew.  And, I suppose, I would never fully know. 

 After all, that is the magic of icons. 

ℑ 

Still aloft and drifting in the misty heights of the Glorious Tribunal, Love snugged 
Shamanisque and myself to his chest like a morning dove nestling her young. Ever so slowly, 
ever so intently, he scooted us backwards across the sky until we had centered above the now 



gently rippling Floor, so very far below. Around us, I heard the roaring hooting and hollering 
of the heavenly witnesses, the Diplomates, thundering through the heavens with the all the 
deafening crispness and vitality of Victoria Falls in southern Africa.  

Now high above the Floor, I looked to Shamanisque, her skin rippling with waves of 
excitement, her eyes rich and darkened with the mystery to follow.  

I looked at Love, his gaze fixed. In the radiating depths of his eyes I the whole of humanity, 
the intent of his relentless passion, bundled in the prismatic reflection of a single tear. 

He looked side to side, connecting deeply to both of us, a trace of a smile forming across his 
lips. 

“Ready?” 

“Yes, my Love. I am always ready.” 

“How about you?” 

“Always.” I nodded, holding on with all my might. “You know I am.” 

All eyes on us, we settled precisely to the center of the atmosphere and for a calculated 
moment, hung effortlessly for the precise moment. Now, beyond our control, the cooling 
currents flipped around in a backwards somersault, ever so gently, ever so deliberately, until 
we were facing upside-down, hovering heads down and glistening above the opening Floor 
like three ruby throated hummingbirds over a blooming Floridian hibiscus.  

“Then let’s do this!” 

Within an instant we dropped out of the sky and completely disappeared into the Floor. 

Just like that.  

ℑ 



Chapter X 

Dharfrantive Haresh 
A shundro-ach zē prÖ-manaush 

“What? Did that just happen?” Calon and his minions were besides themselves. They rose in 
fury and glared into the Floor. “They actually did it?” 

“I told you they would.” 

“Yeah, but I thought you were kidding, like you always do.” 

“Me, too.” 

“Honestly, I don’t know when to believe you anymore, but they actually did it!” 

“You know what this means, don’t you?” Calon looked to his minions, panicked, flesh 
rippling, wings rising. 

“You can’t be serious.” The designer minion questioned. “The research shows —” 

“Forget the research. We gotta get into they thing before they do.” 

“Too late for that, but we can surely take a stab at it.” 

That we will surely do. 

Calon and his minions gazed around the U-shaped conference table at the remaining 
Guardians. Gleaming with wisdom, alive with integrity, committed to loyalty, they gazed 
upon their fallen comrades with dharfrantive-haresh (literally translated: a concerned pity).  

“Don’t worry. We’ll be back.” 

With all the ease of a herd of Thomson’s gazelles, Calon and his two minors darted across the 
U-shaped conference table and, feet first, holding their noses, completely disappeared into 
the rippling Floor. 

ℑ


