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                    No love like real love that comes from the heart                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                     
                                     
                                        and sole of one’s family           
                     
                       Failure is not failure until you just stop trying                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                      
                                                              
                              RICHARD LION HEART     
                                                                    
                                                                         
                                  MAGIC IN THE SAND                                     



 My eyes were burning, and my legs felt like they were on fire. As I stumbled to the ground, I could feel the hot sand blowing into every pore of my body. I had been locked in this hell hole for over fifty-three hours and my last bottle of water was gone. I lost my backpack the night before with all my food and several bottles of water, as I stumbled down a trail in the middle of the night.  Maybe if I had stopped and thought things out, I might not be in this mess. I was tripping and falling head over heels into the darkness, down I went till I hit a large rock. I laid against that rock all night my head bleeding, hoping, and praying for the sun to come up. When the sun finally rose over the mountains, I realized how close I came to the end. If I had moved even the slightest, I would have fallen of a cliff and on to the valley floor far below.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                         


They say a cat has nine lives; I wonder how many I will use up before this nightmare was over. I decided right there and then, that if nothing else I will think out every move carefully before I moved ahead. When people get into this kind of a fix, they panic making more mistakes, get confused and deeper and depper into trouble. As soon as the sun came up, I set out to find my backpack, after two hours, all I ended up with was sore feet and a splitting headache.              
                                                                                                                                                                                                          
Heading back up the mountain I was hoping to find the trail I had been walking on the day before. The reason I got lost in the first places was the trail I had originally started my one-day hike was washed out in a flash flood. Not realizing this, I became completely disoriented and walked right passed the spot where the trail had been just six hours ago. Once you get turned around and confused all the canyons look pretty much the same, there is no reference point to know which way to go. In towns and cities if you get lost it is easy to find your way, but not so in the desert. you just keep plotting along hoping for the best.                                                        

Walking along I spotted something shinny up ahead, my heart sored, it was a water bottle. Scooping it up, my joy was short lived, it was empty. I think it was a bottle that came out of my backpack the night I fell.                                                                                                                                                              I wasn’t one of the yokel’s that goes wondering out into the desert unprepared, that you read about in the newspaper, no coat, one bottle of water, gets lost, walks till he lays down and dies. I love hiking, especially in the open desert with all its beauty. I enjoy the challenge and the older I get the more I want the hard hikes, especially in the hot beautiful desert. I am not looking to die, just trying to live. I am a firm believer that life is short, and you must live it to the fullest, get out there and stretch your wings and fly.   I tried to keep my composure and think of the way out, to get back to my car., but the sun was starting to take its toil and my brain felt like it was frying. I was having a hard time focusing and my one concerned was that the night was approaching fast, and then you go from frying to freezing almost immediately. It is amazing to me that it can be blazing one moment and when the sun goes down you ger cold immediatelty. Thank God, I had my coat tied around my waist and not in my backpack when I fell on the trail. What was I thinking, dumb, stupid, maybe I am taking a page from the old yodel I was talking about that was in the newspaper?                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                         

I had been walking for hours pushing myself on and on not wanting to stop. Finally, I fell to the ground, exhausted, and went into a deep sleep. When I came to, I could hear voices whispering from a great distance, and slowly my eyes fluttered open. Slowly as if I were in a dream, I could see this huge image (like I was watching a movie that you would see in a drive in) only this was more like a mirage. I could still here the voices far off in the distance. I laid back on the hot sand and drifter off once more.                                                                                                                                                     
                                                                                                                                                                                                                            

When I woke the next morning, it was hot, and the sun was already blazing. I started to realize for the first time that I might be in trouble, but I tried to keep my composure as best I could. Tring not to panic, I could fell the panic building up inside me like a monster trying to escape from a cage As the day wore on, I kept trying to thinking of ways to survive. I had heard of people drinking their own urine, but I was already so dehydrated, and just the thought made me gag. I was going to cutting into a cactus tree {some of them contain water) but then I realized my knife was in my lost backpack. When I was in the army, engineers there was a sign over the door that said, the ordinary we do at once, the impossible takes a little longer. I always took that to heart and believe you can do anything if you try hard enough and believe in yourself and most of all, are persistent.
Yes, I knew that I was in trouble, maybe bad, bad trouble but I wasn’t ready to give up just yet. I always had a lot of get up and go and I still thought I could find my way back to my car. Later, at the hottest time of the day (about two in the afternoon things started to shimmy like when you drive down a road on an extremely hot day, and the road ahead looks like it is melting. I had an extremely hard time seeing and started to get a headache. I never get headache ever, so I was starting to get concerned. The day dragged on and finally night came on cold and windy. What was worst, blazing sun or the long cold nights?                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                           
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                          The next day was particularly upsetting, I was experiencing stomach cramps so severe that I would walk a short distance, fall, and pass out. I don’t remember very much of that day, but when I finally came around it was a very dark, cold night. I was shivering and felt so alone, that was the first night that I could see eyes shining in the dark from a distance. At first, I was startled, but I didn’t feel threatened or afraid, mostly curious, wondering what kind of animal would choose to live way out here, maybe big horn sheep. I had seen lots of them out in the desert over the years and they seem to be everywhere.  There was no noise, just eyes darting back and forth in the dark, keeping an eye on me and keeping their distance, thank God.                                                                                                                               


Early the next morning the scenery changed, from open sandy desert to high rock canyons, with lots and lots of tall palm trees, the canyons twisted and turn for miles. I decided I would climb up to the highest point and get a better view of the surrounding area. Walking up the trail I could see for miles. way off in the distances I spotted what look like a trail that might have been made by mountain goats over the years. Trying to get a better look I climbed up higher and higher. I realized that I was weaker than I thought, but I was determined to continue. My head was spinning, and my heart was pounding. My breath came in short gasp, but I kept going up, finally reaching the top. I sat down on a flat rock trying to catch my breath and as I started to look around, the sight before me was breathtaking and amazing. As far as I could see, the scenery went on for mile after mile with nothing but sand, rocks, and palm trees. I felt like I was the only person on the planet. Boy, I am in trouble I thought. I didn’t want to admit it, but I was screwed. The only things to do was stay on top of the canyon and keep moving, and hope for, what, a miracle? After walking for miles, I realized that I was making a big mistake, it was much hotter here on top and I had no protection from the blazing sun and the miserable heat. A least on the bottom I could hide from the sun. So down and down I went on the first trail I found, so much easier sliding on my butt going down, I still had to be extra careful not to fall, if I did fall and broke something that would be the end.   

Sitting there trying to catch my breath I notice two extremely large rocks way off in the distance. What was different about them was their color and size. One was a bright green, and the other was kind of a bright pink color, almost like someone had painted them. But who would be stupid enough to go through that much trouble, I mean tagging is one thing, but to carry that much paint this far out, and these rocks were about three stories high? Another thing that looked strange was the green rock looked like it had a door on the front. I was still a long way from them, so I could not be sure, it could be anything, plus I was having a lot of trouble with my eyes at this point. They were constantly watering, and sand keep blowing into them. To make matters worse, no matter how hard I tried I just couldn’t stop rubbing them, they were so itchy. Maybe I was seeing things. Anyhow, I got off my rock and continued down, stumbling all the way. The wind started to blow harder and by the time I reached the canyon floor the wind was howling like a mad dog. Boy, it was going to be a long, long night. But I was relieved to be back on the bottom where it was easier to walk. I started out at first light the next morning. Walking along I had the strange feeling that something good or exciting was about to happen. Crazy as it sounds, I felt so happy and calm that I wonder if this is how you feel just before you are about to die.                                                                                                                                                        
                                                                                                                                                                                                                   Walking was becoming exceedingly difficult. I came to an area that was covered with large bolder and as far as you could see there were nothing but rocks. The side of the mountain had caved in (after a rainstorm) and the slide sent down tons of rocks, big and small. This was going to be one hell of a stretch.  I spent the better part of the day climbing over and around rocks and boulders the size of houses. I continued to stagger along when suddenly the landscape became sand and palm trees once again, what a relief. By this time, I was a complete mess; I was starving, my tongue had swollen to the point that I could hardly swallow. My face, hair, and ears were caked with sand and my legs were starting to feel like jelly. I would take two steps forward and three steps back like a drunken man.                                                                                                                                                                                                                            
                                                                                                                                                                                                                 

As much as I hated to admit it, I knew I was getting to the end of my rope. Each time I fell, it became harder and harder to pull myself up and my body felt like it was melting. As I trudge on, all I could think of was water. My body was shutting down and my every thought was water. My mind was playing tricks on me, first I would see a waterfall, next it would be a big, beautiful swimming pool, then came a wonderful blue, sparking lake with grand sail boats and people playing in the water. It was no wonder I started to walk right past what I thought was another mirage.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                     
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                            
                                                                                                                                                                                                                   I could smell it before I heard the water running into a small pool right in front of me, I thought I was seeing things, the sight of the water stopped me in my tracks. I had stumbled into an oasis without realizing it. I froze, not daring to move, holding my breath, afraid that beautiful sight would disappear. Finally, I jumped headfirst into the most clear, cool water I had ever seen or felt in my life. I drank and drank till I thought my stomach would burst. It was heaven lying in the pool and I stayed that way not wanting to move.  By the time, I crawled out the sun was just setting. It had done wonders for me lying in that pool all day and I felt rejuvenated. Sitting there looking at that wonderful, crystal blue water I realized that eventually I would have to move on.                                                                                                       
Laying under the palm trees in the cool shade, my mind was more confused than ever. Why was I going through this? How could I ever force myself to get up and go back out in that hot, miserable desert again? No, I will die here before I would ever do that. But then again how could I just lay there and die, I have my children and grandchildren to think about, and how sad it would be to never see them again and for the rest of their lives wondering what happen to me, I was sure no one would ever find my body way out here.


The problem that I was facing was twofold. First, I had no way to take the water with me. And second without water I was sure to die, but dam there was no way I could go through that living hell again. I stayed by the water for days, not wanting to leave, but knowing I had too eventually. What a dilemma this was. I had to think of some way, somehow to take enough water to last a couple of days at least. I would rather die right there by that beautiful pool of water then go through that nightmare out in the desert again. I thought and thought, but for the life of me I just could not come up with anything. Think, I said to myself think, there must be a way. I felt so desperate just sitting there in a daze.                                                                                                                                                               

Just when I was about to give up, something hit me, clear as a bell... My jacket, my wonderful jacket. I was in the garage getting my hiking boots, backpack, and right next to the boots was a box of heavy-duty industrial garbage bags. I ran over to where my jacket was, unzipped the top where the hood pulls out and sure enough, I had grabbed a hand full and stuck them inside the hood thinking at the time they might come in handy for something. Boy was I right. I held my breath and prayed that they would be watertight. I was beside myself with excitement. I opened one and held it under the water hoping and praying that it would work.

Slowly I lifted it out, I looked down and said a prayer of thanks, it was filled with water. I held it for a long time just to make sure. Because I had so many, I put one inside the other just to be on the safe side.
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                    
                                                                                                                                                                                                                   Now it was time to figure out how much water I could carry. I took one of the bags and put a small amount of water in (about a gallon or too) and tided the ends, figuring I could wear this on top of my head like a hat and this would not only give me a little extra water, but it would also protect my head from the sun and keep my head cool. On one hand, I didn’t want to take too much water because they would be very heavy, and I would tire fast, but I also wanted enough water to last as long as possible. Then again, I could and would ration the water for at least twelve to fourteen days, maybe longer. I decided to split two bags with equal amount of water. I tied them together and this way I could carry them over my shoulders. I sat around one more day not wanting to leave the pool, but it was time to move on. In the morning, the sun came hot and bright and after one long last dip I said a found fair well to my wonderful life saving oasis.                                                                                                                                                            

It was Amazing that there could be such a beautiful place in the middle of this hot barren desert. I had all the water I needed but I could still die from starvation. I had this nagging feeling I was making a big mistake by not staying by the pool. But how could I just lay there and die? Maybe someday someone would find my body or what was left of it, probably just bones. Having those thoughts, I felt an inner strength that motivated me on. Screw it, time to get up and move on, like it or not. As I headed out into the vast landscape in front of me, my mind was screaming for me to turn back to the oasis. I walked about a mile stopped and threw up. I started to tremble and for the first time I was scared, really scared. I knew what I was walking back into, and I lost my resolve to continue. I turned around and started running back to the comfort of the oasis. I stopped again and tried to think clearly.  There was no turning back and after some time I realized it was the only choices I really had. Turning around again, I headed back into my nightmare, I called hell. I had lost track of time, and I wasn’t sure if it was day six or seven. All that matters is that I am still alive and have water. The experts say you can live a long time without food, but not long without water. 
The hat I made from the plastic bags worked wonders. It was a little awkward but on the other hand did a great job keeping my head nice and cool. 
                                                                                                                                                                                                      Later that afternoon I was walking along and in deep thought, when I looked up and saw the two large, green, and pink boulders about fifteen maybe twenty miles ahead. It is hard to judge distance in the desert, but I think it was about that far, not much more than that. I thought I could walk four or five miles a day, but not much more. I was still week from lack of food, and my feet constantly felt like they were burning. That would take me about four or five days to reach the boulders if everything went on schedule. Even with the water evaporating in the hot sun, I thought I had more than enough to make it to my destination. 

Why I was so hell bent on making it to the boulders, I wasn’t sure. I just had a gut feeling this is what I needed to do. The further I went the more it looked like a large door in front of the majestic green rock. Maybe I was crazy or just delirious from the hunger pains and the sun constantly beating  down on me but I continued walking mile after mile, somehow knowing this was the right choice that I was making.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                         

After four more grueling days, I was close enough to see that it really was a large door on the green rock. Everything was shimmering across the desert, and my eyes were sore and blurry from constancy rubbing, but yes it was a door that I was sure of. Intrigued and excited I started to run, but that didn’t last long (big mistake), and I fell face first, into that dam hot sand. I tried to stand up and felt woozy, my head started to spin, and I passed out. I don’t know how long I lay there, but when I came to it was already starting to cool off.  As I rose to my feet, I thought I heard soft music way off in the distance. Damn it when I fell two of the trash bags ripped open and they were completely empty. Shit, you idiot you are in for it now. I had one bag left and that one had the least amount of water. I knew I had be strong and continue on and hope for the best, what else could I do?
                                                                                                                                                                                                                  I didn’t mind walking at night; yes, it was cold, but much better than the blowing sand and the heat in the daytime. The nights were calmer, and the sky was ablaze with millions, and millions of stars twinkling in the sky. It was amazing to see the moon so incredibly big and bright, so bright, I could see almost as good as the daytime.                                                                                                              How many people on this planet realize or take the time to even look up and see all the beauty that God has created and blessed us with.

Sometime in the middle of the night the wind started to blow, not hard, but steady, it was almost like the winds you get in California, I think they call them Santana winds. A little while later I thought I heard that same music as before but this time  it sounded like men singing way off in the distance I had heard that music before, but I wasn’t sure, when, or where. The music lasted late into the night, and it sounded like the wind blowing through the palm trees but also men and woman humming.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                              
                                                                                                                                                                                                                  The next morning was another hot and windy day and the little water that I had left didn’t last long, and once again my head pounded and my lips were cracking, craving anything cold and wet. I trudged along for what seemed like hours, but as I looked back, I realized, I had only traveled a short distance. My legs were so week, they kept cramping up. I had to stop every couple minute to catch my breath, but I continued on and on. I thought this was the end, but I keep moving towards the doors, even if I had to crawl all the way. 

Stopping, I sat down to take a rest. Suddenly a vision came to me, a vision so real I, got on my feet, and started to walk again. I saw my children and grandchildren crying at my funeral, that scared the hell out of me.                        
                                                                                                                                                                                                                 
AT this point the landscape changes back to large boulders and palm trees. The canyons were deeper and harder to negotiate. Looking ahead I realize, I had walked into a box canon, no way up or out. Looking around I could see a trail and what looked like the mouth of a small cave. When I reached it, I went down on my hands and knees and looked in. I could only see a short distance and then total darkness. Taking a deep breath and gathering up all the courage I could muster, l crawled deep into the tunnel and the further I went the smaller it got. (Being extremely claustrophobic) I panicked and started to back out) and then I heard what sounded like a voice, talking in a soothing calming voice, saying keep coming forward, keep coming you will be all right. Taking a deep breath and praying, I continued forward until I squeezed out into the sunshine, what a relief. (Wouldn’t do that again,)                                                                                                                                                                                                                                             Looking around I could see the green door about a mile away and I decided that I would concentrate on that door and nothing else. I had a feeling that was my only option. I was still looking ahead when I saw a sight that made me stop and stare in disbelief. Over the green door was the most beautiful rainbow I had ever seen in my life, all the incredible colors, but the bands of colors were much wider and what was more remarkable, the rainbow glowing just over the door, was only thirty to forty-foot-high and the arch was sixty feet long, not much more. I stood there for the longest time spellbound. The rainbow seemed to glow brighter, so bright I had to close my eyes. When I had the courage to open them the rainbow was gone. Time to find more water. ????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????                                                         

That night my mind was reeling from all I had seen and heard and about the great adventure we were about to take in the morning. The next day we got an early start, the horses packed with all our gear were moving back and forth like they were anxious to get gonging. Heading up the trail I kept wondering why we were walking instead of riding, they had plenty of horses to go around. Walking was exceedingly difficult and even though I had been hiking many times in the past this was challenging to say the least. I had to stop many times, but the chief never seemed to tire, so on and on we went until late in the afternoon. Running bear stopped and pointed up. Way above us was the most incredible water fall with the same rainbow that I saw over the green rock days ago or was that weeks ago? As we approach the falls the chief took a trail that led us behind the waterfalls. Behind the falls was a long tunnel that ran for a mile or so under the mountain.   I was excited to be taking this journey with the Indians. I felt happy and safe being with them and they seem to enjoy my company.  They tried to teach me their names, but every time I tried, they would start laughing.  there was tall tree, running bear and light foot. Those were the only names I could say and remember. Tall tree had a great sense of humor and got a lot of pleasure playing tricks on us, it gave him much joy and his laughter was contagious. Running bear didn’t seem to mind when we were goofing around, in fact I saw him smiling and shaking his head like he was enjoying the friendships we were making. Playing games made the time pass quickly and before I knew it, we reached the end of the tunnel. When we came out it was just starting to get dark. The moon lit up the trail and we continued till we came to four large tepees. I was surprise to see that all the elders were waiting for us and waved as we approached. Tall tree told me to follow him and we went into one of the tents. The other bucks were sitting around the fire and stood up and greeted us. Sitting back down, tall tree began talking. He said that the elders would be coming to hold council with fighting wolf. Just at that moment running bear and the elders walked into the teepee. Immediately tall tree and the others stood up and walker outside. Running bear told me that he was there to help me understand the power that the Indians were giving me and why.                                                                                                                            
????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                       At this point I was having so much trouble with the sand blowing into my eyes that it was difficult trying to distinguish between what was real and what wasn’t.                                                                                                                                                                                      

Coming over a hill I spotted an old man sitting by a palm tree, eating a pizza, with a large, mean looking dog by his side. As I approached them, my stomach turned over at the sight and, smell, of the pizza. When I reached down to grab a piece, the old man reaches up and smacked my hand away, hard. Reaching over a second time his dog jumped up and tried to bite me. This crazy guy was laughing, clapping, and yelling his fool head off telling the dog to get me. I went into a rage and started to yell and scream at him, kicking sand in his face. Suddenly I realized that I was kicking sand at a pile of rocks. After that I started to hallucinate constantly. The further I went the more I craved food and water, it was driving me mad.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                          

I tried to think of the last time I ate anything and what it was. I remembered that I had been at my daughter’s house for dinner, and we were having spaghetti and meat balls. Oh, just thinking about it made me go wild with hunger. I was telling myself to think about something else, when I glanced up, and saw a large bowl of meat balls, with a tall glass of milk siting on a flat rock right in front of me. I ran right past the imaginary food without looking back. Around the next bend was the same bowl of meat balls, same glass of milk sitting there.I was mad as hell and picked up the first rock I could get my hands on and toss it straight at the bowl. The bowl smashed into a million pieces, and the meat balls went flying all over the place. What? I reached for the glass of milk, and the glass was cold to the touch. I drank the whole glass down in one gulp. In all my life, I have never tasted anything so sweet and wonderful. Picking up one of the meat balls I brushed the sand off, the best I could and swallowed it whole. Turning around I ran back and found the other bowl of meat balls and milk still there. I didn’t waste any time and devoured the remaining meat balls. Sitting there drinking the cold creamy milk I felt so content and relived but then I wondered what just happened. Was this a dream? But I knew it was real, I was still licking the red sauce of my fingers.
 
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                            
Three more days went by and once again I found the hunger rise in my stomach, like a raging fire. I kept wondering why the door was still so far away, as I moved on it seemed to move farther away. I continued struggled ahead but the hunger consumed my every thought. I slumped to the ground; the sand was like sitting on a raging fire. I heard the Same voice saying don’t give up, be strong, I am here beside you. It is amazing how much pain and suffering the body can endure and be able to continue. Somehow, I managed to struggle to my feet. On and on I went pushing myself, but my head started to spin, and I fell against a boulder. Holding on for dear life I felt something against my finger, I thought my eyes were playing tricks with me again and I just keep looking at the sight on the rock in front of me not believing it was real. There right by my hand was the largest, yellowest most beautiful banana I have ever seen. I reached over grabbed it and sure enough it was real. I turned around and leaned against the rock and just as I started to peal it, a shadow  appeared on the ground right in front of me. Looking up I saw a sight that made me shake all over and I drop the banana. I started to run but my legs could barely keep me up. I was looking at the most incredible man I have ever seen in my life. It is hard to describe him, he like a mirage. He was standing off to one side of me, and his feet were about six inches above the ground. 

His eyes were so big and beautiful with kindness shining from them. He had what looked like a Mohawk haircut and he was smiling at me with a look that was so kind and loving it made my heart sore with happiness and relief. He was extending his hand out to me, but I just froze. I blinked my eyes several times and when I finial had the courage, I looked up and he was holding his right hand up as to say hi, but again I just stood there and this time I really freaked out, his, hand was missing three fingers. I don’t know how long I was out but when I came to it was dark and cold. At this point I wasn’t sure what was real, and what wasn’t. I knew I was coming to the end of my journey. I continued to walk and stumbling on and on hoping for the best but expecting more misery.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                      
                                                                                                                                                                                                  Sometime in the afternoon I came over a rise and the scenery became much different than anything I had experienced before. It was much hotter and quieter, and the sand had a bright yellow glow about it. I reached down and picked up a hand full and to my surprise it was cool to the touch and heavier than the sand that I experienced before. I glanced down, and my fingers were glowing, not yellow like I would have expected, but a dark green just on my fingertips. 

Suddenly right before my eyes my fingers tips completely disappeared. I freaked out, reaching over with my other hand, I could feel my fingers tips but not see them. When I finally regained my composure, I was in a daze not knowing what was happing to me. Standing up I kept my eyes closed and raised my hand to the side of my face. Not darning to look, I ran my fingers across my cheek and a sense of relief flooded over me.  I felt All my fingers caressing my face. When I finally opened my eyes, I saw that three of my fingers were still invisible. I walked on into my nightmare sobbing.                                                                                                                                                                       

Still, it made me wonder about seeing the hand of my imaginary friend and his three missing fingers and what was that supposed to mean? Was there something I was missing? Even though I had only seen him a short time, I felt a kinship toward him. Every few minutes I would check my hand, I could feel my fingers were still there. They didn’t hurt, it, just scared the hell out of me not being able to see them. I took the rag I used to wipe the sweat of my face and tied it around my hand. I felt much better with it covered up. As I continued to walk along something dawned on me. Why did just my fingertips disappear and not my whole hand that was covered in sand too? Also, why don’t my shoes disappear, they were covered in the same sand?  Moving straight ahead, I could see the strange green rock about a half a mile away. Again, and again I kept undraping the cloth around my hand hoping that I would see my fingers, but I finally gave up looking, it was too depressing, and I needed to stay focus on what laid ahead.


 As I drew closer to the door, my mind kept going over and over on something that I was missing, but what? What was going on? Was I delirious from the sun beating on my head all this time? I was about to give up when it hit me like a light turning on. Maybe it was the thirst creeping up in my throat, but suddenly I knew what I was trying to think off.  The other day, when I through about the plate of meat balls and milk, they were real, all I did was conger up the thought and presto, they appeared right in front of me like magic. What if I thought of something, like a big, tall, cold, glass of beer and a delicious hamburger with all the trimmings. I closed my eyes and with every ounce of my being, I thought of that foaming glass of beer and my juicy hamburger with lots and lots of trimmings. I could almost taste it, like if I thought hard enough it would appear right in front of me. when I open my eyes, I was so disappointed I wanted to cry, no cold beer, no hamburger, just rocks and sand. What a letdown, I really believed that when I opened my eyes, they were going to be there right in front of me. I closed my eyes and tried again and again with the same results. I was so discouraged, I fell to the ground not wanting to go on, just lying there in the sand hoping this nightmare would end. I am not sure how long I laid there trying to understand what was happening.  I was struggling, to get back up on my feet when off in the distance I thought I heard someone laughing and shouting. Rising slowly  I continued staggering along. Coming around a bend in the trail, I saw several children way off in the distance under a huge tree running and playing and behind the tree was a big beautiful red tent blowing in the wind. As I came closer, I could see a long table outside the tent covered with a white tablecloth and piled high with flowers and food from one end to the other. Seating around the great table, people were laughing, talking, and waving at me to join them. I walked toward them slowly not sure what I was seeing or what to expect. A lady came out of the tent, running toward me smiling and waving, telling me to come. She was dressed all in black, which seemed strange out here in the desert, and as I followed her to the tent, I kept thinking that I had seen her someplace before. Walking into the tent I was surprised to see people sitting around another large table and they too were all dressed in black from head to toe. Some of them stood up and were clapping and yelling my name, Dickie, over and over, I hadn’t been called by that name since I was a little boy. Looking around the tent I saw something that made me stop in my tracks and take a second look. Everyone in the tent was a relative of mine that had died, some, many years ago. There was a large birthday cake in the center, and everyone was singing songs. My father and mother in laws, all my aunts and uncles, even little children that died long ago were there. My old teachers and all my buddies that I had grown up with were smiling and waving to me. It was like watching an old movie from my childhood. There were the pierces brothers bob and Eddie, both died when they were teenagers. Bob was killed in a car crash with his girlfriend and his brother Ed died less than a year later. The three St George sister’s coral, bunny, and June were all there. Even my old dog Trixie, was jumping and barking, just like it was yesterday. I ran out of the tent into the desert, yelling like a crazy man. They came running after me laughing, hooting, and having a great time. I fell to my knees, staring at the sight before me. Joining hands they made a large circle around me, singing and dancing. Around and around, they went until they started to look like ghost. I sat there in disbelief and spellbound as I watched them slowly rise off the desert floor going higher and higher up into the sky till, they diapered out of sight. Suddenly, I felt so terribly alone and fell to my knees yelling for them to come back. Feeling something agents my cheek I look up and saw the most beautiful lady in a pink dress with the biggest, beautiful, blue eyes. She had my face in her hands and she was crying. She said something I didn’t understand, and, in an instance, she flew up into the sky and disappeared.  The tent was blowing in the wind and slowly it rose into the sky higher and higher till it dissapered.                                                                                                                                                                  
                                                                                                                                                                                                           
Once more I continued into the hot desert hoping that this nightmare would come to an end. Again, and again I fell on to the blazing sand and again I got to my feet knowing that if I were standing, there was hope that I would reach the doors. Stumbling along ,I finally dropped to the ground and passed out.                                                                                                                                                                                        I don’t know how long I was out, but when I came to, I heard a loud screeching noise overhead and when I looked up, I saw several large ugly vultures circling above and as they circled, they flew lower and lower. It looked like they were looking for a meal and suddenly I realized that meal was going to be me. My adrenaline kicked in and in one swift motion I jumped up and started to run, but they flew straight down at me. Grabbing a rock, I turned around and through it at them with all the strength I had left and to my surprised I hit one of the buggers and he crashed into the ground, hard. Suddenly it got back up and came charging straight at me. Quickly I grabbed another large bolder and this time as he charged, I smashed the rock down hard on his head. His head was hanging to one side, but he continued to come running straight at me. Holy crap this was one mean ass bird. The vultures above were making a racket like they were cheering him on, and a couple landed on the ground close by making sounds that sent chills up my spine. Grabbing another rock, I was ready but when I looked over the big bad ass bird was laying on his back with his legs thrashing in the air. Walking over I smashed him one more time, and he was finished. The birds flew back in the air and joined their buddies.                                                                                                                                                                                                                

They finally left after flying around a couple more times squawkinging there heads off. I was relieved to see them disappearing into the air and felt a sigh of relief. Making sure the great bird was dead, I drank some of his blood and as gross as that may sound, I was determined to survive no matter what it took. I must admit that was one big, crazed mean bird, but I wasn’t ready to be on his list of things to eat, not after everything I had been through.
	
Have you ever had a dream so real and vivid, but when you awake you can only remember bits and pieces and then it is gone? I had such a dream, something about a large red tent and a birthday cake. The mind is a funny thing, as hard as I tried, I couldn’t remember any more of that dream. My thoughts turned back to the doors, so I moved on.                                                                                                                                                                           

I hadn’t gone more than thirty feet when I saw something shiny in the distance.To my surprise and delight there was my tall, cold, glass of beer and my juicy hamburger with all the trimmings sitting on a rock waiting for me.I ran over, and, in my haste, I spilled half of the beer, but what was left tasted so good. I did a little gig; I was going to live. I felt like a king, sitting on top of a rock eating my wonderful, delicious hamburger. Onces more I had conjugate up another meal, but how was this possible. I couldn’t help but wonder who was going through all this trouble to keep me alive, but why it took so long for the food to materialize this time. It tasted wonderful and I wasn’t about to look a gift house in the mouth. I didn’t want to press my luck, but I knew that it wouldn’t be long before I would try to conger up another meal.                                                                                                                                                                 

I trudged along hour after hour thinking about my family and wondering how long it had been since I first left my car and started hiking. I tried not to think about that and how very stupide I was for getting myself in this mess in the first place. I needed to stay focused and positive as much as possible if I was going to have any chance of surviving. Day by day I said, day by day.
This was another hot windy afternoon and another day that I was sure that I was done for.
Moving up along a tight trail, between two rocks I heard a sound and looking to my left, I saw a very large rattle snake curled on a rock looking straight at me, pissed and ready to strike, with his mouth wide open, two large fangs dripping with venom, his head moving back and forth. I froze not daring to move, my whole body started to shake, everything seemed to be in slow motion, suddenly I could see snakes all around me, I had walked into a snake pit, and they were everywhere crawling straight toward me. Stopping in my tracks I waited for the first bite wondering, how fast I would die. I closed my eyes and again thought of my family. Opening my eyes, I saw the diamond back spring straight out at me and at that very moment I heard the humming and singing in the distance and time stood still. And then I heard that same calm voice singing a song so beautiful, it made me happy and sad at the same time. When I found the courage to open my eyes, the diamond back was suspended in midair, six inches from my arm, it was like he and the rest of the snakes were frozen in time. Everywhere I looked snakes were curled up ready to stright. I ran out of there, in something like a panic not even turning around’ Wow I thought, someone is defiantly watching over me. I finally got the courage to turn and when I looked back the snakes were still there, slithering around like nothing had happened.                                                 
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                   
I continued to walk for what seemed like hours, sweating and a little delirious. Finally, I looked up and behold, I was standing before the mysterious green door. It was much bigger than I thought it would be and set way back under the large rocks above and around it, but there was no way to get in. I walked around looking everywhere. That door was made to keep things out not to let things in. I was not about to give up after all I had been through, there must be a way in. I walked around for what seemed like hours, but to no avail. I sat down in the shade, under a large rock. If there was no way in then I knew I was finished, and even if I did get in there was no guarantee that there would be anything or anyone to help me. A while latter I got back on my feet, walked, up to the door. Frustrated I started kicking and pounding on the door as hard as I could. I have not walked all this time in this dam, miserable, blazing desert just to rot and die in this hellish place. I was determined to get inside. Once again, I pounded and kick, and yelling into the air I fell to the ground exhausted. After a short while, I heard that beautiful singing, it sounded like it was coming from the other side of the door. That same voice as before saying; don’t give up, it seemed so real and encouraging. Trying to think what to do next, I sat back down under a large rock; my brain felt like it was frying and laying in the shade I fell fast asleep.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                               

I keep going in and out of consciousness. When I finally came out of my stupor the wind was blowing slightly, just enough to cool things down. About two in the afternoon the wind started to kick up, and after half an hour it was starting to blow hard enough that the sand was covering everything. The wind blew even harder, sting my arms, legs, and face. Looking for shelter I moved to the left of the great green door holding on to the rocks. As I moved along, I tripped and went tumbling down end over end into a deep ravine. When I caught my breath, I was on my back looking straight up at several large palm trees overhead, I couldn’t believe my luck, I had stumbled into another oasis. Looking around I spotted the one thing I wanted most, water lots of beautiful, wet water. I managed to stand up, walk to the pool, and fell in face first. Instantly I felt my whole being surging with new life. I lay in the pool for the longest time just soaking in the wonderful feeling that I had not felt in days.                                                                                                                                                                           
Laying in the cool blue water, I wonder why I hadn’t noticed the oasis before.   Now that I think of it, I did see the top of the palm trees in the distances, when I first arrived at the front of the door. My mind was totally focused on getting inside of the great door and nothing else, besides the palm trees weren’t that tall and, mostly hidden in the ravine. Lying under the trees and hiding from the sun, I started to feel my strength coming back. The night came on quickly and the sky came alive. The Milky Way was right on top of me, with millions and millions of sparkling, shiny stars, so close I felt I could reach up and touch them. There was my full moon, so bright it was like the middle of the day. As I reached up, I saw something that made me jump for joy. My bandages had fallen off somewhere along the way and when I looked up at my hand my fingers were there, including the tips. I must have been hallucinating before or was I seeing things now? Over and over, I touched my fingers and looking down at them; I realized that I must have had heat stroke and imagined that they were gone. When I was out in the sun exposed with little water, I probably was seeing things. I was so relieved, I started to relax a little and take stock of my surrounding, one thing that seemed out of place and kind of strange were the palm trees. I could not put my finger on it, but something was different and kind of odd. I sat there for hours, looking around at the scenery but finally gave up. It was getting late, and I was so tired I fell fast asle. When I awoke, the sun was coming over the mountain tops, and a glorious, beautiful sunrise greeted me, I felt so alive. I felt something else, my stomach was making such a ruckus, growling, and turning over, boy was I hungry and all I could thing about was food. I remembered the meat balls milk and hamburger episode from the other day and felling a little smug and knowing I could have anything I wanted I conjured up a meal fit for a king. I will start with a great table, covered with all kinds of fruits and lots and lots of pancakes with, syrup and butter. And yes, I wanted another big cold glass of milk, I was drooling and started to go into an almost hypnotic state. When I opened my eyes, I looked around and all I could see were sand and palm trees, jumping to my feet I started to panic. I ran through the oasis but to my Utter disappointment there wasn’t a single morsel of food anywhere. Maybe there is a lesson in all of this, and I think that lesson is having faith and patience.

Hunger was setting in fast and the more I tried to conger up a meal, and it didn’t materialize, the more my stomach turned over with pain. I knew it would be just a matter of time until I would die in this hell hole. I never felt this alone and then I started to get mad. If there is a will there is a way and God will show me the way. How come I could conger up food sometimes and other times no? Was this a test? As I laid there, I felt my resolved leaving, and my strength fading away. I still had the water, and it gave me some comfort knowing it was close by.                                                                                                                                                                      

Later that day I felt a cool wind blowing across my face and I heard singing and chanting coming with the wind. It was that same voice lifting my spirit up, telling me not to give up and look around.  Look around at what? I was constantly drifting in and out of what seemed like a bad dream, only this dream was real.  When I awoke the third or fourth time, I willed myself to stay awake. I splashed water on my face and look around. Suddenly I realized what was different. Behind the palm trees were a cluster of much smaller (about six to eight feet tall) palms and they had a glow about them that wasen’t there yesterday I couldn’t believe I hadn’t notice that before. looking around and behind them, I saw a small cave about four feet high. On the ground leading into the tunnel was the same bright yellow sand that I had seen when my fingers dissapered. Fearing that if I touched the sand the same thing would happen as before, I gingelly placed one hand on the sand, pulled it back and waited. Ten minutes went by, and my fingers were still visible. Seeing this I dropped to my knees to get a better look and immediately I heard the singing and chanting, but this time much louder. My mind must be playing tricks on me, I could also smell food. I came alive with excitement and rushed head long into the cave trying to quail my fear. The smell of food dragged me on like a magnet. I crawled on and on to excited to stop and think what might be lurking ahead. As I moved along, the cave became larger and cooler. Starving and desperate the smell made me charge on. I finally reached the end of the tunnel and when I came out, I was standing on a ledge and the sight before me was unbelievable.

I was high on a cleft overlooking a valley far below me that stretched on and on for miles. It looked like a magnificent painting, so amazing I just stood there looking not believing what I was seeing. Before me was the most beautiful sight I have ever seen. There was a huge valley with a water fall hundreds of feet high cascading down and down into a great lake that stretcher out as far as the eye could see. A rainbow ran right across the falls with several large, beautiful birds flying around through the mist.  All along the great lake were horses and large herds of buffalo grazing on green grass, and dozens of teepees of all sizes on one sides of the great lake. They looked so small from where I stood. I didn’t see a single sole anywhere. In my excitement, I had forgotten about the food, but the smell came back and when I looking to my right, I saw a lager table covered with a white tablecloth and my pancakes piled high with syrup, butter, and my big cold glass of milk. Running as fast as my week legs would go, I tripped over a rock and fell head over heel down the mountain side. I was so week I didn’t have the strength to stop.  When I finally came to a halt, I was far below the table. Stunned but not hurt I was too tired to climb back up. I just laid there cursing myself for my stupidity. After a long rest I sat up and wonders of wonders my great pile of pancakes and milk were right in front of me. Rising very slowly I made my way to the table and gulped down the food like a mad man. I ate like there was no tomorrow. When I finished eating, my stomach began to rumble and hurt like hell. I tried to walk and fell to the ground. I was so exhausted I just laid there and fell into a deep sleep. I slept soundly all night and when I awoke it was late in the afternoon. Feeling like a new man I was ready for whatever the day would bring.  Even my bounce came back and walking up the hill I wondered about the events that took place the day before. Why did I get my wish for the food then and not before when I asked for it.? So many questions were running around in my head. And how come no ‘people but many horses and tepees? I said thanks for a wonderful meal, still confused but content. After a long walk back down the hill I came to the great lake. It was late in the afternoon when I spotted a trail that looked like it had been heavily traveled on over time. As I continued walking along, I had this feeling that I was being watched. I spun around several times, but I was alone as far as I could tell. Moving along the edge of the lake and looking across the water I could see a large tepee that by my estimate was at least too stories high. I thought I must be mistaken and that I was seeing things. There was a large bonfire off to one side and four or five large shadows moving slowly around the fire. Darkness was coming on, so I stopped for the night, not knowing what was ahead of me. I decided to spend the night where I was and would continue in the morning. when I awoke, I could hear something walking close to me. I was on my feet in a flash and right next to me was a large heard of buffaloes grazing. As scared as I was I walker calmly to the nearest bolder and climbed up on top. Looking out, I was in awe at how many buffaloes there really were. I could see for miles, and they stretched to the end of the valley.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                           

Intrigued by the tepee across the lake I decided to move to the water to get a better look. Climbing off the rock very carefully, I moved away from the intimidating buffaloes. As I came closer to the lake, I spotted several canoes along the water’s edge. I went to the smallest one I could find and with all the strength I could muster, I slowly maneuvered it into the water. Climbing into the canoe, I started to paddle for the other side of the lake, once again being pulled by some unknown forces that compelled me to keep going. Moving swiftly through the water and looking down, the water was so crystal clear, I could see all the way to the bottom. At that very moment I heard a loud noise that sounded like a wolf howling off in the distance. Bellow me swam every sea creature imaginable. There were dolphins, sharks, and large schools of fish everywhere. Not wanting to move on, I stayed there for a long time spellbound. I could see sting rays and giant turtles swimming together by the hundreds. At the very bottom was the white’s sand I had ever seen. Above the sand were sharks, big, beautiful fish of all sizes and color, swimming around in large circles. Everything looked so peaceful. Looking way down I could not comprehend or believe what I was seeing. Moving up from the bottom fast was a large gray whale. Before I knew what was happing, he shot straight up and landed with a mighty splash right next to me. I thought that any minute I was going to capsize but the little canoe stayed upright. The whale swam close and started to circle the canoe, looking into his eyes I wasn’t sure if he was just playing with me or what, but then he disappeared under the water.                                                                                                              
Just about the time I started to feel safe again I saw something way out in front busting out. 
of the water and coming straight at me. It was the dam monster with his mouth wide open. I grabbed the paddle and raising it above my head getting ready to strike. Just when it was about to hit me it dove under the canoe and shot up the other side. Swimming close by he flipped his great tail, and I was drenched. He swam away and look back at me as though he was really enjoying himself. He went, under once more and I never saw him again. I guess he really did want to play. 

Looking across the lake I was still in shock at the scenery, it was so picturesque that I just sat in the canoe for the longest time taking in all the beauty surrounding me. I began to paddle once more and in a short time I was all most across the lake. Stopping and trying to figure my next move, everything became quiet. I just sat there taking a break and enjoying the moment. Suddenly t out of nowhere the wind began to blow and the canoe started to moving backwoods. but before I had a chance to make any progress the wind became stronger, and I was being blown back to the other side. No matter how hard I paddled I was still moving backwards. Trying with all my might I just could not make any headway. By now my arms were aching and every muscle in my back was screaming with pain. Knowing that I couldn’t go on any further I started to turn the canoe around and let the wind take me back to the other side. No sooner had I began to turn I felt something hit under the canoe. Again, and again the sound of something banging into the bottom of the little canoe startled me. I thought the wale had returned to harass me once more but looking over the side, to my amazement and relief were several large dolphins pushing me along. Before I had a chance to realize what was happing the canoe was flying toward the tepees across the lake. Moving swiftly along, a sudden stillness came over the lake.  At once I heard singing coming across the water, wonderful, comforting singing that I heard out in the desert. And once again I hear the crying of the wolf echoing across the lake. It was so loud and long that it sent a shiver down my back. 
                                                                                                                                                                                                          Stopping abruptly a short distance from shore the dolphins came flying out of the water and standing straight up on their tails swam all around making clicking noises.                                                                                                                                                                       They dropped back into the water and swam till they were a short distance away. Then one turned around and came right up to the canoe, moving up out of the water he laid his head on the canoe and let me touch him. That was a moment that I will never forget. Joining his friends, they all came up out of the water on their tails and gave me one last goodbye.                                                                    

Stepping out on to the shore I looked around and way on one side of the trail were many tepees around the main tepees which was much larger than the others. Looking up I realize they were much further away and up a very steep mountain, higher than I originally thought. This hike would take most of the day to reach them. The mountain range on this side of the lake was much higher than any I had seen before. What I was looking at earlier was a large mountain of rocks shape just like a tepee. That seemed impossible but then again there were many shapes of rocks in the desert. When I was walking along, I saw rocks that looked like boats, houses and even people.                                                                          

Against my better judgment my curiosity got the best of me, straight as an arrow I headed for the tepees not thinking about the danger or the consequence or what might lie ahead. Halfway up I ran out of steam and stopped. Looking above me, I could see the same kind of terrain I had been walking in for the last several days. Lots of rocks, trails, and palm trees everywhere.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                With the little strength I had left I kept moving forward. I walked on and on, wondering where I was and how I ended up in this strange place. Going up higher and higher I came upon a deep gulley with a long trail going down one side and back up on the other side.  Something about this area seem out of place with the rest of the mountain, it was darker and had a strange coolness. Something told me to stop and think before I moved on. Just as I was about to take my first step forward I heard a noise above me and looking straight, up I saw an image of a man standing on top of a large rock. He was very tall and looked like a cloud moving back and forth, I could see right through him. He had his hand raised with his palm out as though he was telling me to stop. I hesitated and immediately felt the ground shaking and rumbling above me. All at once the whole side of the trail that I just started to walk up was coved in tons of boulders. One step sooner and I would have been crushed like a bug.  When things stopped shaking, I saw how close I came to the end. when the dust settled, I turned around and the man or the image had disappeared. I moved on to a trail that looked a lot safer. Nice thing about the desert, there was always a dozen trails to pick from.

The new trail I took went straight up the mountain and as I struggled along things immediately went from bad to impossible. The trail I was walking on suddenly disappeared and I found myself staring at a long bright red wall that looked man made. The wall was at least ten feet tall and ran in both directions as far as I could see. There was no way over or around.    
At first, I thought I was dreaming, it just wasn’t possible that someone could or would build a wall all the way up here and for what purpose? Then on top of everything else the weather changed in a heartbeat. It started to get dark fast, and it began to rain cats and dogs. It was raining so hard I couldn’t see two feet in front of me. Lightning began to flash across the sky and the rain came down in buckets. I needed to find shelter fast or I was done for. I turned my face toward the wall and hulled down on my hands and knees trying to shield my face from the driving rain. Something caught my eye and as I looked closer, I noticed that one of the stoned was a different color than the others and it had a slightly different shape to it. I reached down and touched it and suddenly, the stone started moving. Slowly it turned and was getting larger and rounder as it moved. Turning faster and faster the stone suddenly disappeared and before me was a tunnel and I could feel warm air rushing out. Oh no I thought, not another tunnel.

Summing up the courage, I took a big breath and crawled into the opening a short distance and saw nothing but darkness. The fear came in waves, stronger and stronger and I was out of that hole in a flash. I felt like this was going to be impossible, but I had to do this or else. I thought once again about my children. They would be in such turmoil and agony over the years wondering what happen to their dad. I told my kids many times that if I fell off my bike flying down a mountain or falling off a cliff hiking, that would be better than someday, someone changing my dippers. I meant ever word I said, but I would want to be found for my family’s sake.  We all are given one life and my choice is to take that life and shake it for all it it’s worth every day.  lotion.

I was determined to get to the other end of the tunnel, one way or the other. How could I do this I thought? Maybe if I work my way through in baby steps, after all, I not in any hurry. I know, I will close my eyes and crawl through. That was dumb, you can’t see in there anyway its pitch dark. I will go a little way and come back out before the fear gets bad. This way I can work my way in a little at a time. I really didn’t think it would work, but I was running out of options. Once more I entered the cave and this time, I made less progress then the first time. How can I conquer this? again and again, I tried, failing each time? Well at least I am out of the rain, and it was warm in here. I was exhausted and went to sleep.                                              

Waking the next morning, an idea hit me.About three years ago, I was in the hospital with colon cancer. They wanted me to have a cat scan to see how big the tumor was and where it was located. After that I would have chemo and radiation to shrink the tumor and then the operation to remove it. I never was scared about the whole procedure or even the operation. What scared the hell out of me was the cat scan, and it was a week away. When the time finally came, I was a wreck. I can’t say enough about the nurses and the wonderful care and consideration they gave me. We talked about my claustrophobia, and I didn’t hold back telling them how nervous and afraid I was. They had seen this many times and said if I freaked out to press the button and everything would stop immediately.  I tried with all my might but to no avail I didn’t last two minutes. I felt like I let them down but just the thought of being in that machine still gave me the shivers. I sat in the room looking around wondering what’s next. Do they hit me over the head with something to knock me out? I don’t take any kind of pills, not even an aspirin so that’s out. After a while, a nurse came in. She sat down and spoke slowly, stopping from time to time, giving me a chance to ask questions that I might have. She made it crystal clear that I needed the CAT scan, without it they couldn’t operate.                                                                                                                           

The door open, looking behind me, I saw the nurse that administered the cat scan. Huddling to one side, they were talking in low voices like they had a secret. After a while they seemed to agree on something and moved over to me. They said that because we lived in a small town there was only one cat scan available, but there was a hospital about thirty miles away that has a cat scan with a window along the one side, so you can look out. That was my best option, so an appointment was made for the next day. When I arrived at the hospital, all the fear came rushing back; I took a deep breath and tried to relax. To my surprise and great relief, this was completely different than the first time. Looking out the window. I saw trees, beautiful landscaping and people walking by. It still bothered me being closed inside but nothing like before. The machine made loud banging noises and the procedure lasted a long time but to my great relief it was not that bad. I walked out of that hospital on cloud nine. I did it. Boy oh boy was I happy. The operation was a complete success, and now my life was good again.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                       

Now for the moment of truth. Getting back down on my hands and knees, and summing all the courage I could muster, I started to move into the mouth of the cave, my heart was pounding with anticipation. I went in headfirst with my feet pointing out of the cave I held my breath and slowly moved backwards on my backside forcing myself to look up and out of the cave. The rain had stopped, and I could still see the palm trees and sun out at the end of the tunnel. It had the same effect as the window in the cat scan. I could not believe it; the claustrophobia was no longer terrifying but still a little disconcerting. I was still nervous, but seeing the outside gave me the confidence and courage to continue. I still worried that the cave would become smaller and tighter the further I went but I continued to press on. Looking behind me, I realized I was a lot further into the tunnel than I realized. Stopping to catch my breath, I said a silent prayer and moved on. After a while I came to a long curve, and I froze. What to do now?
 If I continued backwards and around the Conner, I might lose my line of sight on the outside, what then? I had to keep moving, I had no choice. Taking a dep breath, I continued to move along slowly, feeling with my hands behind me I maneuvered around the curve, and to my surprise, there was still a dim glow of light coming around the bend. Not much but enough to keep my monster in check.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                         
I noticed two things simultaneously, the cave slowly become higher and wider as I moved backwards. Also, I thought I heard what sound like running water. My hands and knees were hurting so bad that I had to stop and take a break.                                                                                                      

 After a short rest I sat up and the next thing I knew I was standing. I reached above my head and felt around, but no ceiling. After taking another short brake, I stumbled ahead on shaky legs, sore from cramped space. Once again, I heard that noise that sounded like water running.
 The further I went the louder it became. Continuing along, the light was disappearing fasts. I felt the claustrophobia rising like a monster inside me, the panic came back with a vengeance. Shaking uncontrollably, I fell to the ground. I wrapped my arms around myself and rooked back and forth. Closing my eyes, I tried to hide from the darkness. Forcing myself to regain control I got up and continued to move through the darkness one step at a time. I could only think of one thing, food. I had never been so hungry in all my life and believe me, I knew hunger growing up, but nothing like this. Before I could even conger up a meal, there was a strong smell of black roosted coffee. I reached down and felt around but there was nothing but sand. Crawling ahead on all fours the tunnel slope down considerably and a breeze of cool air blew across my face.  I decided to sit down and think things over before I continued. As I sat there, I realized that I had been so preoccupied with food that I hadn’t notices the dim light way off in the distance coming toward me and the smell of medicine. Slowly the light become brighter and brighter, and I could hear someone way off in the distances whispering, Dickey can you hear me? The voices sounded so familiar, but still, I was totally disorganized, and I keep drifting in and out, like a dream. I felt warm, comfortable, and happy but confused. I can hear people walking back and forth like everyone was in a hurry, then that smell again, stronger but still unrecognizable. I was moving fast, my eyes flutter open just a little, just long enough to see lights above me flashing by. Then the whispers again and I could feel myself being lifted and then everything became quite and still. All at once I realize that the smell is medicine. I see that strange light again way off at the end of a long tunnel, the light become brighter and brighter and finally my eye flutter opens just a little and I can hear a woman talking in a whisper saying, I think your dad is starting to come around.

Still in a haze, trying to understand what was happing, a big nurse walked into the room telling everyone to be quiet and settle down or she going to make them all leave. At once there is total silence. Looking around the room I see all my family gathered around me, everyone looking surprised and happy. Helping me to sit up in bed, the nurse lays a couple of pillows behind my back, gives me a sip of water and before leaving she says something to my sister Kathy and leaves the room. Kathy put her finger to her lips, whispering shh. You could hear a pin drop. Sure, like to have that nurse around when I was out in the desert struggling and fighting with those crazy vultures.                                                                                                                                                                                                         I can just see her chasing the big bad ass vaulters all over the desert floor yelling and scramming, telling them to be quiet.  

Ones again hugs and kisses and everyone starts taking at once. They were showing me newspaper articles about me being lost out in the desert. My son told me that they had even used helicopters and dozens of volunteers trying to find me but to no avail. Then last week a search and rescue team with over three hundred volunteers including the national guard were out looking for a family of five. They were out in the desert with their new camper and a fierce sandstorm caught them by surprise. They were stuck in the sand and no matter what the father did to free them; the tires just keep spinning deeper in the sand. After two weeks and running out of food and water he decided to leave and find help. The mother tried to stop him, but with his wife and three small children starving he had no choice.  The search party found his body too days later. They knew the camper was close by and located it that same day. The mother was going to leaving the next morning to seek help. The sandstorm had lasted three days and just about covered the camper, that is why no one could find it. On the way, back, a volunteer saw smoke on top of a large rock up on a hill. It seemed strange that a fire would be way out here, so a couple of volunteers walked up the hill to take a closer look and to their surprise they found a body wrapped in a large Indian blanket and more surprising the man under the blanket was still alive. That is how you were found dad, they all said at once. As they went on with the story, I was in shock to find out that I was lost out in the desert for more than a year. Everywhere I went people would stop me on the street and wanted to shake my hand and here all about my adventure in the desert and how brave I was. After telling the same story over and over for the umpteenth time I stopped going outside and stayed looked up in my house.                                                           

Everyone was calling it a miracle. At first, I was the amazing, miracle man that survived the hot Deseret for over a year and all the papers were clamoring to get an interview.  I even had offers to go on several talk shows but that didn’t last very long. For some reason that I could never understand I went from hero to con man or shyster overnight and some more colorful names that I won’t mention. I was amazed to see how fickle people can be. Even some of my good friends (I thought) started to avoid me. I couldn’t even imagine what they were thinking. I’ve known this one couple for years and they were avoiding me like I had the plague. Checking around I found out that some of the talk shows were bad mouthing me. They said that it was impossible that anyone could last that long out in the hot desert without food or water. That’s all it took and now my name was mud. As time went on my life became one long nightmare. It got to the point that I was afraid to talk to anyone. Why would they think I would make this up? Trying to sort things out, I realize that if I were in their shoes, I would probably be thinking the same thing. After all, how many people can survive for a year in the hot desert without water or food?
 Actual I was starting to doubt myself. Maybe it was time to leave town. If only I had some way to prove what l was saying. but how?       

Night after night I had the same confusing dream over and over. When I awoke in the morning, I was so frustrated, I could only remember one thing and it still didn’t make any senses at all. I heard someone whispering something over and over about a coat and sand. I didn’t have a clue, what that meant. This was getting old fast, I decided to take a sleeping pill before I went to bed that night. As I drifted off to dream land, I saw a sandstorm boiling up all around me. All at once there was a clearing like someone open a curtain and I saw a large shadow moving out of the storm coming straight at me. At first, I couldn’t see what it was, but as it approaches, I started to run but my legs wouldn’t move. I was frozen in time.

The next thing I knew an arm was around my shoulder and my fear disappeared at once. As I looked up, I was surprised and delighted to see the same Indian that saved me from the rock slide up in the mountains. He said only two words and disappeared. I woke in a cold sweat and trembling.   It took quite a while before I regained my composure and started to calm down. The next night more of the same, only this time the dream scares the living hell out of me. It was the hottest time of the afternoon, and my head was pounding from the blazing sun. There was a loud screech coming from above me high in the sky and before I realized what was happening, the dam vultures were back in full force and hungry as hell. As I bent over to pick up a rock, they were on top of me pecking and biting. I felt the blood on my face, the little bustards were eating me alive. I tried to protect my face but there were so many I didn’t have a chance. Roiling over and over I tried to fight them off, but they keep screeching and were back on top of me in a heartbeat, clawing my face to bits. Rolling over and over I trying to escape their relentless attack and suddenly I fell off a cleft and I was falling into a black void. I woke up in a start just before I hit bottom. I was so tired of all this craziness, talking out loud to myself, trying to make sense of all the horrible dreams I was having after coming back from the desert.                                                                                                                                                        
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                 
Realizing it was time to see a psychiatrist before I went out of my mind, I made an appoint for the next week.  Sitting in the doctor’s offices drinking a cup of coffee and waiting for my name to be called, I picked up a national geographic magazine and thumbing through, I turner the page and suddenly, I dropped the cup of coffee and just sat there in a daze looking at the picture in front of me. My heart was pounding in my chest, so hard I thought it would burst. A nurse came running over and asked if I was ok. When I didn’t answer the nurse yelled for the doctor. He came out of his offices told her to get me a glass of water. It took a minute for me to catch my breath and I finally said that I wasen.t feeling well. I made another appointment, and I went straight home still clutching the magazine. I walked into my bedroom and closed the door. Sitting on the bed I slowly opened the magazine and there it was, a full-page picture of running bear sitting on a beautiful white horse with his colorful war bonnet cascading down his back, and behind him was the vast desert and the large green door in all its glory. Suddenly it was like watching a movie and I was taken back in time to the tepee on the mountain and running bear telling me the secrets of the MAGIC IN THE SAND.                                                                                                      
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                        
I was back sitting in the large tepee, smoking the peace pipe and the chiefs were all listen to running bear speak.  He told me that when I was out in the desert, the reason I could conger up food and why I wasn’t bitten by the snakes was because of the sand. When I was lost in the desert the chiefs could see everything I did and decided that because of my courage and determination, they would watch over me and would honor me and give me the magic sand, that’s why I was still alive after all that time. He said the best part was when I returned home, I would still have the power that the magic holds but I would have to use it wisely and always in a good way. Only to help and never to hurt. You may use the magic for fun, like flying, going from one place to another in a blink of an eye with just a thought, becoming good at any sport and speaking all languages and much more. Almost anything you want as long as you are not hurting anyone and if you ever us this power in a bad way it will disappear immediately. When you get back you will remember everything when you see my picture in the magazine. Remember, all ways stop and think before you use the magic, for it is immensely powerful. Three more thing you need to know before you leave, take your fingers, and rub them together and you will see the magic work. When you are ready to take a trip into the future or the past, always set a time limit otherwise you might be locked in space for a long time, maybe forever. And most important of all, if you don’t know what to do or get into trouble call out, someone will always be there to help you. The chiefs stood up and one by one they gave me their blessings. Running bear pulled me over and told me to wait outside for him, he had one more thing he wanted to tell me before I left. After he finished talking to the chiefs, he walked out of the tent and approached me with an old Indian that I had never seen before. He was very weathered with long white hair that ran all the way down his back and the most piercing blue eyes I had ever seen. He had a scar running along the right side of his face and he walked with a noticeable limp. Running bear told me that his name was white cloud. He had been at Custer’s last stand when he was badly hurt when he was charging the soldiers and his horse was killed and rolled over on top of him. He told me that he was appointed by the chiefs to watch over me. If you ever need help, just call out his name and he will always be there for you. Running bear and the young bucks made a circle around me and started to chant and sing those wonderful songs I heard out in the desert when I was lost and afraid. Slowly everything started to fade away, but I could still hear running bear saying rub your fingers together and enjoy the power of the sand but be careful. One by one they slowly disappeared, and I was back in my bedroom holding the magazine, still in shock. I sat there till late in the night trying to remember all the things that running bear had said and trying to make sense of his words and meaning, rub your fingers together. For hours I sat on the bed rubbing my fingers together till they were raw and bleeding. For the life of me I just couldn’t understand what he meant.             

Finally, I laid down, went into a deep sleep, and found myself in a world of sand, blazing sun, and palm trees. I had a dream that there were Indians sitting outside the tepee beating their drums, singing, and chanting and at first it was like the songs didn’t make any sense. As I moved up the trail the chanting became louder and clear and all at once, I could make out the chanting, magic, magic, magic in the sand. Waking up and jumping out of bed I thought to myself, magic in the sand? I ran around the house looking everywhere, not even knowing for sure what I was looking for. Am I losing my mind or is there something I am missing; I was sure of one thing; I couldn’t continue this way much longer until I snapped? The next morning, I got out of bed and for some reason I felt a happiness I hadn’t felt in months. It was like someone had given me a happy pill. I felt so good I thought it might be time for me to start getting things cleaned up around the place, instead of sitting around doing nothing. Coming home from the hospital it had been hard for me to get moving, but this morning I felt alive for the first time in a long time. Throwing on my clothes I went straight to the garage, thinking that will be a good place to start. I pulled several large boxes down off a shelf. Ripping the tops open one by one, I spotted something that made me jump for joy. There before me sat the Indian blank that I was wrapped in when they found me out in the desert. I took the blanket into the kitchen and laid it out on the table, thankful that it hadn’t been thrown out with the trash. Going over to the sink, I wet a clean cloth and started to wipe off a couple dirty spots. I was surprised to find that it was in such good condition after all this time. The blanket was incredibly beautiful with large patches sewn together and, on each patch, there were very vivid and colorful pictures depicting the life of the Indians that lived long ago. The first one that caught my eye was a boy holding a bow and arrow and standing by his side was a tall Indian chief with a huge Indian bonnet, with colorful feathers cascading down his back. The next patch showed several bucks dancing around a tepee and the patch above had a picture of buffalo grazing by a glistening blue lake. It was amazing how much time, work and sweat must have gone into the making of this quilt. The blanket was at least six feet wide and ten foot long and very thick. No wonder I didn’t freeze on that ledge where the rescuers found me.There must have been over two dozen patches and probably hundreds of hours making them. 

Working my way around checking each patch closely, I came to one that looked strangely different, much bigger, and thicker than the rest. This patch showed a little Indian boy sitting on a rock with his hands over his eyes and all around was bright golden sand. There was something about the boy and the way he was covering his eyes that just didn’t look right but I couldn’t make out what it was. Reaching for my glasses I took a second look but still it was too small to make out. Grabbing my magnifying glass and looking closer, I saw something that made me stand up and look twice. When I finally regained my composure, I pulled myself back up to the counter, shaking uncontrollably. I could hardly hold the magnifying glass still, but there it was, his three fingertips were missing. I felt this had to be a sign for me to see.                                                                                                                                

Working my fingers slowly around the patch I felt for the stiches. Taking a sharp knife from the kitchen, I slowly cut open the stitches little by little until I had a small hole. Looking inside I could see something shining. I went into the kitchen and grabbed a large bowl and tilting the blanket sideways over the bowl my heart skipped a beat. Looking down my eyes were staring at the most incredible sight, sparkling golden SAND pouring from the hole into the bowl. Wow now I remember the dream I had last night, and everything started to make sense. Thinking back to running bears instructions, (rub your fingers together) I gingerly put one finger into the bowl, the sand felt cool to the touch. Pulling my finger out quickly, I sat down waiting for something to happen, not sure what to expect. I kept glancing at my hand but after a half an hour it was still the same, my finger was still there. Walking around to the other side of the kitchen, I uncorked a bottle of wine and poured a large glass, it was going to be a long day. I walked over and sat next to the bowl, just staring, unsure what to do next. Deep down I think I knew what the next step was, but I was afraid to go there. Maybe tomorrow or next week I will find the courage to make the decision but not today. I went into the kitchen, washed the sand from my finger and put the bowl and blanket back in the closet.                                                                                                         After many sleepless nights having one-night mare after the other I decided it was time to confront my demons once and for all. That night before going to bed I took a couple of sleeping pills and got everything ready for the next morning. I put the bowl right next to my bed on the dresser, hoping that would help me get started when I woke.
The next morning, I bounce out of bed excided and anticipating my trip out in the desert. This time I left nothing to chance and packed several bottles of water, bananas, sandwiches, and bags of dried fruits. Three hours later I turned off the main highway and on to a long dirt road winding up into the mountains. This was the same spot I had been to before, and I couldn’t believe that was over a year ago. Looking ahead I saw the palm trees and several cars parked under the trees for shade.                                                                      

Pulling up next to an oversized blue truck I stopped and began to unpack my gear. Even though it was only seven in the morning, there were quite a few hikers already moving up the trail heading to the top. I was surprised to see that many people this early in the morning, but they were probably trying to reach the top before it became blazingly hot. It didn’t take me long to past most of the slower hikers and in a short while I saw the first oasis. Along this trail there were seven oasis and the farther you climbed the more spectacular they were. When I reached the top, the view was incredible, you could see for miles in every direction. I was thinking of all the people sitting around doing nothing when they could be here enjoying this and getting exercise at the same time. I guess it is true what they say, different strokes for different folks.                                                                                                

Later in the day, taking a break, the trail became more and more packed with people coming in every direction. Walking along trying to distance myself from the crowds, I looked over to my right and there was a trail and not a sole on it. I could see why it was deserted; it was a trail made by the mountain goats over the years. That was just what I was looking for.  To put some distance between myself and the noisy hikers I moved over to the trail to examine it closer. It was very steep, but I knew I wouldn’t see many hikers on that trail. As soon I took my first step down, I started to trip and stumble, reaching for a bolder I grabbed hold and hanging on, I regained my footing. Thinking, maybe this wasn’t such a good idea after all I turned around and started back. looking up all I could see were people everywhere, making so much noise that I turned back down the trail, this was a little more dangerous but much better than fighting that mob. I came here for some peace and quiet, so I moved on down the mountain, slowly. I am not sure why I came back to the desert or what I was hoping to find but whatever it was I felt it was out there somewhere.                                                                                        
.
Getting dark fast I stopped, laid all my gear out and proceeded to pitch my tent. Off in the distance lightning flashed across the darkening sky. Moving inside I climbed into my sleeping bag, warm and cozy, I was fast asleep in no time. In the middle of the night nature called. Crawling out of my sleeping bag into the cold night, the lighting was still flashing and lit up the desert like it was the middle of the day. The lighting flashed over and over; the thunder cracked across the night sky. I could hear a rumbling sound way off in the distance. At first, I thought it might be a heard of long horn mountain goats running, scared by all the lighting but the ground continued to shake, and the noise became louder. Just as I looked up the lighting flashed and the whole night lit up like the fourth of July. To my horror I could see a huge wall of water rushed down the gulley straight toward me. Running back to my tent I reached for my backpack. Running up the bank I fell hard against the ground barley escaping the rushing water                                                                                       

Looking back all, I saw was a mountain of water, rushing down the gulley taking the tent and everything else with it. I was so relieved that I managed to grab my backpack, would have been lost without it. Moving out the next morning I realized just how bad the flooding really was and what a bad spot I had picked to pitch my tent, right smack in the middle of a gulley. The flood had washed boulders the size of cars down the mountain. looking around I knew just how close I came to ending my trip.                                                                                                                                                          I read somewhere that there could be a storm many miles away in the desert and hikers didn’t realize what was happing until the water was rushing toward would be caught by surprised and drowned. Sometime in life we learn hard lessons and that was defiantly one of them.                                                                                     

 I walked along the valley for a mile or too, hoping I might find something left of my tent and sleeping bag, but the desert floor was washed clean by the flood. This was a totally different desert than I had remembered hiking last year and the trails seemed to cut off in many different directions with many larger boulders to climb over. Maybe I should have been paying more attention to where I was walking, but I tripped over a rock and went flying into space. When I opened my eyes, I looked up and soon realized I had fallen into a crevasse. As soon as I tried to stand up my leg buckled under me. I sat there dazed wondering what had happened.                                                                      Looking around I noticed a path going up a steep trail. Crawling on all fours I managed to make it up and out.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                      Immediately the wind started to blow and way off in the distance I heard the same beautiful music that saved me before and I knew that running bear was close by. Sure, enough coming over a hill, I saw not only running bear but the whole tribe. Running out in front fast toward me were the young bucks, jumping and yelling. 
Onces, they reached me they looked at me in a strange way and their demeanor changed immediately. Walking back to the tepees I had a bad feeling, not sure why, but something was different. Even running bear shot me a glance that made my blood run cold. Getting close to the tepees I saw what looked like a body lying on the ground, not moving. The Indians were walking around the man and going into the large tepee. Moving closer I could see that the man was white and had an arrow sticking out of his side.                                 
Moving closer to running bear I caught his eye and whispered what’s wrong, hoping it was my imagination, but he turned his back to me and walked into the large tepee, not saying a word. Afraid and somewhat in a panic I thought maybe I should make a run for it, but they would catch me easily, besides I really had no idea what was going on, I thought maybe I was just being paranoid, after all they treated me like a brother not that long ago. Inside running bear was sitting and talking to the other chiefs in a low voice and as I walked in three large Indians stood in my way not allowing me to enter the center of the tepee. Not wanting to press my luck I moved back a couple of steps. I could feel the sweet running down the back of my neck and my legs felt week. I stood there for the longest time wondering what they were saying and why it was taking so long, now I was really getting scared. What the hell is going on, I just didn’t understand, after all I thought I was part of the family, and they were like my brothers. What could I have done to make them so angry and indifferent to me?                                                                     Looking outside the tepee and up the trail I could see more tribes were coming into the valley and walking toward the gathering, this must be something very important and the more they talked the more I worried. All at once there was total silence. Running bear motion for me to come forward. With shaking legs, I moved into the middle of the circle. I guess this great chief was given the responsibility to deal out my punishment whatever that was. I wasn’t allowed to sit in the council circle, instead I was made to set on the floor with my back away from the chiefs. Running bear moved around to face me, and, in that moment, I felt my fate was about to be sealed. He Stood there for the longest time, looking straight into my eyes getting ready to tell me something but when he finally spoke, I didn’t understand what he was saying. 

Suddenly, I was jerked violently up and thrown headfirst out of the tepee hitting the ground hard. The whole place went wild. The Indians were whooping and hollering and shooting their guns in the air, to make matters worse the children and old woman started to hit me with sticks, and no one tried to intervene. Falling to the ground the beating stopped immediately and someone laid a blanket over me.                                                                                                                                                      

The sun was going down, and darkness came on fast. When I awoke in the morning people were milling around.  About noon too of the young bucks came down the hill and sat next to me. They had been given permission to speak to me from running bear the chief of all the nations.                                                                                
                                                                                                                                                                                              
Tall tree spoke first in a low voice, trying to keep calm and this scared me even more. He started out by telling me the chiefs were mad at me because they felt they had given me a sacred gift that no other white man processed, and you were to much of a coward to use it. I started to speak but tall tree held up his hand and I went silent. He continued to tell me that the real reason I was being treated this way was because three moons ago several old men, woman and children were butchered by the white soldiers while the men were out hunting. Now every white man including me, where there sworn enemy, and they were on the war path to seek revenge.                                                                                                                                                                                                         

The young bucks stood up, took me to an open field and to my horror I was tied to a stake and left to fry in the hot sun. They both gave me a sad look and walked away. How could this be happing? I sat in the boiling sun all day, praying the night would come quickly. Darkness finally came. In the middle of the night, I saw too shadows crawling through the grass and at first, I thought they were dogs. Hearing a whisper, be quiet, I knew right away it was tall tree and I could feel him untying the ropes. I was lifter up and told not to make a sound. we walked up a hill very quickly and only when we were up the trail and down the other side of the mountain, did we stop to rest and talk. It was long arrow and tall tree, I knew right away they were going to set me free but before they did, they wanted to explain what happen and why I was treated so badly. Apparently, there was much more going on in their village then running bear let on.                                                                         

We were told by running bear to set you free. When morning comes, and when you are missing, they will send out three of their fastest runners. These bucks are trained to run many miles without resting. Long arrow told me that when I run, to run steady but not fast. You can run much longer and further without stooping if you run a steady pace. Remember you are running for your life, if your caught you will die, and not in a good way. Two of the buck’s children were among the Indians massacred. When I heard that the hairs went up on the back of mt neck. I was given a pouch with water and food. Before anything else was said they disappeared into the night, and I sat alone wondering what to do next.                                      
I knew I wasn’t going to last long but at least I was still alive and with food and water, maybe there was some hope. I was so grateful that they took the chances to help me but what would happen to them? Then it dawned on me that I had better start getting as much distance from here as quickly as possible and running down the trail I never looked back.
                      
Running through the night I tried to remember all the things tall tree told me, breathe easy, run steady and most important, if your caught you will die. I was certain that if I were caught, my death would be slow, maybe skinned alive or staked down on an ant hill. That thought had me running at a good pace most of the night. They were right, you can run for hours if you keep a slow steady pace. It was still night, but with enough moon light to see a short distance. Ahead Was a trail going straight up a mountain. This was just what I wanted.
I thought if I got to the top fast, I could look around to see if they were behind me. Running up the hill I made a big mistake and in a short time I was gasping for air. Looking up the trail I could see I still had a long way to go. I pulled out my inhaler and took a long hard puff hoping this would help but a short time later I was bent over coughing and wheezing. Sitting down I opened the pouch, took out an apple and just as I was about to take a bite, I spotted something moving way down in the valley far below me. Thinking I was seeing things, I took another look down and all I could see was rocks and palm trees. Relived, I stood up and just as I was about to continued, I looked back one more time and there the three bucks were coming over a hill about a half a mile away. How can that be possible, I had such a big head start on them and I never stopped running most of the night. Someone must have woken in the night, saw that I was gone and sent out an alarm. Breathing hard and climbing fast it didn’t take long before I had to rest again. I could hardly believe it when I looked back down, they were running up the trail I was on. My adrenaline kicked in and I flew up the mountain running for my life. Coming around a sharp turn, the trail ended.I  went flying straight off the mountain into thin air. Looking down, the desert floor was coming up fast. Just before hitting the ground, I woke up in a cold sweat shaking all over. I sat up all night. too afraid to fall asleep, trying to remember the dream and what little I did remember didn’t make any sense One of these nightmares will be the death of me yet.

When the sun finally came up, I crawled out bed complete drained. I took a long shower and made a cup of coffee. There is that old saying, a man must do what a man must do. It was time for me to make a move and I knew just what I had to do. After four cups of coffee and three hours later I picked up the bowl off the bedroom dresser and went into the garage. 

Holding the bow, I held my breath. Reaching in with my right hand I slowly ran my fingers through the golden sand, rubbing a small amount between my fingers. Not daring to move I waited but nothing happened. I tried again with the same results. Are you kidding me, after all the time and sweat I have gone through this is what I get? Taking the bowl to the kitchen, I walk over to the trash can and toss the bowl sand and all into the garbage.                                                                                                               

Sitting at the kitchen table drinking my umpteenth cup of coffee, wondering what to do my mind was blank, and I just sat there in a daze. 
 All at once something dawned on me and walking over to the trash can I reached down and picking up a little sand between my thumb and my index finger I rubbed my fingers together. Holding my breath, I thought, I want to be at tommy Bahamas restaurant in palm springs. In a flash I was flying through a long dark tunnel going like a bat out of hell. I didn’t feel any pain just the sensation of moving very fast. Suddenly thing came to a standstill, and when I opened my eyes, I was sitting on a stool and a bartender was staring straight at me.
Looking puzzled, he asked if I was all right. Nodding my head yes, he gave me a funny look, turning around he went back to work. Getting up I walked to the men’s room and into a stall. Wow, my mind was spinning with excitement. Over and over, I kept saying palm springs, palm springs. I am in palm spring, yippie I shouted. 
I was beside myself with joy and excitement feeling like I had just won the lottery and even better than that I was still alive. 

Walking back to the bar and feeling like I was floating on air I went out on the veranda. I was ecstatic looking down at all the people walking along the street, shopping, and milling around. I could hardly contain myself, I wanted to shout, hay look at me I can fly. The sun was shining, and I felt like a million bucks.
I walked back to the bar and sat down. I could see the bar tender and he kept looking my way with a funny look on his face. Occasionally, he would glance at me, looked puzzled and shake his head. I know, he probably was working at that very spot when I appeared and presto there I sat, no wonder he seemed so startled and confused. Must think ahead and be more careful in the future. Going downstairs and mingling with the crowd I felt so alive and giggly. I walked around all day enjoying the warm sun and knowing that I had a secret so profound no one would believe me even if I told them.   

Now it was time to go home and in all my excitement I hadn’t thought much about going back. Oh, what do I do now and how do I do it? I felt a lump in my throat and my hands were shaking. Fearing the unknown and not knowing what to do next,
I started to panic. I heard the word trust going over and over in my head. Taking a leap of faith, I started to rub my fingers together and said out loud, home. Onces again I was flying through the dark tunnel, holding on for dear life. I was back home in a flash, sitting at the kitchen table with my coffee. Now my mind was going a million miles an hour thinking off all the possibility I had at my fingertips. They were endless, and I had a long bucket list. First i wanted to see my old neighborhood and the gang I ran around with when we were kids, we were as tight as thief’s and all way’s finding ways of getting into trouble, even with all the turmoil, they were wonderful years. 
Reaching for another cup of coffee I sat down with pen and paper. The very first thing I wanted, was to hike in Italy. But before I did that, I needed to know exactly what I was up against, or I just might end up in the middle of a jungle or worst the middle of a war.
I must think things out carefully and not just go around willy-nilly or I might end up in God knows where. Time to do some serious research, I didn’t want another (bartender episode.) I bet he still looking around and scratching his head, poor guy.


First things first. Thinking I must go very slowly and make sure I knew what to expect of my new-found power and how to control it, I would experiment right in my own back yard. That way if anything went wrong at least I would be close to home and help.
Standing in front of the sliding glass door I took a big gulp. Thinking, I want to walk through this glass door, in a split second I was standing on my patio Wow”                                                                                                   
I went into my garage and walked over to my dumbbells that weighed between ten pounds all the way up to one hundred.  I never could lift more than seventy pounds over my head and that was a real struggle. I want to have the strength of ten men I thought. I reached over to pick up the one-hundred-pound dumbbell, when I had an idea. Turning around I grabbed the bumper of my car and lifted the back clean off the ground with one jerk. Who needs a dumbbell when you have the strength of ten men and there is a car handy?
Now my mind was spinning with possibilities and the one thing I was obsessed with even when I was a boy was what it would be like to fly. I had so many dreams when I was young of running, flapping my arms and taking off and soring over the school yard looking down at all the kids yelling and waving at me. Thinking that this might be the day, I went to my back yard, holding my arms straight out I said I want to fly. Nothing happened. A little surprised and disappointed I repeated I want to fly and again nothing. Looking down my feet were planted flat on the ground. Maybe there are some things that even the (magic in the sand can’t do). I was so disappointed, all this experimenting and excitement left me tired. I laid down on the couch and was asleep in no time. 


Waking in the morning, I looked at the clock and it was almost one in the afternoon. I haven’t slept that late sense I was a teenager. Fixing my first cup of coffee I walked outside and sat down on the lawn chair.it was such a beautiful day, the birds were flying around singing their songs. A bird landed on the grass in front of me, reaching down, pulled a big fat worm from the grass and flew up into his nest. I could see his head bobbing up and down as he fed his little babies. Looking over something caught my eye but whatever it was it didn’t register at first. Looking again at the tree I could see that there was a huge branch bending out and over the yard. This was the exact spot that I was standing under when I tried to fly yesterday. You don’t suppose---- walking over I looked up and the branch was right above me. Rubbing the sand between my fingers I walked away from the tree and put my hands out and said I want to fly. Shooting straight up with my arms out I was flying like the birds all around me. (This magic must have a safety device to protect me from hurting myself otherwise I would have smashed into the branch above my head when I first tried to fly. This was magical and a little scary but after a while I got the hang of it. Laughing and hooting I thought this is how the write brothers must have felt when they took their first flight. Flying over the trees and houses I looked down and saw people everywhere pointing up at me and shouting. I turned around and started back to my house but some of them were running and trying to follow me.                                                                               

I shot straight up into the clouds and stayed there till night fall. I knew that I had to protect this secret, if anyone found out who I was that would be the end. Not taken any chances I flew above an open field and landed next to a dirt road. Walking home in the dark I did a lot of thinking. Some people would kill to know my secret.
The next morning, I walked outside and picked up my morning paper and there it was in big red letters----man spotted flying over town. One couple said he was wearing a red cape and even offered them a ride. Another lady told how he picked her up in his arms and took her to his secret hiding place, but when asked where, she couldn’t remember how they got there because he flew so high.  A rich businessman offered anyone with information ten thousand dollars for his capture. (For his capture,) that really scared me and made me wake up to how crazy this would get if they found out who I was.

It was a long time before things settled down and I could relax a little. Most of the time I stated at home, but when I did go out to buy groceries, I felt paranoid, like people were watching me. Wait, what am I thinking? I will become invisible and go to town and find out for myself what is really happing. Rubbing sand between my finger, I immediately became invisible and heading to town, I thought of the perfect place to hear gossip, it was Friday, and the local beauty shop was a beehive of woman getting beauty treatment, you name it, hair coloring, nails, waxing, and over in one Conner sat four ladies getting their nails done. Listing intently, I heard about everything and everyone in town but nothing about the flying man. I found out that the mayor was having a fling and his wife was leaving him, but not a single word mentioning about the flying man. I never realized how much fun woman have when they get together laughing and carrying on. Leaving the beauty pallor, I decided to try the men’s Barbara shop around the Conner. It was so cool and empowering to walk around town and no one could see me. 
Going into the mem’s barber shop was just the opposite from the beauty parlor. There were seven or eight men sitting around and that’s all the men were talking about, was the flying man and how to catch him and get the reward, now up to twenty thousand dollars. For some crazy reason most of the men thought it might be Mr. Taylor the night guard at the high school. Why they were suspecting him was anyone guess, but after listening for a while I found out they were accusing almost everyone in town of being the flying man or as they were calling him now—the bird man. They were even thinking that one of the parish priests might have sprouted wings They say he would be standing in the window one minute and the next, poof he was gone.                                                                                                                                                               The best one I heard was that the medium in town had special powers and knowledge and knew who the bird man was. She would have a special séance at the town hall (20 dollars a head) to make him appear. (Boy this was going to be a barrel of fun.) The hall was standing room only by six o’clock. I can’t believe how gullible and stupid people can be, if they would stop and think they would know she would get 20,000 from the rich businessman for that information. The lights were turned down and the medium told everyone to hold hands. Flying up to the top of the balcony I waited. Just as she started to do her hocus-pocus, I made my whole-body glow bright red and my face was a skeleton with blood coming out of my eyes, my fingers were snakes, my tongue was long and bright green. She came walking down the middle aisle from the back of the hall dressed up in a weird bright red and green jump suit and waving a wand above her head. The crowd was whistling and cheering as she walked up on the stage. Telling the audience that she was born with special supernatural powers she began to chant and dance around. Just as she opened her mouth to speak, I sprang into action. Standing on the rail I let out a blood curling scream. Everyone looked up at the same time and before they could react, I flew straight down into the mediums horrified face screaming the whole time. It only took one minute, and the place was empty. I held the medium by the hair and finally let her go before she had a heart attack. She left town that very night fearing the towns people were going to tar and feather her. No one ever saw or hear from her again. The mayor held a press conference the very next day stating that after checking on the background of the so called medium, they arrested her fleeing the state. When they pulled her out of the car, she was hysterical, laughing and talking to herself. He also said that the guy dressed up on the balcony was part of her act and the police were looking for him and stated that they would have him looked up soon. Good luck on that I thought. Now she can perform her wizardry behind bars or in a mental hospital. 
Concluding that I didn’t have a thing to worry about, the whole town was bonkers, but I thought I will be careful in the future, not to bring any attention to myself. Breathing a sigh of relief, I started home to plan my next adventure.

No more time to mess around, I only have one shot to get this right. I was thankful that I hadn’t already screwed things up. I thought, these are the steps I need to take, stop, and think twice before acting. Talking to only myself I said, I want to be invisible, have the strength of ten men, with a thought go any place in the world, have the sight of an eagle, fly like the wind, walk through walls and most of all do this this in a good way.                    

Now where to begin? Only one place to go first, and that will be back home to Brockton Massachusetts. Now that I made up my mind what my next adventure was going to be, I couldn’t wait to get started. leaving home when I was only seventeen, I went into the army and now after all these years I was going home.                                                                                                I felt such mixed emotions, uncertain what I would discover, if anyone would remember me and who would still be alive. After all. it had been a lifetime sense; I had been home. I did take a handful of trips back over the years but the last one was a long time ago. 

They say you can never go back, and I was about to learn this  the hard way. If I had known beforehand how traumatic this trip would turn out I would have scratched it of my bucket list. Time stands still for no man and who ever said. that knew what he was talking about.  

I still wasn’t quite sure how this was going to work so I went to the kitchen, opened a draw, pulled a cloth bag, and poured a small amount of golden sand into a pouch to take with me just in case. This was going to be my first major trip and I needed to cover all my bases. I thought of leaving a letter to my kids explaining what I was planning to do, but what would I say, hay dads turned into a bird and is flying home.  

Just to make sure that things were working and not wanting to take any chances I stood in front of the hallway mirror looking at myself, thinking I want to be invisible, my image disappeared immediately, and I totally freaked out. This was going to take some time getting used to. Thinking I want to see myself, my image appeared just as fast as it disappeared.
I thought of being invisible and again my image disappeared in a flash. I stood in front of the mirror and repeated this over and over. Feeling confident that I had things under control. I 

thought about a favorite place I would hide when I was a little boy and afraid, which was most of the time. Closing my eyes, I was flying through the dark tunnel when suddenly, I came to an abrupt stop.  I smelled Incense burning, and immediately I knew that I was in the catholic church on court street, the one places I could feel safe and be sure it was open and still be there.
                                       

Back when I was a little boy the churches were open all night and never closed, luckily it was still that way But then I had to remind myself that I was back in that time and a young boy again. I was so excited to see the old town and to find out who was still around and alive. I walked out of the church and went to where my house uses to be. Turning the corner on to commercial street, the first thing I saw was the big red brick shoe factory, and to my surprise and disappointment, instead of three-story homes all in a neat row beside the factory, i was looking at a police station and a tall satellite tower. Standing there looking at the police station I realized that was the exact same spot were my home had been. Trying to visualize my house like it was, only made me feel empty and sad. I turned my head, tears welding up. I started up the cobblestone hill that twisted and turned all the way up to the train station that was on top of a hill overlooking the city.  Sitting on top of a wall I could see the old red brick shoe factories. Back in its hay day Brockton was the shoe capital of the world and everyone worked long hours, men, women, and children making shoes. In the early fifties there wasn’t such a thing as child labor laws. Even though I was only ten tears old I was so happy that I had a real job and could make some money.                             

Sitting there it took me a while to realize that the train station was also deserted and most of the railroad tracks were missing. How could things have change so much in such a short time. But then it had been over seventy years and a lot can happen after all that time.   
I walked through the broken door into the train station and my mind drifted back. Sitting down on a bench my thoughts went back to the time many years ago when I was in the eighth grade and always in trouble, most of it my own making. I was back at Pain junior high school in the eighth grade, it was wintertime and a bunch of us kids had built a huge snowman. The recess bell rang and before we went back in, I had this brainstorm, so climbing up on the snowman, I pulled his head off and threw it hitting one of the kids below, smack on the back. I thought that was hilarious and when I climbed down all the kids were laughing and patting me on the back. One of my best friends, Bobby pointed up and said your ass is grass now. Looking up I could see the principal, Mr. Cline, standing in front of the window with his hands on his hips and a mean scroll on his face. I was always getting into trouble, one kind or the other so I imagine my punishment would be the same as always, getting hit with the leather belt ten times on both hands. I received this many times before, so it was no big deal, except it hurt like hell. Walking back into the building and Climbing the stairs, I looked up and there he was standing at the top of the stairs, his hands on his hips waiting for me with fire in his eyes and I knew he meant business, but somehow, I felt this was different than the other times and I knew that the shit was going to hit the fan. When I reached the top stair, he ran forward, grabbing me by my coat. He was much bigger and stronger than I was and holding me tight he brought his fist back, hitting me so hard I thought my nose was broken. Blood poured down from my mouth and noise and on to my new coat. I remember thinking about my coat and how it was brand new, the only coat I had. I felt so scared when he pulled me to his offices and closed the door. I am sure the whole school could hear him yelling at me and telling me what a piece of shit I was. He proceeded to screamed, telling me what a pain in the ass I was and always causing trouble everywhere I went. He was right, but what he said next shocked me to the core. He was expelling me from school permanently and I wasen’t allowed to step a foot on the school grounds ever again. Just to make sure he walked me to the front door and pushed me out and walked me off the school property. I was so distraught and afraid walking home that day, thinking over and over that I really did it this time and what would my mother do. I think this one event changed my life in a very profound way, something I never really got over. Walking home that day I felt an empty feeling that I can’t began to explain but I felt deep down that I was all alone and really was as bad as the principle had said. I thought about all my friends back in school and how I never would be with them again. I was all alone. I never was one to cry but on that long walk to my house I wept all the way.   When I walked through the front door my mother took one look at me and wanted to know what the hell happened. I told her I got in a fight with another boy at school and she just shrugged her shoulders. I am sorry to say that I never felt close to my mother, but more afraid of her then anything else. I couldn’t tell her that I was expelled from school, I didn’t know how she would react. The thing that bothered me the most was the fact that all my friends were in school all day and I was all by myself not knowing where to go or what to do. In the morning when it was time to go to school, I walked up to the train depo above my house and laid down on a bench and went to sleep. So that was my routine for the rest of the school year, get up, sleep on the depo bench and the rest of the day hanging around town and missing school and all my friends. My mother was drunk most of the time, and I didn’t have a dad around to talk to, so I was by myself with no one to help me. It was a very lonely time and the only thing I did was get into more trouble. Over time my buddies were told by their parents that they were not allowed to hang around with me anymore. That was another devastating blow, now I really felt like I was alone. I did have brothers and sisters but that was different. They were off doing their thing, except my sister Jean. If it wasen’t for her I don’t know how I would have made it. She was always trying to help me, but she had her own life and I continued to get into trouble. The kids that I had before came from good families but now they weren’t allowed to hang out with me. The gang that I was running with now had a mother that was an alcoholic and no dad to speak of. With no supervision we could stay out all night and no one cared. We were constantly getting into trouble and always fighting. Looking back, it was a crazy time but it was also a time for fun and games.
One thing I did have going for me, I had five aunts and uncle in town that were very rich and for some reason they all liked me and wanted to help. My aunts and uncles were such a blessing and help me in so many ways. God put ten angles in my life. If it hadn’t been for them I sure I would have been in trouble forever or not made it at all. 



I sat there for the longest time looking around at my old Neighborhood feeling so alone and depressed, the same fillings I had when I was kicked out of school so many years ago. I sat there wishing I could go back and do it all over again. I loved a big part of my childhood and the wonderful good old days. I wished I were back with the gang jumping off the wall next to the train station into the deep white snow and sliding down court street on our sleds at one in the morning when there weren’t any cars on the road. We really didn’t have much supervision, so we stay all night if we wanted, no wonder we were in trouble all the time.	Comment by Richard Roberge: 
My loneliness hung in the air like a black cloud and the good and bad memories came flooding back. The tears running down my face, I felt so alone. The sun was going down, and I sat there taking one final look. Just as I was about to leave the station, a thought popped into my head. If the sand is magic and magic means you can do just about anything, maybe even everything, then if I can, why not go back home to the past and change things for the good instead of sitting here felling miserable. I closed my eyes and thought of pain school and being out in the school yard making the snowman. I said I want to go back and rubbing my fingers together. ---- nothing happened. Closing my eyes, I rubbed my fingers together, again still nothing happened. I was in a state of shock, thinking if the magic will not work how will I ever get back home? Wait a minute you dummy; the sand is probably worn of your fingers by now I thought. Reaching in my pocket I pulled out the pouch and putting a little sand between my fingers and rubbing them together, I said, I want to go back to the eighth grade and immediately felt something cold and wet on my hands and face. I opened my eyes, and I was standing on the snowman, with all my classmates shouting and throwing snowballs below me. My heart leaped with joy and excitement. I thought now I can change things and my childhood will be a good one and no more troubles like before. The bell rang and the kids were all heading inside, and a felling came over me, and as hard as I tried, I still couldn’t help myself from pulling off the snowman’s head and hitting one of the kids below. All hell would brake lose now I thought. The magic sand could do anything except change the past. Thinking back, I remember running bear telling me that nothing, not even the sand would or should be able to do that, I knew he was right, the past was the past and would and should stay that way for ever. It was a good thing I brought along the pouch of sand, otherwise I would be stuck here for who knows how long. So once again I ended up getting an ass chewing bloody nose and kicked out of school. No matter what, I will be enjoying the good memories as well as going through the bad ones too. I might mention that things were so completely different back then. Kids didn’t have the rights they have now and as bad as I got my butt kicked, I think I had it coming. I feel sorry for all the garbage teachers must put up with now. I also must say that a week later my buddies pushed the principal down a flight of stairs, and he broke his leg. Time to find my old house and see who is there.                                                                                            

Looking back, I think the real reason I became an entrepreneur at such a young age was out of desperation to find a way to make some money to feed my family. If you have ever gone to bed with your stomach empty, you will know what I am talking about.                                                                                                        My childhood enterprises were so awesome and successful (but not always on the up and up) but made me lots of money. Back then you could see too double feature movies, cartoons, a large popcorn, and a soda for two bits and the popcorn had real butter.                                                                                                                                                                                                 
We came from a large family and were hungry all the time. I can remember going to bed at night and couldn’t sleep because I was so hungry. Maybe it was out of necessity but at the tender age of ten or eleven my entrepreneur skills kicked in.

My first business adventure was smart, but not very honest. How I came up with this I really don’t remember to this day. I went to the store and bought a pack of sports cards and besides all the pictures of the players there was a large stack of bubble gum. I took the cards out and threw them in the trash (they would be worth a lot of money now but who knew back then). I made a map of about ten or fifteen phone booths around town and after chewing the gum, I would stuff a glob up into the receiver where the money would come back out if your call didn’t go through for one reason or the other. The next day I would go out early in the morning with my map, a coat hanger that was bent at one end like a hook and a cloth sack. All most every phone booth had some money stuck up in the change receiver and when I pulled the gum out with my coat hanger the change came tumbling down. I did this for a long time and never got caught. Now I had my own Peggy bank and back then I don’t think anyone was the wiser or even checked on or even thought that something like this could happen. It was a time way before computers and all the hi-tech life we are living now.  At the same time, I was doing the phone booth thing, I was also going around to the parking meters in town and braking toothpicks into small pieces I would stick them into the slots, just deep enough that the money couldn’t be retrieved but I could get the coins out with a pen knife. I only did this a couple of times because it wasn’t very profitable and took too much time. The next one was scary, but I still did it anyway. There was an old shoe factory that was converted into a bottling company after the shoe business went belly up. The beer bottles came there to be cleaned and used again. So, if you had an empty six pack you would take them there and get thirty cents back. Not very much money? think again, remember, movie, a large popcorn, and a coke, twenty-five cents. The bad and scary thing was, I had to crawl through a small window low to the ground and into a dark seller, headfirst. There were three floors. First floor was where they washed the bottles the empty bottles, second was the new filled bottles of beer and third flood was the empty bottles. The third floor had an opening in the roof and there were dozens of pigeons making a racket and this bothered the hell out of me. To this day I still hate there looks and sounds. The stairs going up were complete dark so I would climb up on the conveyor belt to reach the empty six packs. I always picked them up on Sunday and on Monday  morning I would go to the front of the building and return them to the store and get my money. I would tell the clerk my dad or uncle sent me, and they never question me. Things were so simple back then.                                                               

Of all my money makers and the only one that was completely honest and made me the most money was when I was about eleven or twelve. I made a great shoeshine box from scratch. I was so proud of the way it looked and how functional it was. It had all the different kinds of shoe polish, rags of different length and several shoe brushes. On top I had a special place that would hold the persons shoe while I shined them. I even leaned how to make the shoeshine rag pop and I thought that was kind of cool.

Looking back, I planned things out pretty good, even if must say so myself. We were poor, dirt poor but even so I tried to look even poorer, wearing the clothe that were the most tattered and torn. My tennis shoes had holes and I didn’t have any socks on. My hair was long, mattered and my pants had holes in the knees. Way back then you could walk down the streets in Brockton and there would be a bar on just about every blook with the customers dancing and having one hell of a good time.                                                                                               

My first night shining shoes was a Friday night and I waited till ten o’clock before I went into the first bar, figuring people would be feeling happy, and ready to get a shoeshine and help this poor kid. I remember walking into the bar like it was yesterday and boy what a sight that was. The place was packed, smoke was so thick my eyes were burning, and the music was blaring so loud, you could hear it all the way down the block. When I walked into the bar, the first thing I noticed sitting on a stool was Mrs. Olson the lady that lived above us on court street. She must have weighed at least 200 pounds and had on a summer dress. In her mouth was a large cigar and she had the top of her dress open, and her boobs were out of her dress laying on the bar for everyone to see. All the men were hooting and laughing, and she seemed to enjoy all the attention. This woman was one of my best friend’s mothers and I felt ashamed and sorry for him. Not a single sole said a word to me, not the bar tenders or anyone, it was like I was invisible and that was fine with me, I just wanted to make some money. A lady caught my attention and waved me over. I remember her because she was so pretty with  a beautiful smile.She said something to the man sitting next to her. He lifted his foot up and I put my shoeshine box under his shoe and proceeded to do my thing. He could hardly sit in the chair. He was so drunk that his girlfriend had to hold him up while I shined his shoe. The lady told me to give him a good shine and when she leaned over to watch I could smell her perfume and it was intoxicating. Even as young as I was, I could appreciate a classy lady and believe me she was. Before I had a chance to do his other shoe, she winked at me and I heard her whisper, look at this poor kid, give him a big tip. The man reached into his pocket, pulled a ward of money, and dropped some of the cash on the floor. Before I had a chance to react, she reach down, picket up the cash and put a couple of bills into my hand. she didn’t even look to see how much it was. I just stood there not sure what to do next. I only charged to bits for a shine, but she patted me on the head and said, good job. I still didn’t move, but not wanting to look a gift house in the mouth I thanked her and started moving around the bar taking in all the sights. Gosh it was such a crazy time back then. All the shoe factories had closed, but people still had plenty of money for booze. Between all the cigar and cigarette smoke I felt like I was going to get sick and the smell of all the booze didn’t help either. I started to leave but I could feel the bills in my pocket and decided to stick around and see if I could drum up some more business, I went on looking for my next customer and it seemed like almost everyone needed a shine from this poor little kid. Boy my heart was pounding; I was so excited. What a great first night for the young entrepreneur from Brockton. Strange thing was, I worked so hard getting prepared to do the best job possible and give a great shoeshine and, in the end, I only had to shine one shoe and the rest of the customers didn’t seem to care one way or the other how their shoes looked, when I finished, but they all gave me a great tip. Amazing how licker makes people act. Funny how you look at things when you are young. I left the bar at one in the morning, tired but exhilarated feeling that large role of money bulging in my ripped pants. That feeling stayed with me and I knew then and there that hard work was the answer. When I got home that morning, I was so excited to tell my mom and siblings what had happened, but they were all asleep. I leaned three good lesson my first night out, one; get the ladies on your side and the men will follow like sheep. That first lady was exceptional, and I will always thing of her as my lucky lady. Two, no matter how much money you make, don’t buy any new cloths, leave your hair long and most important of all, say a prayer every night that they don’t change the child labor laws, amen.                                                                                                               

When I returned home that night I went into  the bathroom and lock the door. sitting on the floor I pulled out all the money and started to count. When I got passed fifty dollars, I could hardly contain myself, when I counted over eighty, I felt like a rich man. I had a hard time going to sleep that night and felt like I had the world by the tail. The next morning, I told my mom, sisters and brothers what had happened. No one believed me until they saw all that money and then everyone was talking and asking questions. I split the money and gave my mother the most, even though I knew she would spend it on booze. After all, there was more where that came from. Now no one worried about me being out late at night if I brought home that kind of money. For the first time I felt good about myself and knew we would have food on the table. One time I took the whole family out to a restaurant after church one Sunday morning, that made me feel important. That feeling has stayed with me for the rest of my life.                                                                          
I felt like I had enough of the good old days, and it was time to move on. I was anxious. 
to start experiencing new adventures and places.                                                                         

But before I moved on there was one more thing I want to do. After all those years, I felt bad that I really didn’t accomplish anything in eight years in school. Now that I had a second chance, I wanted to do just one thing that was important. Walking over to the same school that I was expelled from so many years ago, I walked into Mr. Thomas office, he was the coach for the cross-country track team and didn’t like me very much, in fact most of the teachers stayed clear of me because I was such a pain in the ass and wasted their time. He was sitting at his desk when I walked in, never looking up at me even when I said I wanted to join the running team. When I repeated myself, he finally looked up and acknowledge me. Repeat that again, he said with a big grin on his face, he looked like he would burst out laughing at any minute.   
I started to say something but raising his hand, he stood up and told me to wait right there and walked out. Five minutes later he came back with the shop teacher Mr. Larson, the one teacher that went out of his way to make my life completely miserable. He would find something that gave him an excuse to give me the strap. I hated him and he knew it.  I had to repeat to Mr. Larson, what I had told Mr. Thomson and they just looked at me sarcastically and told me to get out of the room and stop wasting their time. I had an idea, stopping at the door I turned and looked straight at them and gave them an offer I knew they couldn’t refuse. I am going to call the local newspaper and tell them that I wanted to run the cross-country race Saturday, but you refused me because you knew I was faster than your best runner. Mr. Larson’s face turned all kinds of red and I thought for sure he would explode. Wait just a minute, are you serious, you think you are in the same league as my boys. Well, there is one way to find out, I said and if I don’t come in first, I will mow your lawn, and wash your windows free for the rest of the year. Mr. Larson settled down, but his face was still bright red. Walking up to me with his face inches from mine, I could smell the stale cigarette smoke on his breath. “Dose that go for me to, you little shit “? yes, I said, and I will through in an extra bonus for you, if I lose, I will give you one hundred dollars and if I win you must kiss my ass. His eyes bulged out of his head, and I left the room in somewhat of a hurry before he had time to react. I was a block away and I still could hear him screaming.
I did call the newspaper and told a reporter the same story I told the teachers and to my surprise he seemed interested. I think he might have been wondering who this smart ass was and maybe it might be fun to watch this corky kid get his ass kicked.

Saturday morning came and I went down to the track an hour early. After a while, the team members came and started warming up, running slowly around the track. I must admit, there uniforms sure were impressive and everyone looked like a winner. All I could think of watching them running around the track was the song, chariots of fire. Seeing them, a feeling of sadness flooded over me, knowing how their lives must be, still in school, nice home with their mom and dad, family, and friends, with all their buddies running on the track team together. I felt like such a loser. I was alone after I was expelled from school. Even now that same loneliness comes on when I least expect it. Some things stay with you all your lives and when you at your lowest, that is when they come boiling to the surface. As sat on a bench trying to relax, I heard someone behind me laughing. Looking behind me I spotted the teachers and a man with a camera watching me. Well just as I thought, you really are a wind bag and never had any attention of running, just all talk. you will never amount to anything Mr. Larson said.                                                

I was total pissed, getting up I walked over and asked him what the hell was his problem. He Pointing to the track, and I heard the starter gun go off and the runners took off down the track. I sat back down and proceeded to put on my running shoes.   
Mr. Thomson sat next to me and said, after all the bragging you did, I thought that you would at least give it a try and run. But I am going to race I said, I just wanted to give your boys a head start. I thought Mr. Larson would split a gut when he heard that. Walking toward the track, I yelled back, I hope your lips are warm, I will see you at the finish line. I didn’t wait for a response, but I could hear him screaming, again, what a nut.
Jogging toward the track I reached into my pocket, rubbing sand between my fingers I said a prayer, don’t fail me now legs. Let me run like a dear, fly like the wind and most of all give me, courage, and confidence. I could feel the change immediately and I went into first gear, my feet barley touching the ground, I was flying around the course. I could see that I was catching up with the team to fast and had to force myself to hold back and slow down. This was a six-mile cross country run and I had to make it look close and real. Running along in the countryside with all its beauty, I felt so invigorating and alive. I wish I felt this way when I was back in school, but I found out the hard way that you can’t go back. I tried to enjoy the moment and just have fun. I slowed down and let the runners move way ahead of me. I could just hear Mr. Larson laughing his fool head off and jumping around like a crazy man. I keep that distance for a couple more miles and then I slowly started to move up behind the runners. I stayed about fifty yards behind them trying to look like I was struggling to keep up with the pack. At this point I was sure that the teachers were watching and wondering what the hell was going on. When we passed the five-mile mark, I moved up slowly and ran stride for stride behind the pack trying to make this look real. It took all my willpower just to stay behind the runners and not fly past them, but I wanted this to last as long as possible.  Slowly I started to pass one runner after another and the look on their faces were like, who the hell is this guy and what does he think he’s doing. I stayed stride for stride with the three runners in front waiting for the right moment to charge ahead. They took turns trying to get in front of me to slow me down but it wasen’t working. When we reached the last turn, I let myself go, flying over the finish line with my hands in the air. You could hear a pin drop. The people in the stands were just looking at each other and not saying a word. The announce in the grandstand was trying to figure out who won the race, and you could hear him whispering over the mike, asking, who the hell just won. I chuckled to myself, ask Mr. Larson who won I thought. By the way I found out later that the reporter was a friend of Mr. Larson and that is why he was there, to take a picture and make me look bad. 
After things settled down Mr. Thomson came over and reached out to shake my hand. He apologized for the way they treated me and waved Mr. Larson over to us. You could have knocked me over with a feather. He was holding the most beautiful white and blue running outfit and handed it to me with a smile on his face. I had to look twice to make sure what I was seeing. We are sorry that you can’t win the trophy because you are not enrolled as a student he said. I was beside myself with happiness and that was all that mattered.  They walked with me back to the school yard, and Mr.Thomsony was telling me that they had never seen anyone run that fast. He asked if I would like to join the track team. I told him that won’t be possible because I had been kicked out of school. He said he and Mr. Larson would go to bat for me and thought they could get me reinstated. I said thanks but no thanks, I was moving out of the area anyway and applying to other schools, but I will be on the track team competing on whatever school that will except me, and I was sure to races against their school someday. They both shook my hand and wished me luck and that meant more to me than winning a trophy.

Now it was time to go home. I was anxious to get back, rest up and start out on a new adventure. The possibilities were endless, and I started to think of all the things and places I wanted to see. 	                                                                                                                                                     
I picked up my car at a garage and started the drive home. I was happy to be heading back and thought how good it will be to sleep in my own bed. Driving down the street I saw my neighbor, Bob getting his mail. When he saw me, passing by he made a jester with his hands like there was something wrong. I looker in the rear-view mirror .and he was still looking at me with his arms in the air. When I looked back toward my house, I was startled to see a police car parked in my driveway and a policeman talking to bob and Nancy, my neighbors. When Nancy saw me, she came running across the street and through her arms around me and began to cry. Bob just stared at me with a confused look. What the hell is going on now I thought. Neighbors from across the street were waving and tom stopped mowing his lawn. He yelled at his wife to come outside. The cop said, I think we better take this inside before the whole town shows up. 
We sat down at the kitchen table, and he took out his notebook and pin. I asked him why this all was happing in the first place. Apparently, some of my neighbors noticed my yard was unkept and no one had seen me in a long time. When they looked through the garage window and saw my car setting there, they called the police for a courtesy check. ySo that is what this is all about and right then and there I decided to find a garage close bto store my cay His first question caught me by surprise, and I wasn’t sure how to reply. Just answer me one thing, where have you been for the last three months he said. Your family and friends have been sick with worry and there have been posters plastered all over town with pictures and information about your disappearance. Oh man, I didn’t count on anything like this. Thinking fast I came up with an idea that just might work. I played like I was confused and didn’t know what he was talking about. I said the last thing I remember was walking down the street and seeing the police car in front of my house. You don’t remember anything else before that he said, looking at me like I was lying or just plain crazy. Just then, before he could ask me more questions, Nancy and bob came rushing in the door, asking if I was ok and the intrusion giving me time to collect my thoughts. Getting up, I walked to the sink and poured a glass of water. So, this was the downside to the magic in the sand and now what do I do? One thing is for sure, I will be more cautious in the future once I talk my way out of this mess if I can.

Asking the policeman if he would drive me to the hospitable, he seemed a little surprised by my request. Arriving at the hospital they put me through a whole battery of test and questions. Because I really wasn’t here and did not know what had happen the last three months in town, I could answer all their questions honestly, with I don’t know, or I don’t remember. After a night in the hospital, they were finally convinced that I was telling the truth. The doctors thought it would be a good idea if I stayed with my family, at least till my memory returned. That was fine with me, they lived way out in the country away from prying eyes, this would give me a chance to sit down and try to understand the conditions and the power of the sand. It was hard to know what to do next, but one thing was for sure and the next day I drove to a parking garage. The garage was about five miles from my house. Just to be on the safe side I rented it for the whole year. I lived all alone and really didn’t have to answer to anyone except my children. They knew that I liked to take long extended trips and as long I called them from time to, time they were fine. Now what to do about my neighbors. First, I called a Gardner to take care of the yard and gave out my children’s phone number to the couple across the street. Now I should be able to go on my merry way without any more interruptions/

It was Sunday morning, and my family were at church. I was laying on the couch relaxing reading the newspaper, just enjoying the peace and quiet. In the living room there was an old grandfather clock and when it chimed, it was so loud and every timed it rang out I seemed to remember something but whatever it was kept alluding my thoughts. I was heading to the kitchen to fix a sandwich and just as I was walking by the clock it started to chime loud and clear. Walking over for a better look I now knew what had been bugging me. When I was being counsel by running bear; in the great tent, he had warned me over and over to be careful about time, but what did that mean? Trying to think back to that day and what was said, my mind kept drawing a blank. I walked back to the clock, thinking the charms might shake my memory, but after a while, I gave up. When the family returned home from church, my mother decided we would all go to town to look for a new rocking chair for the living room. The other one was falling apart, and the back was cracking. This was an excuse for a shopping trip, one of her favorite things to do. I always liked going to the big department stores and just browsing. Going into the first store we came to, mom had us all laughing. She had to sit down on every rocking chair and take it for a spin, as she called it. Moving on we rode the escalator to the second floor. Reaching the top, we all decided to go our separate ways. I went into the shoe department. Sitting down, I was just about to try on a pair of hiking boots when I heard a sound that made me stop in my tracks. I followed the sound and found myself in the store that sold big, beautiful grandfather clocks. They were all ringing and chiming at the same time loud and clear. Whatever brought me to this place at this moment was no accident. Hearing all the clocks chiming at the same time was just what I needed to shake my memory loose. I was back in the great tepee and running bear was explaining the important thing about time traveling. You must always set a time limit when you leave and when you want to return before you travel. He went on saying, set a time limit or you could be trapped in space for weeks, months or possible forever. You will always be safe if you remember to bring a small amount of sand with you, that will be your ticket back home. The magic sand on your fingertips will only last for so long. The time can last a couple hours or weeks or even months deepening on where you are traveling. Out in the desert it lasts a long time but in other places with rain, snow, and ice, the time is much shorter. If you’re not sure when you are traveling, try to stay indoors when you can. Wow this is way more complicated than I thought it would be, but on the other hand I just had to be very careful especially after the episode with the police.                                                                     

So that is why I came back three months later even though it only seemed like such a short time to me. As soon as we returned home from the shopping trip, I went straight down to the basement, went into my bedroom, and locked the door. My mother always had lunch ready at twelve o’clock on the dot and if you were late, too bad you missed a meal. I looked at my watch and it was eleven o’clock sharp. I reached into my pocket and rubbing the sand between my fingers, I wished I were in London for one hour. When I opened my eyes, I was standing in front of the great clock tower at the houses of parliament in London and big ben was sitting way up high on the front of the building in all its glory. It was a beautiful sunny day, and the square was alive with hundreds of people milling around. The hands on my watch read eleven o’clock. As I waited the hour seemed to go on forever. I tried to be patience, but the time seemed to drag on forever. Looking around, I knew this would be on my bucket list for a place to visit again. Watching the great clock, I could hardly breath, I was so excited with anticipation. I sat there spellbound watching the giant hands move slowly around the clock.Just then I heard the sounds I had been waiting for. Big ben came alive slowly and started to chime, bong, bong, bong and finally the great hands on the clock reach twelve o’clock. The next thing I knew I was in my bedroom and my brother was pounding on the other side of the door yelling for me to come up stairs for lunch. Happy days are here again, it worked. As happy as I was, I had a feeling that there might be more surprises to come. I needed to think thing out very carefully before I took another trip. 

It was nice to be around the family and I wasn’t in any hurry to start my next adventure. Maybe I was afraid of the unknown or just needed time to relax and not go of half corked. Whatever the reason, I enjoyed my time hanging with my family, not worrying about time or traveling into the unknown. I knew it would not be long before I would beome bored and want to take off again, so I would relax, maybe read a good book and enjoy the peace and quiet for a while.

That didn’t last long. Three days later I was up early and heading back home. I was ready for my next journey into the unknown but what will be.Sitting out on the patio I closed my eyes and let my mind wonder. I felt like a little boy in a candy shop with no one to watch how much I was eating. My mind ran in circles with all the possible and they were endless. That night I was flipping through the channels ,when a show caught my attention. It was caller the gladiators and it was a show about men and woman competing against each other. I was fascinated watching the obstacles they went through trying their best to make it to the end of the course. There were people on the side lines cheering them on. Everyone was having such a great time and excited every time a gladiator moved further on down the line but one by one, they would eventually slip and fall into the water, that would cushion there fall. Going to bed that night I couldn’t get the show out of my mind. I really wanted a chance to get on the show but that meant I had to do it my way and be sneaky.                                 

Getting up early the next morning I drove down to where the tryouts were held. Parking my car, I walked a couple of blocks back to the building and made my self-investable. Coming to the back door I walked in, my heart pumping like crazy, not from fear but excitement. It was total dark in the building. I found the light switches and began lighting the whole place up. Wow. I was staring at the course the contestants must go through. I was impressed that any human could accomplish this and not end up in the hospital. Walking along the obstacle course, I tried to imagine myself jumping and swinging from one place to the other. The more I studied the course, the harder it looked. I really wanted to do this, but I needed a plan. 

They won’t let me try out, that’s for sure. I wanted to catch them off guard and surprise them before they know what was happening. I needed the exact time and moment before the next contestant was about to perform and jump in ahead of him or her. I knew if I could just get started and get the crowed behind me, they would let me go thinking I wouldn’t get far; besides, it just might be good publicity for the game show. I can see the headline in the newspaper the next day, old man runs amuck on game show. Walking back to the beginning of the course I thought about and planned every step carefully. I kept walking back over the courses, trying to figure the best way to approach each challenge. The show was to be aired that night and I was excited just thinking how much fun I could have. Walking backstage I turned off the lights and made my way up to the balcony to hang around till the show started. I was dozing off when I hear a door slam shut and immediately the lights came on lighting up the stage. I looked over the rail and saw several people in suits looking around checking the equipment and one was measuring the depth of the water with a long pole.                                                                                                                                                       

About an hour later the contestants started coming in through the back door, looking around and giving each other high fives A short time later the front doors opened, and the crowd rushed in filling the seats. When the seats were felled and the crowd settled down, the announcer came out from behind the curtain and was explaining about the course and how difficult it was. He talked for a while about the contestants and how much time and hard work it took just to qualify to get on the show. Then the lights went up and the show was just about to start. Coming down from the balcony, I made myself in visible and walked behind the curtain. It was now or never and just as the first contestant was called and about to step out on to the platform, I jumped out a second before him and was ready for my debut. I wore a one-piece bathing suit like the men wore back in the early nineteen centuries. I thought that would give the audience something to laugh about and just maybe relax me a little and catch the people in charge off guard. It was working just the way I hoped it would and for a split second I hesitated ,looking at the crowd roiling in the isles pointing and laughing. I felt hands grabbing for me from behind, but I broke loose, then without hesitating I sprang into action. The first challenge was seven large rings suspended from the ceiling and jumping from one to the other, you had to make it to the next platform without falling into the water. Onces, you hit the water you were finish, no second chances. I promised myself that I would make it look as difficult and real as possible but when I saw the crowd was still laughing, I decided to skip the last ring and swinging back and forth and with one mighty leaped I landed smack in the middle of the platform. For a second you could hear a pin drop and then the crowd went crazy. They just exploded and were on the feet, some still laughing, but most cheering me on. Now in hindsight I wish I hadn’t worn that crazy looking bathing suite. I felt a little foolish and looked pretty stupid, but I needed to focus on the course before me.                                                                                                                                           

In front of me laid the next obstacle and it was going to be a major challenge, but I knew it wouldn’t be for me, but I still had to put on a good show and make it look difficult. Along a fifty-foot rail was a hand over hand track up above with short pegs that you had to hold on to and make it across to the other side. As you moved along the pegs became smaller and smaller until you were holding on with just your fingertips. When I Reacher the middle I acted like I was slipping and was about to fall. I sense the crowd holding their breath and then a loud roar and again they were cheering me on.  The audience came alive yelling and started to chant go—go—go. I hung there for effect and then slowly and deliberately I starter to move again. Just as I was hoping, the crowd was slowly getting behind me. When I landed on the next platform, I knew I had the crowd totally on my side and now even the announcer was cheering me on.
For a second, I felt like I was cheating but I soon put that though out of my head, I was having way too much fun and so was the people cheering me on.
Walking up to the next challenge before me was a long red carpet. At the end of the red carpet was a six foot drop off and on to a tramline. I hastate for a moment and the crowd was deafening, again yelling go, go. Running down the red carpet, I jumped off and landed square on the tramline and flying, through the air I grabbed the cross bar. Holding on with both hands I propelled my body up the hooks one step at a time until I reached the top. On this landing I bent over like I was trying to catch my breath and the cheering was deafening. Now in my mind I felt that because I had the magic, the other contestants didn’t have a ghost of a chance to win. I was cheating and stealing all the other contestants that worked long and hard to come this far and I was about to take the glory away from some deserving sole. I could hear running bear saying, do all things in a good way but he did say have fun too. Just then I knew what I must do. Besides, how would I ever explain how an old man could possibly accomplish all this and not even break a sweat. If I were looking for fame and notoriety, I would probably end up looking like a nut The next challenge was simple, all you had to do was run up a very steep ramp, catch the top and pull yourself up. I did this with ease and once again the crowd came alive with a loud roar. Coming to the end of the course, the last and most difficult challenge was right in front of me. Standing there and listening to the chanting and yelling of the crowd, it was time to make my move. I had to cross over a long body of water, hand over hand on rings and as you moved across, the rings became smaller and further apart. I had to keep my body swinging back and forth so I could make the last landing. Even with all my extra strength this was extremely hard to do. This was my chances for fame and glory. I moved my body back and forth, back, and forth, getting the momentum going and finally I let go. As I was flying, through the air I knew what the outcome would be. I could feel the crowd holding their breath waiting for the grand landing. Coming down, my feet hit the edge of the landing ramp and it seemed like I was going to catch my balance and make it. I could feel the anticipation and at the last moment I went backwards and made a big splash into the pool. The minute I hit the water I willed myself back home to my living room. Walking to the T V, I immediately turned on the game channel. The water was still splashing in the air where I landed. There was dead silence in the studio, not a single person moved or said a word. It seemed like time stood still and then all hell broke out. People in the audience came rushing forward looking in the pool trying to find me. The mangers in charge of the show came running out from behind the Curtin and one of the stagehands dove in the water cloths and all trying to find me. People were crying and screaming. I sat on my couch all day watching and wondering what the hell was I thinking. I mean what was I trying to accomplish with this stupid stunt. Thinking way back to when running bear told me about the power of the sand and what I should do and what I couldn’t do. I thought just maybe I would lose the magic power after the stunt I just pulled.    Apparently, this wasn’t so.                                                                                                                    

I knew that I had to make things right and I was praying that the sand would still work its magic. I want to be back at the show the second I let go of the ring I thought, and there I was  flying toward the landing pad. This time I kept my balance and landed on the pad and made a bee line behind the stage and out the back door. I immediately willed myself back home and no one ever saw or heard from me again. The newspapers had a field day with the crazy old man, but I didn’t care what they said, all I was concerned about was the mothers and their children. I would much rather see the children laughing at the old man then the nightmares they would probably have for the rest of their lives thinking that I had drowned. Besides, the next day, one newspaper came out with the story that a well-known source said that he knew the person that did that show and that he was really a stunt man that was dressed up to look old but really was in his early twenties and had been on the show about a year ago. I was happy to let people believe what they wanted and now it was time for me to move on and plan my next adventure.

I do some of my best thinking in my garden where I lived ,it was so quiet and peaceful, no traffic or people yelling. I was just starting to understand just how complex, powerful, and confusing the magic was. If I am to continue and that’s a big if, knowing how scary and potentially destructive that power can be, I need to think things out long and hard before I continue.
After a long time of soul searching and trying to understand what I was trying to accomplish with this incredible power, I decided to take some time out before I made another big mistake. One thing that kept going over and over in mind was the counseling running bear gave me in the teepee long ago. This magic was made only for good things, never bad. I thought of all the children and mothers that would have been traumatized and have nightmares when they saw me fall into the pool. I am thankful that I was given a second chance to make things right. 

I wasn’t sure why I was given a second chance to continue with the magic, but I was tired and needed a break, so I put the sand in a safe and walked away thinking I wouldn’t go on any more adventures for very long a time. It was exciting and fun to do anything I wanted but it was trying and a little scary at times. Lying in bed, I was tossing and turning and finally I got up and went outside to the patio, the cool night air felt refreshing and as I sat there, I suddenly remembered my conversation with running bear. He had told me that if I ever needed anything all I needed to do was call out to White cloud and he would help me. I was confused, did he mean that I was supposed to call out his name? Going back into the house I sat down at the kitchen table. I hesitated for a second feeling a little foolish, but I got my courage up and said out load, White cloud I need your help. I felt the air rush in through the open window, the curtains moved, and the lights started to flicker, then they went out complete. I sat there in the darkness wondering what to do next when all a sudden a small light began to appear and there before me was a hologram of White cloud about eight inches tall standing on the table, I heard you call; how can I help you? I stared in disbelief and shock. when I tried to speak but nothing came out, I was speechless. Finally, I got my voice back and managed to say, I need your help with something I am struggling with. I told him about the game show and how confused I was and how I felt that I had done something wrong. He told me that I was being too hard on myself, thinking I was doing something wrong with the magic. He said I was given the power with the magic, and I needed to relax and enjoy the gift. When I started to speak, I tried to choose my words carefully and to the point. Asking White cloud to explain what they mean when they told me to do things in a good way and never in a bad way. You were chosen and given this gift because the chiefs knew you had a good spirit and would always help anyone that was hurting and needed help. Haven’t you ever wondered why you were given this great gift in the first place? he asked. I started to say something but before I could speak, he continued to talk. You were never told this before but running bear and his young brothers were out on a hunting party and his youngest brother was attacked and mauled by a mountain lion. Before anyone had a chance to react a large gray wolf came charging out of nowhere, jumped on the lion and as they fought, they rolled down the mountain side locked in a fierce battle. They disappeared into a deep canyon and when the hunting party went looking for them it was getting dark, so they decided to come back in the morning. The next day the tribe went to the bottom of the mountain to searching for them, but only the lions’ body was found on the hill side. They spent the next couple day looking, but never did find the wolfs body. The very next day the chiefs were watching you coming across the water in the canoe. They saw you stopping in the middle of the lake and while you were looking down a large black cloud appeared above you. The cloud looked just like a wolf with its head lifted and it began to howl. They could hear his cries echoing down the mountain side. Running bear told the chiefs that you were the great spirit of the gray wolf that saved his brother life. From that moment on you were one of them. Running bear told the chiefs that you had great power and would have much more with the magic from the sand and would use it in a good way.  That is why you were given the name, fighting wolf and why they decided to give you the magic. Yyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyy gave the name fighting wolf back                                                               
 
You have a great imagination and that means you can have fun with the power and don’t be afraid to make a mistake. You will know if you are doing the right thing. So, what I did on the game show wasn’t considered a bad thing? I asked. No, we thought it was cleaver and kind of funny and the people had fun so how did you hurt anyone? 

My mind was going a million miles an hour and I had to asked, how much power do I really have white cloud? Much more than you can imagine and then some, he said. I could hardly speak but I asked the question that had been burning on my mind ever sense I was give the sand. I started out saying, what if I wanted to go back in time to see my wife again, could I do that? He was leaning over listing and my mind was reeling with anticipation. Not a problem, and if to since that was all I needed to know he vanished into thin air. Wow I thought that was intense, but I was as happy as a clam knowing that someday soon, I would see my beautiful wife again. The next morning, when I awoke, I was startled to see two gold and silver rings sitting on my pillow. 
Jumping out of bed. I ran to the living room and grabbed a pen and paper and wrote down all that I was told. Knowing if I didn’t, I would forget everything when I woke up in the morning. Crawling back into bed, I fell fast to sleep and slept soundly the rest of the night.
The next morning the light slowly came peeking through the window into the bedroom. I jumped out of bed like a little kid on Christmas morning. I had remembered the talk I had with White cloud. I ran through the house hopping and hollering. I was so excited I felt like I would explode.                                                         
First things first I thought. I went back to the exact moment I was falling back into the water. I hear the audience go silent and holding their breath as I teetered on the edge of the pool trying to catch my balance. finally, I steady myself and the audience jumped to their feet cheering. The announcer came over to me, told the crowd that the old man not only won but also set a time record. I thanked the people for given me the chance to compete but said I had to bow out and not except the award. I ran off the stage before they had a chance to ask why and disappeared into the night. The next morning, I pick up the newspaper, and the front page was all about the game show. It said that they were asking the public for any information on the where abouts of the old man that disappeared from the show. A week later a tornado ripped through the town destroying many homes and buildings causing millions of dollars in damage. I faded from the news fast after that.
I now knew that I could go back in time and see my beloved wife but as important as that was, I wanted time to think what I would do and say when I saw her. I think I was more scared than anything else after all she had been gone twenty-one years. 

Immediately I put my next plan into action, going into the bedroom I put on my best bathing suite. I opened the safe, pulled out the bag of sand. I reached in and rubbed the sand between my fingers. Now I was heading to the one place that I had been dreaming about, LAS VEGAS-yahoo here I come I yelled. In an instant I was walking down the strip, the bright lights were blinding, and the noise was deafening. The place was packed with people walking up and down the strip drinking, partying and having one hell of a good time. I realized that I only had on my bathing suit, light shirt and sandals and nothing else, but I was in Vegas, and I fit right in with the crowed. Wow what a incredible adrenaline rush I got when I walked into the first casino and saw all the money laying around everywhere I looked. Of course, it wasn’t mine, but I hoped to change that real fast. It didn’t take long before I came up with a plan to help them get rid of all that beautiful cash. 

Making my way off the main strip I headed to a small casino to put my plan into action, knowing I had to be careful. I stayed off to one side of the roulette table watching the ball go around. I made a mental note of the number of the slot the ball landed on. The numbers ran from 0 to 36. This time the ball landed in slot number eleven black and the time was exactly ten o’clock. Standing back behind the crowd I watched the shiny ball go around and round till it landed into one of the slots. I was trying to gauge the time it took from when the ball stopped, till the next spin. This was not going to an exact science, the calculation could vary by maybe thirty seconds, give, or take a few seconds, depending how fast the pit crew cleared the table for the next spin. I figured that I would need to play for a long time till I had the timing just right. I made small bets for hours and now I knew that from the time the ball stopped, and a new play went into motion was very close to three minutes. That included the time that the ball was set into motion and the time you could place your bet. Now it was time to put my plan into action. I was tired after sitting at the table all this time, but I knew it would be well worth the effort if my plan worked. Concentrating, I made a mental note of the slot the ball landed in, and that number was 14teen black. Glancing at my watch, I could see it was exactly one in the morning.  Make the time three minutes till one I thought to myself. Moving up closer to the table I pulled out a one-hundred-dollar chip and was ready to make my move. I was sweating, and shaking, I was so nervous, but no one was paying much attention to me, they were just waiting for little silver ball to be spun.  I was sitting right in front of the table, the chip burning a hole in my hand. Be patient I kept repeating and then when I thought the time was exactly right, I put the chip on number 16 black.NO NO my mind was screaming and at the last second, I push the chip to 14 black. My head was pounding, and the room went silent. Now was the moment of truth and my heart was beating like a drum. I sat there like a statue not daring to make a move, my whole body frozen in time. 

There was long strange silence and then the crowd went wild and were looking and pointing toward me. Looking down, I could see that little, beautiful, silver ball nestled in slot number 14teen black and the table boss was pushing a big, stack of one hundred-dollar chips toward me and he was even smiling. WOW I still couldn’t believe that it actually worked.

I stayed at the table making small bets just to make it look good. After a while I picked up my chips and went to the nearest men’s room. Locking the door, I sat down and started to count the chips. I still had twenty-nine hundred left. Now I was ready for some real action. Thinking about what just happened, I soon realized this wasn’t going to be as hard as I thought. Maybe White cloud was right, I need to relax and enjoy this wonderful and incredible gift. My only limitation would be my imagination, so this was going to be one hell of a ride.

So, with newfound confidence I headed up town to play with the big boys. I walked with a pep in my step and thought, watch out Vegas here I come. Stepping into the mirage hotel I was overcome with excitement. I had never seen anything like this before and it was exciting, intimidating and a little scary. Everywhere you looked, shouted glamor and lots and lots of money. The kind of action I was looking for would have to wait till my bank roll was a lot bigger. I needed to play in the private room where the very rich people were playing, but first things first. 
Sitting down at the roulette table I stacked my chips before me and took my time trying to figure things out. For some reason, this table was a lot slower than the other one and it gave me just the extra time I needed. I sat there for a while just collecting my thoughts, trying to relax a little. I played for a couple hours and only hit the winning number once. I picked up my chips and decided to take a break and headed to the restaurant across the casino.  After a great meal I felt rejuvenated and refreshed. Trying to upstand why I wasn’t hitting the numbers, it dawned on me that I forgot that this table was a lot slower than the table at the first place I gambled. Walking back, I now knew I would have to figure the time all over again it was late, and I was  tired. I decided to go back to my room and get a good night sleep. There had to be an easier way to do this. In the morning I felt like a new man and was ready to kick some ass.  Going back and starting over again was easier than I thought it would be. Amazing what a good night sleep can do.  Standing at the table I waited till there was a seat open and sat down. Looking at the people around me I could see that most of them had been there all night. They looked like the walking dead, and I was thankful that I decided to get a good night’s sleep before I gambled again. So now that I realized that things were slower, I changed my tactics. Instead of a three-minute bet I changed it to three and a half minutes. The first spin landed on number five red. Wanting to make sure that the timing was right, I laid down a small bet on number five red and bingo it was right on tract. Now it was time to make some real money. The next number that came up was 11 red. Laying down twenty-five one hundred-dollar chips on number 11 red I heard a little snicker and looked over at the pit boss and he gave me that look that said SUCKER. The little ball went around and around but this time I was relaxed and enjoying myself. When it landed on number 11 red the crowd pusher forward for a better look and everyone started to clap. I guess people feel like winners even when someone else wins or they are simply happy to see the casino lose for a change. I couldn’t believe the look on one of the pit bosses faces, I thought he was going to cry. But maybe he just had allergies or needed a big hug. In front of me sat a pile of chips that equaled 76,800 dollars. I got up from the table, handed the spinner 500-dollar tip and in my mind, I gave the pit boss the bird. 

The workers brought over trays to stack the chips in. The house pays off with chips instead of cash hoping you will keep playing and gamble it all back. The head pit boss looked at me as if to say where the hell do you think you are going. The trays each held10,000 dollars and I went immediately to the cash out window and received my money in fifty’s and one hundred-dollar bills. I gave each one of the guards 100 hundred bucks and stuffed the rest in a money bag. As I turned around, a manger and two security guards were blocking my way. As I started to say something a tall, beautiful woman walked over, and the men stepped aside. She reached out ‘shook my hand and introduce herself as Miss walker, the casino manger. When she talked, she was very polite, and you couldn’t help noticing she was classy and all business She asked me if I would mind talking to her in the lounge. She said we could have a drink and it was on the house. Who was I to turn down a free drink with a beautiful lady? After all I didn’t want to be rude. WE sat down and immediately she got right to the point.

She said she was authorized to offer me the penthouse suite free of charge and would accompany me there to make sure I had anything I wanted. She told me that there was a safe in the room for my money and the penthouse came with free meals and drinks only for their special guest. I decided to play their game and if they thought I was a sucker and would gamble all that beautiful money back they had a surprise coming. Going up the elevator, we made small talk about nothing. When we walked into the pen house, I can honestly say the view took my breath away. It was getting dark, and the city was sparkling way below me with all the lights and it look magical.  They thought they would keep me there long enough to win back their precious money back and knew I was going to try and take them for everything I could get. They would find out soon enough that I wasn’t their average sucker. I was going to turn the table on them big time before they could figure out what hit them. The penthouse was huge, and Miss Walker gave me a walk through. Before she left, she handed me her card. If there is anything you need don’t hesitate to call me. Turning to leave she pointed to the well-stocked bar, smiled and said drinks are on the house. I closed the door behind her and looking over at the bar I knew just what they had in mind. Sure, lady I thought, I will get drunk, come down and gamble all my winnings away. I looked in the mirror wondering if I really looked that stupid.
I called room service and ordered enough food for an army. My hunger satisfied I started to plan my next move. At first, I was apprehensive about what to do next. Forgetting for a while about gambling, I decided to go shopping. Now that I had enough money to play with the big boys, I wanted to look the part. Calling down to the lobby, I asked where I could find a Barber and I was put on hold. A voice that I seemed to recognize told me they were sending a Barber right up and was there anything else I needed. Boy they were determined keep me in this hotel gambling no matter what. Knowing I had the upper hand with the magic power I knew there wasn’t much they could do to me, I thought. Ok I will play their game, but I planned to win. Yes, there is something I will need. Just ask, he said. I will need a good bottle of red wine and a massage. Also is there a men’s clothing store in the hotel, I asked’. Yes, there are several and I will send up the list’ he thanked me and said they would send the wine and masseuse up, right away.

After a great massage and a good glass of wine I was getting antsy and headed back downstairs where the action was. Getting out of the elevator I walked around till I found a men’s clothing store, one that the Miss Walker recommended. Walking in, I was immediately greeted and warmly introduce to a host of clerks that were there to help me. I was confused, they seemed to know that I was coming, and they even knew my name. I must have said something to the masseuse, and she told the higher ups and they put the word out. Boy, I thought, they are persistent.

I knew up front that the cloths weren’t cheap or free, but I wanted to look my best when I went into the private room were the elite and rich were playing. Spending 45 hundred dollars on a new suite, shoes, and all the extras to look like a gentleman was worth it, there was more where that came from. I was ready for the big time and some action. I felt clean and confident, like a million bucks and that is just what I hopped to win, maybe more. I was just about to leave the store when, surprise, guess who came in to show me around, that’s right, Miss Walker your friendly host ‘She grabbed my hand, making a bee line to the casino room where the rich and famous were gambling. She really did think I was stupid enough to lose back all that money and I played the part.  We made our way to the roulette table, and she introduce me to the pit bosses. I could tell right away that something was wrong, she seemed nervous and walked away without saying another word. If I didn’t have the magic, I would have left right behind her. There were a lot, more bosses at this table, and you could tell right away that they meant business. The head pit boss she introduces as Charlie looked like he had his nose broken many times. It laid flat on the middle of his face like a blob of cold meat. He must have been a boxer at one time and looked like he had been through a meat grinder. The boss next to him wasn’t much better.
Most of his hair looked like it had been ripped out and he had collie flower ears.one eye was partially closed. They were all creepy and scary looking, probably to intimidate us, like they would take you out back to the alley if you won too much. But they didn’t bother me at all because I had a secret.  The teller brought me my trays of chips and I stalled, trying to see what the time element was between the spins. This table was a little faster than the last one but not by much.
They played for big stakes, so I tried to stall before I made any bets. I didn’t want to bet until my number was just about to come otherwise, I would be busted in no time. I called the waiter over and order a glass of wine. When the wine came, I sat there sipping it and studding the wheel.17teen red came up and about this time the pit boss with no nose stood up crossed his arms and just glared at me. I sat back in my chair, crossed my arms, and glared back at him. His face turned red, and I thought he was going to come across the table.  No nose sat back down and stared at me, but I ignored him, I was here to make money. The head boss said sir, would you please make a bet, or we will have to give the seat to someone else? I was ready to make my move. After all my calculations were made, I felt confident that the next number would be 18 black. I shoved the first tray of chips out and was just ready to pile the other trays on top, when all a sudden I felt like I was hit with a ton of bricks. I quickly pulled the trays back toward me just before the ball was spun. I was sweating like a pig. No nose was looking down at me with a big fat grin on his ugly face. Leaning across the table, he said no guts no glory, huh kid, and everyone started to laugh.  I had this strange feeling that something was wrong and I wasen’t going to let this fat slob goat me into losing all my winnings. Something just wasen’t right, I could feel it, and the fact that no nose was trying to intimidate me into making a bet told me to hold off. I didn’t care what he said or did, I was determined to keep my winnings, no matter what.                                                                                                

I grabbed the trays and run through the casino toward the elevators. Back in the room I locked the door and sat down on the sofa with the chips still clutch tightly in my hands.
When I was at the table getting ready to bet all my chips, it hit me that I didn’t need to take any chances trying to guess what the next number would come up. After all that time and effort staying up all night gambling, trying to figure what the number would be, it dawned on me that all I had to do was use the magic sand and choose the number I wanted. I don’t know why I didn’t think of that before. I was back on cloud nine. I put the chips back in the safe and took the elevator back down to the lobby This time I stayed on the other side of the casino and walked over to a table far away from no nose. The roulette table was crowded, and all the seats were taken. Standing behind the crowd I picked number twelve red just as the ball started to spin around the table. To my surprise it landed on number 22 black. I tried again and called for number 4 black. When the ball stopped spinning the croupier called out number 29 red. I sat there for over an hour and only picked two numbers right. What was going on I thought, something smelled fishy, and I was determined to find out what it was. Walking around the casino I saw something that caught my attention. When I looked up, the ceilings were covered with mirrors. So that must be the eye in the sky that I have heard so much about.  That’s where I need to go, they must see everything from up there.  I stepped into the men’s room and made myself invisible. Walking through the lobby, I spotted a door that said, private in big red letters and two big security guards were standing out in front. Walking through the door I came to another door and there were two more security guards with guns strapped on their waist. Something important was going on upstairs and the big wheels were making double sure that only their eyes would see what they were hiding. Walking through a third door was another guard and next to him was two large rottweilers dogs chained to the wall and behind them was a flight of stairs. Just as I tried to sneak past the dogs I tripped and fell agents the door. They went crazy, jumping and pulling against the chains barking and growling making one hell of a racket. Thank God that the chains holding them were shot and strong or I would have been mincemeat.  The guard jumped out of his chair half asleep, looking around with a puzzled expression on his face. The door flew open at the top of the stairs, and someone yelled, what the hell is going on down there, shut those dam dogs up, we are trying to work. The guard went to a refrigerator and pulled out two large pieces of meat and tosed them to the dogs. I walked up the stairs and through the door. Looking around I was taken back by the size of the room, it seemed to go on forever. It looked like grand central station. People were running all over the place and at first glance I didn’t understand what was going on. There were people sitting around on chairs looking through mirrors at the customers below gambling at the tables. Men in suits were walking around and each one had what looked like a remote control in their hands. There were several men and woman with laptops, calculating what slot the ball should land in depending on the amount of money being bet on each number. 
So that was there game, they could control the ball and make the odds in their favor and the suckers on the floor didn’t have a clue. I walked around the room for a while and went back down to the casino floor. Still invisible, I crawled under one of the roulette tables. Looking around I saw a small thin black wire in one conner attached to the table leg. I heard someone saying no more bets please. Then I hear the silver ball spinning around and around. Just at the precise moment the wire moved, and the ball landed in a slot that they chose. I was still a little confused trying to understand how that was possible but then it dawned on me that they could control the ball with magnets. So, it was true  that a sucker was born every minute ,but then a crook  must have been born every second. The poor saps up there were being taken for a ride and never knew that they didn’t have a ghost of a chance of winning. SO that is why the ball wouldn’t land on the numbers I wished for, they were controlling everything from above.
But how was I able to win all that money if my magic didn’t work before. I think that the big boys upstairs saw how the customers were getting excited and cheering me on when they saw me winning so much money and they decided to let me keep winning knowing that they could their money  back anytime they wanted. Thank God I got up from the table the other night. The way they had it rigged I would have lost everything and still be wondering what the hell happened. 

The big boys were using me as a shill, getting everyone excited seeing me win so much money that the suckers thought they could win to.
The next night I walked back to no nose table, and it was packed again. The pit bosses were staring at me and given each other the high sign. One of the mangers came running over and whispered in the ear of an older gentleman and immediately he stood up and walked away. I am sure that there were customers waiting a long time to sit at the table, but the manger made sure that I had a seat. AS soon as I sat down no nose had a smirk on his face a mile long and said so everyone could hear him, you aren’t going to run away to your mommy again, are you? The other goons roared with laughter and were slapping him on the back. I just ignored him and got down to business. Laying the trays of chips in front of me I was ready for some fun. Rubbing the sand between my fingers, I thought, burn the wire controlling this table and in a second, I could smell smoke so faint that no one else seemed to notice.  

Now I was ready to wipe that stupid smirk off no nose and the rest of the thugs faces. I reached over and placed a tray of chips on the table and looking straight at no nose I piled the rest of the trays on top. He let out a big smile and said, thanks sucker. Looking him straight in the eye again, I said, hay shit for brains, are we going to gamble or what. The look he gave me scared the hell out of me, but then I felt the sand on my fingers, and I sat there smiling at him.                                                                                                                    

Land the ball in slot number 20 black I thought. The news spread like wildfire and people came running from all over the casino to get a better look, not believing what this stupid man was getting ready to do. I rubbed my hands together real fast like I was excited. When the dealer spun the ball, I turned around in my chair and started to talk to the people behind me like I didn’t have a care in the world. I felt the movement of people pushing forward to get a better look. I heard a woman’s say, oh my, what a foolish thing to do, he’s going to lose all that money. Another voice shouted what an idiot, I could send my son to collage with that much money and have enough money left over to put a down payment on a house.  When the ball came to a stop, I heard a loud gasp coming from the crowd and the lady I was talking to looked like she was going to faint. Turning back around looking straight at no nose, I smiled and rubbed my hands together again. I could see by the look on his face, if he got me outside, he would kill me, but we won’t let that happen. The word must have spread around the casino like wildfire because when I looked up their stood MS Walker, looking at me and all the money piled high on the table before me. She was white as a ghost and had a sick look on her face. It crossed my mind that somehow the big bosses might just blame her that I won all that money. When I sat at the table, I had a little over 78,000 left, so I bet 75,000 dollars on the last spin. My winnings were now 2,400,000. People I had never met before were getting up out of their chairs and coming over to shake my hand and congratulate me on my incredible win. I had them bring in all the waiters and I bought Champaign for everyone. After the dust settled down and all the money was stacked in front of me, I sat there like I was considering my next bet.
 
If I bet it all and won, I would leave with more money than I could count, and the casino would be out of business. The pit bosses could see that I might go for it and were in a panic. Snub nose was telling me with his look that I was playing with fire. One of the manages came up from behind me, bending over he asked if he could talk to me in private for a moment. I said yes, but before I would leave, I wanted to make one more bet. The room went dead silent as I slowly stacked one rack on top of the other, looking straight at no nose the whole time and smiling. It was all he could do to restrain himself from jumping over the table at me. I stood up, pulled the racks closed to me and pulled a one-hundred-dollar chip off the top rack and laid it down on number twelve black. The manger looked puzzled and said, I am sorry sir, but the minimum bet is one thousand dollars. I knew that but I just wanted to piss off no nose a little longer. When the manger realized, I was finished betting he looked totally relived.                                                                                                                   I wanted my money to be put into bank bags. all in 50 and 100-dollar bills. I invited the people standing around to join me for drinks while they counted out my winnings.

I wanted witnesses around me long enough to collect my money. I knew exactly what they were up to, but I also wanted the money bags in my hands. We sat drinking and watched while they put all that beautiful, green money in several bags until finally they were stuffed full.
Closing the bags, the mangers loaded them on to a cart, came over and had me sign a receipt so everyone in the room could get a good look. This was all for show, they knew that I would never get a chance to spend a dime of their precious money. That’s what they thought, but I had other ideas about the money and who would get it.

After a while, the patrons started heading back to their tables, still looking back, waving, giving me the thumbs up. Soon I was left alone with the goons, no nose was biting at the bit to get me outside. As soon as the doors to the back room closed, I felt a gun poke into my ribs. I didn’t think they would try to finish me off right there and I was right. A big, black sedan came flying around the Corner into the alley screeching to a stop.  They grabbed the bags of money and put them into the trunk. One of the goon’s opener the back-car door and I was shoved in. Sitting on the seat next to me was MS walker, crying softly. I could see her face was swollen and she had a black eye.  I was furious when I saw the beaten, they had given her. I had to hold myself back from killing someone right then and there. So, they did blame her, and I imagine her fate was going to be the same as mine. Someone laid a bag of money in my lap, and they all started to laugh their heads off watching me holding on tight to the bag. One big, fat, ugly goon looking at me from the front seat was laughing the hardest. Hay kid you don’t really think you were going to be able to spend any of that money, did you? Slowly I slid my hand into my pocket and rubbed the sand between my fingers.  As we drove out into the desert my mind kicked into action. Give me the strength of fifty men, give me a bullet proof body and give me the strength to take care of these creeps but not in a good way. We drove for about an hour heading out deep in the desert where there wouldn’t be any prying eyes, finally coming to an abrupt stop. The door flew opened and I was shoved out on to the ground. They pulled MS Walker out of the car and brought her around so she could see what was about to happen to her when they finished with me. The first one to come charging at me, grunting like a fat pig was my buddy, no nose. He wasn’t going to use his gun, he wanted to tear me apart with his bare hands to show his cronies just how tough he was. He was spitting and screaming, his buddies were yelling, kill him kill him. I just stood there while he pounded me several time doing his best to knock me to the ground. He looked stunned when I didn’t bleed or fall. I smiled and his face turned white. He finally ran out of steam and his buddies stepped up to continue the beating. They tried to knock me to the ground, but I just stood there watching them huffing and puffing with shock looks on their stupid faces. I bet these goons never did an honest day’s work in their lives. They looked at me and I could see them trying to comprehend what the hell just happened. As I made a move toward them, they pulled out their guns at the same time. Firing at me point blank, the desert night lit up like the fourth of July. The stupid look on their faces were priceless. They were standing there with their mouths wide open and their eyes bugging out. I am sure they had been out here many times taking care of business but never expecting to die themselves but now the table was turned. I told MS Walker to get back in the car and lock the door. She jumped in before anyone had a chance to reacted. 

Now that she was safe it was time to get started, I wasn’t going to kill them but they were going to die out here in the desert. At first, they tried to resist but one by one they decided getting their buts kicked wasn’t going to help matters. Telling them to strip down to their shorts, I couldn’t help but laugh. What a sight these tough guys were, so out of shape with their fat bellies hanging over their shorts. 

I told MS Walker to start the car and turn the head lights on. I made them walk in front of the car and we headed out deeper into the desert. They walked till they couldn’t walk any more. I gave Mr. Walker the thumbs up, and she stopped the car. I yelled at them to lie down in the sand, and I walked around to the back of the car. Opening the trunk, I found just what I was looking for. I reach in and pick up several rolls of duct tape. I was sure they used that tape on some helpless victims many times before, laughing the whole time while they did their dirty work. Taping them up one by one they started to blubber like little babies, begging for mercy. I told them that I was going to give them a better chance than they gave anyone else, I would leave a knife with them and all they had do was find it. I promised I would leave it within twenty feet. When I finished taping each one up like mummy’s we drove off into the night heading back to the strip. I could hear Mrs. Walker crying softly and I wanted to comfort her and tell her that everything was going to be ok. When I looked over, she was sound asleep.                                                                                                   

 When the sun came up in the morning, the bad guys spotted the knife immediately, shinning in the sun just twenty feet away just like I promise. It was twenty feet up in a prickly cactus tree. The drive back to Vegas was a quite one and when I finally spoke up, I asked MS Walker what her first name was and how in the world did she get involved with such trash. Her face was all swelled from the beating they gave her, and she could hardly talk but did manage to tell me her name was Linda and we both sat silent again. I pulled into a gas station and looked over at Linda. She looked so beautiful even with the black eye and bruised face. When I got back in the car, she was awake and had a wet rag on her black eye. Linda, I said, we have a long drive back and I would like to suggest that we pull into the hotel across the street and get some rest. Before you say anything, I want you to know that I will get us separate rooms, and everything will be on the up and up. Without saying a word, she shook her head yes. A shower and a soft bed sounded great and besides the man next to her just saved her life and she knew she could trust him. Walking into the lobby they were both surprised what a grand hotel it was. Linda pulled Drake aside and said, can I talk to you outside for a minute? Walking back out into the sunlight she took Drake by the arm and whispered, how can we afford to stay in that hotel, it must be awfully expensive. He roared with laughter as he took her by the hand and walked to the back of the car. When he opened the trunk, they both started to laugh like little kids. Opening one of the bags he reached in and grabber a fist full of one-hundred-dollar bills. They walked back to the lobe and sign into their separate rooms. When they reached the second floor, they found that their rooms were side by side. Linda was happy and relieved; she was still shaken by everything that took place the last twenty-four hours and she felt safe that Drake was close by.        
As soon as Drake walked into the room, he called the front desk and asked for the concierge to call him. A moment later the phone rang, a voice said hello this is miss Green, how may I help you? My name is Drake, and I will be right down to talk to you. Walking into her office he introduced himself, sat down and got right to business. I have a lady that I am with, and she is a good friend. We both have been through a lot this last week and we need some rest and T L C. Do you have any good clothing stores nearby where she can shop and get her hair and makeup done? Yes, she said, we have some great clothing and beauty solons close by that are highly rated. We also have a limo on standby for her if she needs one. That will be great, and would you see that she gets this note. I want to make sure that she has anything she wants, and money is no object. I will be right back, and Drake left the offices. He came back, sat down at miss Green ’desk. He reached over and laid ten thousand dollars in an envelope next to her.  I want to give you this for my friend when she goes shopping. Drake stood up, reached over, and shook her hand and started to leave. OH, just one more thing would you make sure there is always someone with her and would you make sure she gets the note before she leaves in the limo. When Drake left the offices miss Green opened the envelope and almost fell of her chair.
Drake found himself whistling as he rode the elevator to his room and a smile came across his face.
Linder, the note read, I hope you will let me indulge you a little bit on this trip. I really think that after all we have been through the last couple of days, we both need some fun and relaxation. I left you some money so you can go shopping. You shop till you drop. I took the liberty to book us dinner for this evening and I heard it is a five-star restaurant. It will give us time to sit down relax and enjoy ourselves and have a good long talk. See you soon, Drake. Tears welled up in her eyes and ran down her cheeks, she held the letter tight to her heart and sat down on the bed and cried. When the limo picked her up in front of the hotel, she felt like a new person. She was clean and restored and was really looking forward to spending some time with Drake. The first place the limo driver took her to, was a very fancy mall with lots and lots of beautiful clothing stores.  She had only known him for a shot while but felt a close bond with the man that saved her life. Even though she worked in Vegas and there were a ton of limos she had never rode in one before. She sat back deep in the leather seat, relaxed, and let out a long sigh. Did someone give you the address of the restaurant? she asked? We will be there in ten minutes the driver assured her. By the time the limo dropped her off at the restaurant, she felt so happy and alive. Her hair and makeup were done perfect. Her gown was gorgeous, and she felt beautiful. She could hardly wait to see Drake. Walking into the restraint she spotted him standing next to the bar. He was wearing a brand-new suite and looked so handsome. When Drake turned around and saw Linda walking toward him his face lit up, the look on his face said it all. 
He reached out and embraced her tenderly and kissed her softly on her cheeks. She felt a shiver go through her body and took his hand in hers. After an incredible delicious meal, they went into the lounge sat down on a couch and enjoyed a glass of wine. He could not take his eyes off her; she was so beautiful and sweet. Linda could see Drake looking at her intensely, and finally he was about to asked her the questions that was burning in his mind. Before he could say anything, Linda reached over and took his hand. I know you are wondering how I got caught up with that mob and why I was working with them. She took a long breath, looked at him she started to cry. I am so happy that you are here with me, but I don’t want to spoil this special time that we are sharing right now. She moved closer to him, and he put his arm around her, he felt so close and protective of her. Look Linder if you would rather not talk about your past then that’s fine with me. She mover even closer to him and said, I promise that one day I will tell you all that you want to know but not tonight. He gave her a big smile to let her know that whatever she wanted was fine with him. Besides, she said, I have quite a few questions, of my own, like how did you ever get so strong that you could fight all those goons at the same time? And how come you didn’t die when they shot you Looking at her, he started to crack up and said, one day I will tell you everything but not tonight. She laughed, said fair enough and clicking their wine glasses they toasted their newfound friendship. The orchestra started to play a song that Linda loved, and she asked Drake to dance with her. They made such a handsome couple and the song ended way to soon. They drove back to the hotel and when the limo dropped them off, they said good night at her door. He wanted to kiss her good night but didn’t want to spoil the wonderful time they had together.

The next morning, he greeted Linda at the front desk, and they checked out of the hotel and were heading back to Las vague. On the way they talked endlessly about their plans but not a word was spoken about the past and what had happened to them in Vegas. Linda did most of the talking telling him about her childhood and how as a little girl she and her family lived in Darmstadt Germany. She had an older brother, Henrik a sister Halder and her mom and dad. Both her brother and sister were in the Hitler youth clubs. I remember that dad got terribly upset when Henrick would come home after an outing with his uniform on and talk on and on about Hitler and how he was going to change the world. When the war broke out, I was sent to America with hundredths of other children and even though I was only six or seven I can still remember all of us hugging, crying, and saying goodbye. I was so freighted when I boarded the train with all the other children. I never saw or heard from my family again and I did everything in my power to find out what happened to them. I was adopted by a couple in California, and I was lucky to have such wonderful loving parents. I went to school there and I fell in love with sunny California. Some of my best friends were also refugees just like me and we became close and keep in contact and I guess we always will. There are strong bonds knowing we are all in the same boat so to speak. I still dream about my family and sometimes I have nightmares thinking about what might have happened to them. He listens intently and could see her starting to cry as she spoke. He held her hand and kissed it softly, Linda put her head on his shoulders and fell sleep. When he dropped her off at the casino, he promises that he would call every night and that was a promise that wasn’t going to be hard to keep. He gave her a big, huge, and as he drove out on to the main road, her looker in his rear-view mirror and saw her waving. It was all he could do from turning around, but he would be back as soon as possible. Driving through the desert he saw her beautiful face everywhere he looked and now he knew that he was deeply in love with her. He drove late into the night with the radio playing and just as he was about to turn off the radio, the song that they danced to came on. He pulled off to the side of the road and got out of the car. There was a full moon, and he felt his heart breaking, listing to the music and wishing Linda were in his arms and he could tell her how much he loved her. 

He drove down the highway with his bags of money sitting by his side. He thought it would be fun and relaxing to drive the limo part way home, He got back behind the wheel and headed down the highway. After all the madness he have been through the last couple of days, he thought this might be a good time to see the country. He could have zapped himself home in a second, but he wasn’t in any hurry, so why not relax and just enjoy the trip. It would be two weeks before he could see Linda again. She said she was going to give a two-week notice and then they would get back together and work things out. He loved her and was going to ask her to be his wife. He was hoping and praying she would say yes. If she did, he would give the sand back to the desert. But he couldn’t resist one more grand adventure before he gave op the magic for good.

About two hundred miles from Vegas the sun was just coming up over the mountains. A gas station came into sight and pulling up to the pump, Drake filled the tank to the brim. Walking over to the phone booth sitting by the front door, he dialed 911 and a voice said this is the Sargent O’Neil how can I help you? Drake Explained what had taken place the night before and where they could find the bad guys taped up. Telling the cop where to look, he told him they would have to hurry before it got to hot, otherwise they would die for sure. 

The cop said, who is this? Drake told him to hurry and hung up. Getting back into the limo he pulled out of a ham sandwich, thought about Linder and the life they would have together. Driving on for hours, just enjoying the scenery and imagining how hot the bad guys must be felling, a smile came over his faces. He was no killer; he couldn’t even kill a bug. Looking up into the sky a white cloud floated above, and it looked like the chiefs all waving with their thumbs up. Yes, it was going to be a good life. laying his hand on the bulging bags full of money beside him, he drove on still thinking of Linder.

When the sun came up, he spotted a sign on the side of the road with an arrow pointing to a town caller tombstone. That couldn’t be right, he thought, tombstone was in Arizona. Somehow, during the night he made a wrong turn coming out of Vegas and had been driving the wrong way all night. Well, it doesn’t matter and anyhow it was time to get something to eat. Up the road was a large sign next to a dinner that read, twelve once stakes, only three ninety-five. Getting out of the limo, the heat hit him like a blow torch. When he walked into the dinner, he felt a cold breeze coming from the air conditioner.   Drake suddenly felt out of place standing there.  Looking around he could see that everyone was dressed in cowboy cloths, cowboy hats, boots and some even had real guns strapped around their waist. It was like walking into a cowboy movie. The waitress took him to a seat. Handing him a menu, she laugher a little and said, don’t worry we get that look a lot around here from strangers. 
Suddenly, his mind came alive with an incurable thought, but before he would do anything, he would enjoy the delicious meal put in front of him.

Walking out of the dinner with a full stomach, Drake thought that he would hang around for a while before starting home. That would give him time to explore the town and his next adventure and then back to Linda. Across the street was a western clothing store just the place he was looking for. Disappointed to find that the store was stocked with very little western cloths and even those didn’t look very authentic considering the town he was in.
 
He knew from past experiences that it was important to be extra careful with every move he made.  Walking over to where the sales lady was sitting behind her desk, he said could you help me. Looking up she gave me a warm, friendly smile. Asking her if there was any place in town, he could find old antique guns and cowboy duds. She gave him another smile and said you came to the right place; we have a whole room in back just dedicated for that purpose. He was surprised to hear that and asked if he they were for sail. 

 she said, yes, and I am sure that you will find something that will fit you. They walked to the back room, and everywhere you looked the walls were crammed with mannequins dressed in outfits both man and woman’s, from a time gone by. There was old world war one uniforms from every military branch and all the cowboy mannequins were dressed from head to toe. He felt like he was back in the old days when life was so much simpler. Right away he spotted just what he was looking for and carried the cloths into the dressing room. Opening the certain he stepped out and heard someone shout, Billy the kid. This guy was pointing at the mannequin and then to me. Over the dressing room door in big letters was the sign, Billie the kid, born September 1859 died July 1881. This was an exact duplicate of him and how he looked back in the old days. I walked over to the mirror and to my complete surprise and amusement, stood an exact image of Billy the kid. Strapped to my waist were the same guns that he wore back in the old west.  Walking out of the building and into the street a strange feeling came over me and suddenly I felt out of place and confused, not sure what to do next.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                           

walking down the street people were point and steering at him, men were moving out of my way acting like they were exporting me to do something. I walker behind a shed and began rubbing sand between my fingers. I wished it were April 188O.
The next thing I knew I was standing in the middle of the street with a stage couch baring straight down on me. I barely had time to jump out of the way before it ran me over. The horses were jumping all over the place and it took some time till the stagecoach driver managed to get them under control. Getting back up I walked across the street to where my limo was, and instead of a shiny limo there sat a horse and buggy. I could see my bags of money on the floor so that had to be my new ride. What the hell; do you have, shit for brains? I heard a voice yell out. Turning around I was looking at the biggest, Ugliest human being I have ever seen. This guy was huge, and his eyes glared back at me like he wanted to kill me. He was mad about something. I had no idea what his problem was, but I knew I had to act fast. The way he was standing I could tell he was ready to pull out his gun. Thinking, let me be the fastest gun alive, I stood there ready for anything. He was fast, slapping leather, he had his gun clearing his holster when too shots rang out. The first shot hit his gun hand knocking the gun into the air. The second short hit his gun belt and it fell to the ground. He just stood there with a shock look on his face. Hay, shit for brains I yelled, back at him, come over here.  As he walked toward me, I could see he was shaking all over. I looked down and saw that he was wetting his pants. I was still holding the smoking gun in my hand and don’t remember pulling the trigger or even pulling the gun out of the holster, it happened so fast.

I couldn’t believe what my eyes were seeing, this big hulk of a man peeing his pants. He told me his name was Hank and he went on and on apologizing and he was sorry that he tried to shoot me. It dawned on me that he wasn’t looking at me but Billy the kid. We walked down the street where my buggy was tied up. Feeling sorry for this sad giant of a man I asked what made him so mad that he would want to shoot me. He hesitated for a moment and then told me a story that broke my heart. He had a wife and too little girls and they lived way up in the mountains. They didn’t mind the isolation and they were happy together minding their own business. No matter how hard they had tried, they just couldn’t seem to make friends with the towns people.  They only came to town Onces in a great while to get supplies. They were heading back home about a year ago after picking up some lumber. Halfway home they came around a curve in the road and a rattle snake spooked the horses and they charged down the other side of the mountain. Speeding around the next curve in the road the hitch broke and the wagon and went flying into the river. This time of the year the water was running swift and cold. He was thrown against a bolder on the river’s edge and broke his arm. His wife and daughters went into the water, and he could hear them screening for help. Jumping in the river he tried to catch up to them, but it was no use. He laid back and let the river carry him along praying he would reach them in time. As he floated down the river he looked toward the bank and saw his little girl caught in a snag but still moving about. He managed to pull himself from the river a short way’s down and ran back to where his little girl was still struggling. Jumping back into the river he reached down and picked her up with his good arm and carried her up the bank. Putting her over his shoulder he ran back toward town. He never stopped running until he reached the center of town. He began to scream like a wounded animal, caught in a trap, so loud It woke the town up.
Lights went on all over and the sheriff was the first one to reach them. A Few seconds later the doctor arrived but they both knew it was too late. Hank went crazy, it took several men  to hold him down while the doctor gave him a sedative. The next day it seemed like the whole town went back to the river with hank to look for his wife and daughter. Early every morning the towns people would all climb on the wagons and scout the riverbanks, but after several days they finally gave up. That next Sunday the town gathered at the top of the hill to bury Katie in the local cemetery. She was buried in her favorite pink dress with her little stuffed teddy bear she got for her birthday. There were two headstones stones that the people in town paid for. On his wife’s stone was a beautiful carving of her and two girls. Hank told me this gave him great happiness and comfort to know the town cared enough to help him. He went back to that river many times to look for his wife and child, and every time there was always someone from town with him. It was strange how the people in the town took him in to their hearts and homes, it was as if they had adopted him.                                                                                                                                         

So, seeing you scaring the houses pulling the stagecoach, brought back all the memories of that horrible day when I lost my family and I just freaked out. I couldn’t help but feel sorry for this poor man and offered to buy him a drink. We walked back up the street to the first tavern we came to and got stinking drunk. We talked on for hours and after that we became fast friends. I stayed around long enough to see Hank become a blacksmith. He met and married a beautiful widow with four children, two boys and two girls; just made to order.
It was time for me to move on. I had to think of a way to leave without Hank wondering what happen to me and why I just got up and left without saying a word. I thought for days how to leave without hurting his feelings. And then I realized that with the magic, I could and would pop in to see him anytime.

 I took hank aside one morning and told him I had a chance to buy a ranch in Texas and it was too good of a deal to pass up. He did not seem surprised or hurt that I was leaving and right then I knew he would be fine. He had a beautiful family and this time a town that loved and supported hm, his wife and children.
I stopped by the sheriff offices to say goodbye and rode my buggy to the spot I had been when I first came to town. Sitting in the buggy I wished I were back home. That instant I was driving the limo through the back roads heading home. When I reached a spot about a half mile from my home I stopped at a secluded area, took the bags of money out and made the car disappear. I hid the money and walked down the street feeling safe again.

It was great to be back home, I felt like I had been gone a long, long time, but it had only been a short while. My time when I travel must be different than the actual time when I am away because I thought I was gone for many months, but I was only gone a short while and this was confusing and quite scary. Anyhow I was back home setting out in the patio reading the newspaper and enjoying my first cup of coffee, I came across a picture that startled me and made me look twice. The snapshot showed four men laying on the ground with their hands and legs bound with duct tape. I guess the cops decided to check out my story after all. Under the picture was an article that said how the police received a tip that five men had taken two victims out in the desert to be disposed of. Somehow, the man overpowered then, bound them up with duct tape   and caller the cops to let them know where they could find them.  The police were still trying to discover who the caller was but to no avail. They searched the area for the fifth man, but he never was found. I felt a little sorry for no nose, but he was the one that chose that life.


The phone rang and my heart skipped a beat when I heard Linda’s voice on the other end. Hay kid how are you doing he quipped. She laughed at his reply, kid huh, she thought. I miss you something awful she said. I know just how you feel, and I cannot wait till I see you again. What he really wanted to say was, till I can hold you in my arms and tell you how much I love you but thought twice about it. He felt like shouting to the world how much he loved her but fell silent. Thinking again he thought, you coward, tell her now.  Linder, I have something I need to tell you and then he went silent again trying to find the right words. I know, I feel the same way and she began to cry happy tears. Drake’s heart soured with joy even though neither one said the words. When they meet again, he can hold her in his arms and tell her that he was crazy for her.

Every night they talker for hours about all the things they wanted to do and the wonderful places they would travel to. The time they had talking on the phone was magical, but he was getting impatient to be with her. His house was almost in order, and he told Linder that it would only be a matter of a couple more days before he would be heading to Vegas. I will be counting the hours; I can hardly wait to see you Linda said, I gave my final two weeks’ notice this morning. Drake said he would call her tomorrow night and they said goodnight.


Drake worked all the next day getting the last few details finished. Pouring a glass of wine, he walked outside sat down on the swing and phoned Linder’s room. When no one answer he waited a while and call back again. He called several times, but to no avail. He was not overly concerned, some nights she would have to work a double shift if it were extra busy. 

The next night, Drake called the room again. A voice he didn’t recognize said hi may I help you. Yes, he said, I want to speak to Linda, I am Drake a friend of hers. I’m sorry Linda moved back home and doesn’t live here anymore. May I ask who you are he said trying to hide the panic that was building up inside him. My name is Kathy and I just moved to Vegas yesterday. I was told that the girl that lived here before me went back home to take care of her sick mother. I thanked her and hung up the phone. I didn’t believe what she said but on the other hand we only knew each for such a short time. I remember her telling me that her foster parents lived in Santa Barbara but not much more. My mind was spinning and suddenly I realized that I needed to get back to Vegas, fast. 

I grabbed one money bag, some cloths and hid the other bags in a safe place. Running out the door, I only stopped long enough to get gas and was speeding down the freeway toward Vegas. I was wondering what really happen, but I was sure Linda would have called me if her mother was sick. So many thoughts were running through my mind. 

My stomach was in knots as I speed down the highway. As soon as I pulled up to the casino, I gave my keys to the bellhop and ran in to the lobby. I walked over to the front desk and asked the lady standing in front of me if I could speak to Linda. She said just a minute, I will call her. Watching her dial the number I let out a big sigh of relief and felt my body relaxing. I felt a little foolish that I worried so much about nothing. After a short while I heard someone behind me saying, may I help you, I am Linda. When I turned around, I was surprised to see that she wasn’t my Linda. She laughed and said that’s ok we probably have ten Linder’s that works at this casino, what is her last name? Feeling a little embarrassed I said I was not sure, but I could describe her to you. She said she could do me one better and pulled out a hotel brochure and handed it to me. I open the first page and there were several hotel workers standing in a circle and there was a picture of my Linda. Under her picture was the name Linda Sweetwater.
When I pointed her out, I asked if I could talk to her and suddenly everyone started to walk away. Only the desk manger was still there and shrugging his shoulders he hurried into the back room. Wait a minute I yelled, I just want to talk to her, but I could see I was wasting my time. I took the elevator to the third floor and walked out on to the walkway that was above the casino floor. Looking down he was hoping he could spot her from here. He thought he saw her walking across the casino floor but when he looked closer, the lady that he was looking at was not Linda. Drake stood there for the longest time hoping and praying he would find her. He got on the elevator and went down to the casino floor. Walking around for what seemed like, he was just about to give up, when he spotted the lady that had given him his massage when he first arrived and was staying in the penthouse. She must know Linda because Linda was the one that sent her up to his room that night. As she walked by, he took her arm and pulled her over to one side. She looked like she was going to faint when she saw him. she tried to pull away, but he held her tight and said I just want to talk to you. Are you crazy? She said, you want to get us both killed. As she was talking, she kept looking over his shoulders with fear in her eyes. She said, look behind you, pulled her arm free and hurried down the hall. He looked over to the other side of the casino at the tables trying to understand what she was talking about. 

Walking over by the poker tables someone had just won a big stack of chips. People were shotting and clapping cheering him on. At that moment something caught Drakes eye that made him freeze in his tracks. Standing there as big as life was no nose. He just couldn’t believe what he was seeing, thinking that he died out in the desert that night.

  Jumping behind a slot machine; his mind was racing a mile a minute. Diapering into a men’s room, Drake walk into a stall, and locked the door. He sat there trying to understand what was going on. It hit him like a ton of bricks, Linda was still around, and they were holding her, knowing that he would be back trying to find her, then they could get their precious money back. Once that happened, they would get rid of them once and for all, but he still had an ace up his sleeve.

Thinking fast he knew what he had to do. First, I must find Linda and make sure that she is safe, he thought. They must be holding her some place in the building. He thought of a way that might lead him to her. 

He walked by no nose slowly making sure he saw him. Hiding behind a slot machine he rubbed the sand between his fingers. Looking across the room, no nose was running toward the elevators as fast as his fat little legs would take him. Stepping in the elevator right behind him, the door closed. On the way up piggy kept repeating, oh, they are going to kill me, they are going to kill me over and over. By the time the elevator stopped he was shaking all over. The door opened and we walked down a long hallway and came to a large door. Standing in front of the door was a big mean looking security guard. What the hell do you want he asked no nose? I need to see the boss right now he said. The guard grabbed him by the arm and said, this better be good, the boss is in a meeting. After a couple minutes the door opened, and no nose was taken over to a large poker table where several men in suits were drinking and playing poker. What the hell are you doing in my penthouse you dumb ass the boss yelled. So that was his name and dumb ass was stammering and finally said the man’s downstairs. The boss pulled out a gun from his vest and pointed it at no nose head. The guys at the table were laughing and shouting, shot him, shot him.  I will give you five seconds to tell me what the hell you are talking about, the boss yelled.Dumb ass blurted out, the woman in the basement, it is her boyfriend trying to find her.  
So that is where they are holding her, and I knew just what they would do next. 

The boss told the men sitting at the table that the party was over and said everyone out, NOW. He told no nose to round up a couple of guys and head down to the basement and he would be there shortly. He picked up the phone as we were walking toward door, I heard him say, he is down in the casino, find him and bring him to the basement and do not worry about being easy with him. Kick his ass if you must but get him down their pronto. If anyone is going to get his ass kicked, I will not be me I thought. And if they have hurt Linda again there will be hell to pay.

Getting out of the elevator I located the basement stairs and walked down three flights. There was a sign over the door that said basement and another sign that said under construction, keep out. I was surprised to find the door unlocked and quietly I sneaked in. The place was huge, with several hallways and rooms leading everywhere. I heard a noise far off and slowly walked to the sound of someone laughing. There were all kinds of boxes, piped and lumber laying everywhere. I walked along slowly and picked up a large pipe laying on a table. I came to the end of a long hall and looking around I could see three men standing around smoking and drinking beer.

Looking off to one side I saw Linda way in the back in a dark Corners. She was sitting in a chair with her hands tied behind her back, and a hood over her head. Two men were running around her laughing. They were tormenting her and scaring her as they took turns hitting and poking her as they ran by. I went into a blind rage when I saw her sitting there so helpless. The son of a bitches, I ran across the room swinging the pipe and came down hard on the first one I could get to. He dropped to the floor with a thump. The other one looked shocked and before he had a chance to reacted, I jumped on him screaming and swinging the pipe. They laid at my feet mooning and Gronning. I gave them a couple more whacks to shut them up. I moved behind Linder and whispered in her ear saying, it is me and I am going to get you out of here. I told her to sit there, and I would be right back. I felt her shaking all over, but she stayed sitting. I patted her on the back and ran across the basement. The other three were now running for the door. Before they reached the exit, I was all over them and when I finished, I ran back over to Linda. She was moving back and forth shaking and crying. I put my arm around her and slowly I removed the hood. The Basterds had beat her again and her nose and mouth were bleeding and there was blood all over the front of her blouse. I was beside myself with rage but had to control my anger till I had Linda hidden and safe. I had to work fast before the other goons got here. 
I united her hands and when I did, I saw red. Her hands were swollen and there were rope burns around both her wrist. She must have been down here at least a couple of days, probably right after she had talked to me on the phone the last time. I picked her up and carried her to a room way in the back and had her hide under a table and covered her with a tarp. I held her hand and told her not to make a sound. I would come back for her when it was over. She did not want to let me go but I told her I needed to hurry.

I pulled all five men to another room and tied them up with rope that was laying around the floor. I stuffed old dirty rags that were used to clean the Greece of the pipes into their mouths. Just as I finished, I heard the basement door bang open. The boss, and the security guard walked in with their guns ready. I went after the guard first, swing the pipe hard and hit him across the back of his head. Blood spirited out his nose and mouth at the same time and he dropped to the floor. I looked over at boss man and the look of shook and fear on his ugly face made me smile with pleasure. He was going to get his, but I would save him for last. I went after the next two goons that walk through the door and in short time, they were on the floor withering in Paine. Finally, the big man himself. His hands were over his head trying to cover up. I thought about what they did to Linda and what they would have done if I had not found her. I let him stand that way for a while. He kept turning around trying to see where I was, firing his gun blindly around the room. I jammed the pipe hard into his stomach and he bent over holding his gut and swearing that if he ever got ahold of me--That is as far as he got, I took the pipe and smashed both knees. I reached down and drugged him into the room were his buddies laid. After I tied and gaged him, I went back to get Linda. I pulled the tarp off the table and helped her to her feet. She was so sore she could barely walk but we managed to get back to my car. We drove for about twenty minutes and found a hotel. I went in by myself and registered. I drove around to the back and helped her to the room. I told her that I had something I needed to do, and I would be back shortly. She begged me not to leave her, but I finally got calmed down. I knelt by her side and told her I loved her and would always be with her, but I had to go now. I know what I am doing, and it must be done I said. I walked out the door before she had a chance to say anything else and drove back to Vegas. I rented a uphaul truck just big enough to haul some trash to the dumb.

Late that evening I knocked on the door and I heard Linda say in a low voice, who is it? Open the door I said, it’s me. When the door opened, I was pleasantly surprised, Linda was standing before me in a fluffy white robe looking beautiful and smelling wonderful. Before I had a chance to reacted, she jumped into my arms and repeated over and over, I love you, I love you. Then she began to cry with relief telling me between sobs that she was so worried that I wasn’t coming back. When she finally settled down, we ordered room service. When the waiter left the room Linda immediately started to pepper me with a million questions. What happened after you left and is everything going to be, ok?  I reached over and pulled her closer to me and held her tight. I thought about what almost happened to her and I started to shake. 

[bookmark: _Hlk27482751][bookmark: _Hlk27482441]Looking into her eyes I told her how much I loved her and that she would never have to worry about anything again. We will never talk about the things in the past but only about what a wonderful life we have ahead of us I said. The next morning, we drove out of town with all those beautiful bags of money waiting to be spent. I imagine that the bags of trash I took to the dump were buried somewhere deep underground by now.

 
A soon as we arrived home, I wanted to surprise Linder with something special when I asked her to marry me. I started to think and then I realized that I could do anything I wanted and go anywhere I wanted; I still had the magic sand. I was not sure if I would ever tell Linder about the sand. What would I say? Hay girl, you want to see me fly or disappear. That would go over like a led balloon and probably scare her half to death. She was still having nightmares from the beating she took when she was tied to the chair in the basement. I still haven’t made up my mind what to do with the sand. I was worried that somehow the past would catch up with us and if that should happen, I would want the sand to protect us. I needed a plan to hide it somewhere safe.When enough time has passed, I will make the sand disappear back into the desert. Just thinking about it made me sad. It had been such an incredible time with the Indians out in the desert and the wonderful powers the sand held. I will keep a small amount and make the rest disappear till I need it I thought. 

The next morning, I got up early to make breakfast and put on a pot of coffee, hoping she would smell it and join me. I was so happy that she was in my house, and I couldn’t wait to see her. She finally came out of the bedroom, snuck up behind me and kissed me on the back of my neck. I turned and kissed her affectionately on the tip of her nose. She smiled and said, are you kidding. We held each other for a long time neither one wanting to let go. She finally pulled away and pointer at the burning toast that was setting off the smoke alarm. Opening all the doors in the kitchen we sat down to burnt toast and over cooked eggs. Don’t ever apply for a job cooking she said tasseling my hair. I loved her sense of humor especially after everything she had endured the last couple of months. 
We cleaner the kitchen and went outside for another cup of coffee. AS soon as we sat down, Linda said, we need to have a long talk. I want to explain why I was at the casino and how I came to be working as the concierge. I was going to medical school to become a nurse and a friend told me that there were all kinds of work at the casinos in Vegas. I needed a job to help support myself and Vegas had a great hospital and a wonderful training school. I applied and was accepted. Mom and dad thought it was a good idea even though they weren’t crazy about me living in Vegas and being so far away from home. I moved in with a girlfriend that was from my hometown. She had been working at one of the largest hotels on the strip for over a year. Terry went on and on about how glamorous everything was. Said she got to use the swimming pool and eat free anytime she wanted. Sounded good to me so the next day I went to the hotel and applied for a job. On the application it asked what your preference was and not knowing what to write, I wrote down anything that was open. Under that I scribbled, I will take any job.

TO my surprise and delight I received a call that very night telling me that I was to call a miss Johnson as soon as possible. I rang the number right away and a male voice said, may I help you. Yes, this is Linda Sweetwater, and I received a call from Miss Johnson about a job at the casino. There was silence on the other end and finally a man voice said that Miss Johnson was in a meeting till noon. She left a note saying she would be back in her offices at one and would like to see you then. When I got back to the apartment I was surprised when Terry told me that Miss Johnson was the head secretary for Steve Matthews, one of the owners of the casino. I didn’t want to seem too eager so trying to look relaxed, I went to her office at twelve forty-five and waited. I sat there looking at my watch and when it read two thirty, I got up and started to leave, thinking who the hell does she think she is making me wait all this time. I was pretty steamed up and headed to the elevator. Just as the elevator doors opened I heard someone behind me calling my name. When I turned around there stood a very drunk woman with her hand extended out to me. As she moved close, I could smell the booze and she was a mess. Her blouse was unbuttoned, her lipstick was smear and her hair was flying all over the place. She took me by the hand and lead me down a long hall to her office. There were several woman walking by us but they either looked down or to the side as we walked by. Not one person said hi or anything, like they were all afraid of her. I should have known right from the start that something was wrong, but I needed a job, so I sat and waited while she hung up her coat. I must say I was impressed with her office. It was huge and the furniture and paintings must have cost a fortune. I wondered how this drunk, unkept woman staggering before me could hold such a powerful position. 

She almost fell as she walked over to the table, and I felt uncomfortable watching her. She reached inside her desk and pulled out an envelope and slid it across the table to me. Before I had a chance to open it, she stood up and showed me to the door. Tomorrow morning you are to report to Mr. Taylor, the manager at the front desk at nine o’clock. She stepped back and closed the door. I stood in the hall trying to understand what the hell just happened.

When I got back to the apartment Terry was waiting. So, kid how was your day did you get a job? I told her the whole story about Miss Johnson, but she did not seem the least bit surprised. You do not seem to be shocked, I said. Terry let out a little chuckle and said do you have any idea who that woman was? That drunk believes it or not is Steve Matthew’s mother. You have got to be kidding I said. Nope cross my heart, and we both burst out laughing. After taking a shower I went back to the living room where Terry was relaxing. So, what was in the envelope she asked? I had completely forgot about it and took it out of my coat pocket. I pulled out the paper and started to read the instructions and halfway through I stopped. What’s wrong Terry asked. I cannot believe this; they want me to be the concierge and I will make eight hundred a week. I thought the best job I could get would be waiting on tables or something like that. What do I know about being a concierge, there must be a mistake? Any how I wasen’t about to look a gift house in the mouth. It turned out to be an exciting job, the hours were good, and the work was fun. I had my own desk in the front lobby and met a lot of interesting people. The job gave me a lot of free time to hang by the pool.

I must admit that I was a little freaked out by some of the guys that worked at the tables, and I would see them checking me out. The one that scared me the most was the guy that had a flat nose. He was weird looking, creepy, and sometimes he would sit there staring at me but never said a word. Everyone else was great to work with. I asked Steve one time why I got the job in the first place with no experience, and he told me that the heads of the hotel wanted me out in front to class the place up. I wasn’t sure what that meant but I was happy, and everyone treated me nice.I only had a short time to finish my training at the hospital, then you came along, and my world was turned upside down. She poured another cup of coffee and sat back down. When you won all that money and you looked like you were going to make another bet, I thought I was going to have a heart attack. One of the pit bosses came behind me and said, Steve wanted me in his office right now and grabbed me by the arm .AS soon as I walked in Steve rushed across the room, slapped me hard across the face and I fell to the floor. They took me down to the basement and you know the rest of the story.
Holding her in my arms I said that is all behind us now. Let’s start making plans, what would you like to do. You have all that money and can go back and finish school any place you want. She smiled and said you mean all your money. No, I mean all our money. That was my clue. I had a gift for her that had been burning a hole in my pocket but a the last second, I chicken out, and decided to wait. I needed to know what her plans were and then I would pick the right time to ask her to marry me. 

She surprised me when she told me that she wanted to finish her schooling in Las Vegas. Are you sure want to go back there after all that you have been through, I asked?  I know it sounds crazy, but I have friends there and I know all my teachers. Besides, I thought you said that things are ok now. I had to agree with Linda, what she said make a lot of sense. If that is what you want that is fine with me, but will you wait till I have a chance to go ahead of you and make sure that it is safe before you return. I still have nightmares thinking of what they did to you. She put her arms around me and said she would be fine and trusted my judgment, but she really wanted to finish school.
So, we agreed that I would go ahead of her, check things out and if everything were safe for her to returned, I would pick her up at the airport in two weeks.                                                                                                          

After checking into the hotel, I took the elevator down to the lobby and walked around for over an hour, but I didn’t see a single pit boss that had been there before all the trouble. I was still not completely satisfied but did feel a little better, knowing that I still had plenty of time before Linda arriver. I went back to my room to rest up. Still wondering where no nose was, I decided to check around the casino, but no one seemed to know what happened to him, it was like he just vanished into thin air. After talking to quite a Frew people the story going around town was that the mob had taken care of him. I decided to keep checking and went to the local library. I wasen’t going to let Linder come back until I was sure that he was gone for good. Sitting at the library I went through the old newspapers for hours. I was just about to give up when I picked up the next paper and there was a picture of no nose laying in the gutter covered with blood and dead as a door nail. The caption read, mob boss killed in broad day light, mob boss that was a laugh. Now I knew that Linder would never have to be afraid or worry again and we could get on with our life’s.
The next night Linda called, and I told her all about no nose and I could hear her let out a big sigh. I wanted to tell her that I loved her and that I couldn’t wait too more weeks to hold her in my arms, but Onces again I chicken out. To my surprise and delight she said that she was going to fly out in the morning, that she couldn’t wait any long to be with me. When she hung up, I was walking on air and felt like a schoolboy going on his first date. The next morning, I was at the airport early waiting with a huge bouquet of long stem rosses and then I saw her walking out of the passenger boarding bridge.She ran into my arms and we embraced for the longest time, blocking the other passengers coming of the plane. She was wearing a red summer dress and a smile across her face that said it all. Driving back home I all most had an accident; I couldn’t take my eyes off her, she was so gorgeous.                                                                       
As soon as we walked into the house we went out on the patio where I had a bottle of champagne waiting for us. After I poured us a glass, I went down on one knee and Linder started to cry. Before I could say anything, she said Yes, yes, yes and my heart leaped with joy. Two weeks later we were flying with our friends and family to Hawaii to get married. Our wedding was incredible. We were married on a white sandy beach with the beautiful blue ocean sparkling behind us. Every day was a new adventure, swimming with the giant turtles, snorkeling or just laying by the pool relaxing. In the evening we went out dancing under the stars and before we knew it, we were on the plane heading back home. The time in Hawaii flew by so fast Linder said. I couldn’t have agreed with her more, but the good news was we had the rest of our lives to be together. The plane was humming along, and Linda was fast asleep with a little smile on her face. I sat there looking at her and my mind was going a mile a minute trying to think of a way to break the news to her about the sand. We were married now, and I would never keep anything so important from her but how can I explain something so weird and unreal. I tried to come up with the best way to tell her so she wouldn’t be shocker or afraid. But after a long time pondering and thinking, I realize that there was not going to be a best way. No matter what I said or did I was going to come off sounding like a nut job.
It had been over two months sense we came home from our honeymoon, and I still didn’t have a clue how to tell her. One morning we were sitting out in the patio relaxing and I knew this was the moment, it was now or never. I reached over, took her hand in mine, and said, honey, I have something to tell you and I just want you to listen and not say a word till I finish. She looked surprised and said, you look so serious is everything ok with us? I reached over, gave her a kiss, and reinsured her everything was fine. I pace back-and-forth in front of her trying to find the right words and started out by telling her how I found running bear and the tribe of Indians and our wonderful time together and the incredible gift they gave me. When I finished talking, I looked over at Linder and she was holding her stomach and laughing so hard tears were running down her face, I thought she was going to wet her pants. I stood there realizing that if it were me, I probably would have reacted the same way to. 
When she finally stopped laughing ‘I said honey I want you to watch me and try not to be freaked out by what you are about to see. I told her that I was going to fly around the yard so don’t be afraid when you see me shoot straight up into the air, I have it completely under control, I have done this before. I could see that she was trying hard not to laugh again. 

For special effect I jumped up on the wall’ yelled, watch. Spreading my arms out like superman I jumped off the wall and landed on the grass with a hard thump. Linder fell beside me, and said she thought I was the funniest person she had ever met. Boy I am one stupid man; I was so anxious to show her that I could fly, I forgot to use the magic sand. I know by now she thought that I was completely mad. I said wait and I ran into the house, grabbed the bag of sand, and ran back outside. Linder was giving me this look like maybe I did have a few screws loose. Telling her that this bag contained the magic sand that I found out in the desert, I poured a little on the coffee table so she could see for herself that I wasen’t complete crazy. But instead of beautiful glistening gold pouring out, I was shocked to see a pile of white rice laying there before me. Linder walked over put her hand on my forehead and said are you ok. I could see now that she was really getting concerned, so I started to laugh real loud like the whole thing was a big joke. You really had me going there for a while she said, and we goofed around a little more and went to bed. When I was sure that Linder was fast asleep, I went downstairs to the bathroom and locked the door. I took a deep breath and called out, white cloud, I need you. The lights started to flicker, went out and came back on. Presto there was white cloud standing on the shelf above the wash basin. I started to explain to him that I wanted to share the magic with Linder now that she is my wife, but before I could say anything, he interrupted me and told me that running bear and the chiefs were waiting till the chiefs from too more tribes arrived and they were going to call for a council meeting and decided what to do. I thought that I might need to see running bear in person to explain what happened with Linder I said. White cloud said that running bear and the chiefs know everything I do, that way they can see if you are doing it in a good way. Besides, you are the only person that has this gift, and it is important that we watch over you. Running bear will be holding council with you now and when you are through, he will talk to the other chiefs on your behalf. You will know one way or the other what their decision will be when you pore the contents out of the pouch. The lights went out and when they came back on, there was running bear standing in front of me shimmering just like the first time, I saw him out in the desert standing on a rock in all his glory. White cloud pointed to me, and I bargain to speak.

I told him all about Linder and how much I loved her and how she makes me feel so happy when I am with her. I told him that if it were possible, I wanted to share my gift with her because she has a kind heart and would always do things in a good way. Also, if she knew that this gift was real, she would realize that I wasn’t a total nut. Running bear was smiling and said, we saw you jumping off the wall and I have never seen the chiefs have that much fun laughing when they saw you crash.?????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????? We talked a little longer about Linder and our life together.   When I finished talking running bear disappeared as fast as he came. White cloud said that I would have my answer when I woke in the morning. If the white rice turns back to gold than your request will be granted, if not you will lose the magic power and it will be gone forever. White cloud held up his hand and, in a flash, he was gone. I went into the kitchen and fixed a large pot of strong black coffee; it was going to be a long, long night. Time and time again I took out the pouch and poured the sand into a bowl and every time white rice came pouring out. Frustrated, I pace back and forth, hoping and praying that the next time I would see bright yellow sand sparkling in the bowl.
I stayed up all night and, in the morning, I could hear Linder singing in the bathroom. When she walked into the kitchen, she took one look at me and said, you look like death warmed over, are you sure you are, ok? I said yes but the way she was looking at me, I could tell she was not buying it.  Sitting down beside me she took my hand and asked if I would see a doctor. Now I knew she thought I was a crazy and I had a suspicion, what kind of doctor she was talking about. Listen Linder, just give me a little time to get my head straight and I will do whatever you want to make you happy and give you some peace of mind. She gave me a kiss, went back to the bathroom, and closed the door. As I headed to the garage for the umpteenth time, I could hear her crying. I knew that I had to do something and fast, so saying a silent prayer, I ran into the garage and poured the contents into the bowl and there was that dam white rice again. Just as I was about to stop pouring, I saw something shinning and out came the MAJIC SAND. Thank you, chiefs, thank you. I jumped for joy thinking of the wonderful time Linda and I will have playing with the sand. My heart leaped with joy, and it was all I could do to keep from yelling. Just to make certain that this was going to work I took a pinch between my fingers and said I want the strength of ten men. Turning around I reached down and grabbed the bumper of my truck. I was so happy when it came up off the ground. I held it there with a big grin across my face, knowing that Linda will have the best shock of her life, and in a good way.

Elated and jumping for joy I tried to calm myself down so I could think of a way to tell Linda that she was about to receive the gift of a lifetime and best of all her husband wasen’t ready for the funny farm. Now I needed to figure out what was the best way I could show Linder without freaking her out again. When I walked back in the house, she was in the kitchen cooking bacon and eggs. Putting my arms around her, I said, I love you so much honey and I am sorry if I worried you. We sat out in the garden eating our breakfast and just talking and dreaming about where we would like to travel too someday.

I had to think of a way to show Linder that I really did have the golden sand, and the magic power but how without scaring her again. Days went by and no matter how hard I tried; I just couldn’t think of  a way to explain that I was telling the truth without upsetting her. It was driving me crazy that I couldn’t share this wonderful gift with her. It was time to make a move and I was just going to do try something and hope for the best. Honey I need to show you something and I want you to trust me. I knew she was thinking, oh no, not this again. Taking her by the hand I led her into the garage. Please trust me once more I said. she nodded her head, giving me a week smile. I took the pouch out of the safe and poured a little in my hand so she could see it. At first, she looked a little skeptical and surprised, then a little annoyed. I moved the sand between my fingers and thinking to myself, I want the strength of ten men, I walked over to the truck, looking at her the whole time. When I jerked the truck off the ground, she just sat there spellbound with her hand over her mouth not saying a word. Then she started to laugh again thinking it was a trick of some kind. At this point I was getting frustrated and upset but I was not going to give up. We went back to the living room, and I ran out to the garage and came back with one thing that would convince her once and for all that I was telling the truth. When I walked back into the kitchen, I was holding the great blanket. I laid it on the table before her and for over an hour I proceeded to explain about the patches and what the meaning was behind each one. She sat listening intently, her eyes transfix on the beautiful quilt not saying a word. When I finished telling her about the little Indian boy, she put her arm around me, took her hand and gently ran her fingers over the boy’s face and began to weep. We sat there for the longest time not saying a word just holding each other. When she regained her composure, she told me that she thought there was something weird about the way I beat up on no nose and his goons and everything else that happened that night. I remember asking how you had the strength to do that, but you just changed the subject. So now do you believe me? I asked. She shook her head yes and said she was sorry she doubted me, but it didn’t seem posable and I was concerned that you were losing it.  I was overcome with excitement and told her that I wanted to take her on a little trip. When she asked ,when and where, I jumped up and said right now. 

Grabbing her by the hand, I explained to her that we would be flying real fast through a dark tunnel. Asking if she trusted me, she squeezed my hand and said where we were going? Palm springs, I said and the next moment we were speeding head over heels down a dark tunnel and to my surprise Linder was hooping and yelling like she was havering the time of her life, I guess she really did trust me.
When we stopped, we were sitting at tommy Bahamas restaurant in Palm springs and there was that same bar tender with that same stunned look he had on his face the first time I magically appeared. I remember walking down main street and I was so excited, but this time Linder was walking with me holding my hand and it was ten times better. I was with the love of my life, and we had a secret. We sat outside feeling the sun on our faces and enjoyed a delicious glass of wine. I looked at Linder and she had a look of wonder and excitement, watching all the people walking around. She was talking so fast, asking me a million questions, how was this possible, how do we get back, where do we go next? She was so happy wanting to know when and where we could travel next and what if we became separated how would she get back. That was something I haven’t even thought about and when she sat there waiting for an answer, I was speechless. That is something we need to talk about, we don’t want you floating around somewhere in space for the rest of your life I said and gave a little chuckle. She gave me a week smile, but I could tell by the look on her face that she wasen’t amused and wanted an answer, now. 

Come on be serious we need to come up with something definite or my traveling through space days are over, she said. I just can’t come up with an answer right off the top of my head, I need to think this out. Well buddy boy while you are thinking, you let me know when you come up with something. Meanwhile this lady will be traveling by car, Bus, or plane back home. 
I couldn’t blame her one bit, the thought of her not being able to return terrified us so much that we decided to take a plane home.
Weeks went by and I was getting antsy for another trip, another adventure. Linder meant what she said, but I sure didn’t want to stop traveling. I was out in the back yard laying on the lawn, kind of in a trance when I shouted out white cloud. He didn’t appear but somehow, I could feel his presence near me. It was like a gentle wind was whispering into my ear. Your wife was granted permission to have the same power with the magic as you do the night that running bear came to speak. I couldn’t believe that I had forgotten all about that and how I waited all night to see if the rice were going to change into the golden sand.
I jumped up and ran through the house yelling out, Linder, Linder. She came running into the living room and grabbing my arm, asking what is wrong? Honey I said, do you remember the time I was trying to convince you that I had special power and you thought I was nuts? How could I forget, that was one of the best laughs I ever had and one of the biggest surprises of my life. Well hold on honey, because I have an even bigger surprise for you, 
I never told you this, I don’t know why, maybe it was all the excitement we were going through, but that night while you were sleeping, I was downstairs in the bathroom talking to running bear. I was trying to get permission for you to have the same power as I did and when the rice turned to gold it was granted. She stared at me with a puzzled look and after a long time she asked, do you mean what I think you mean,
Before I had a chance to say a word she jumped into my arms and let out a scream, shaking all over with excitement. So, are you saying that we can start traveling again?
Sure, why not, if we get separated you can get home by yourself. Just to be extra cautious, I will buy us matching rings the ones that have an opening on the top. We can put a little sand in and close it up, just as a precaution in case you run out while you are traveling. 
Sitting down at the kitchen table, we were looking at travel brochures spared out before us. There were so many wonderful, and exciting places to see that it was hard to decide where we would travel first. I was just about to explain how she needed to be extra careful when she traveled, if she ever went off by herself, when there was a knock on the door.                                                           

They’re stood Charlie and Pat, two of my best friends and pat was holding a six pack of beer. When I turned around Linda looked at me with her eyes raised and I just gave her a smile. After a while Charlie took me and Linder outside to show off his brand new, apple red convertible. I must admit it is a beauty, Linder said. We went back inside and after another beer Charlie was anxious to take us for a drive. Linder declined saying she had thing to do and pulling me aside she said, please be careful. We headed out in the country so Charlie could open her up. Flying around the next curve sat a motorcycle cop and that was the end of Charlies’ (spin). After signing a pricey speeding ticket we headed back home with Charlie cursing all the way back. Walking into the house Linder said, boy that was a short ride. They finished the beers and left, burning their tires as they flew down the road, two little boys having fun I said. ‘Linder didn’t reply but I could imagine what she was thinking.                                                                                                                                                   

OH honey, by the way, while you were out with the boys you received a letter from a man, his name is Steve Parker. His address is 1920 Tyler Road Reno Nevada. What did he say? I asked. I didn’t open it she replied. would you like me to read it to you? Yes, I said. Linder opened the envelope and started to read. He wrote that he was terribly upset and wanted you to call him as soon as possible.  When she gave me his phone number, I told Linda that I felt something bad was happening to him. Why would he be asking for my help after all these years? 

Steve was an old army buddy. We had been in the same outfit and spent quite a lot of time together and became good friends. When Linda finisher reading the letter, my mind wandered back to a time long ago when I was young. I picked up the phone and dialed the number. The phone rang several times and then I heard a harsh voice say, what do you want. This is Drake calling I said, the phone went silent. I tried calling him back several times but for some reason he would not answer. 

Grabbing some cloths, I told Linder that I had to leave right away, that I felt something was terribly wrong. She said she understood and would see me when I got back. As soon as I return, we will plain go to some exotic places, I gave her a big hug and kiss, jumped into my car, and headed out for Reno. I thought about using the magic and just zap myself there, but it had been a crazy two weeks rushing around. I wanted to take my time driving and just enjoy the time alone. I had a feeling that I really needed to be ready to help Steve. I was glad that I decided to drive, it was a beautiful night, there was a full moon, and the sky was ablaze with stars.  I was thinking about my time in the army and all the great things we did together. When I first met Steve, I was only twenty years old, and we bonded fast. He took the time to teach me about the army life and we became good friends.                                                                                                                               

After Drake left to help Steve, Linder stayed busy working around the house and hanging out with her girlfriends. She tried to thing about something else besides the magic, but it was constantly on her mind. Burning with curiosity, wondering what it would be like to go anywhere in the world, being in places that she only dreamed about before. One morning she decided to take a small trip and see what would happens. Going to the bedroom Linder pulled out the pouch. Sitting on the bed she thought and thought of all the wonderful places she had seen in books and magazines and how exciting it would be to just think of one and in a flash, be there. She was spellbound looking into the pouch and seeing all that beautiful, yellow, golden sand. Well here goes nothing she thought. Reaching in with her fingers and rubbing a little sand between them, she said, I want to be on a beach in Hawaii and immediately she was flying through the dark tunnel, this time a little scared not having Drake’s hand to hold on to. When she opened her eyes, she was looking at the most beautiful, blue sparkling ocean and the waves crashing down on the beach. Children were laughing and playing in the warm water. She could feel the sun on her back, and it felt like paradise. Running down the beach she jumped into the ocean clothes and all and splashed around like a little kid. She was surprised that the water was so warm, and she could see fish swimming in the waves. Walking out of the water, satisfied that the magic worked she thought, I want to go home. Once again, she was standing in her bedroom, dripping wet. Wow that was unreal and so much fun. She understood why Drake was so anxious to share his incredible gift with her. I love you honey, thank you, and she blew him a kiss into the air.                                                                                               

Now feeling confident, Linder was ready for a real adventure and sat down and started to make a bucket list of all the places she thought about traveling now that she had a chance to make it really come true. After writing for some time, she went to the kitchen, fix a sandwich. Sitting back down and going over the list again she realized that there was one place that she wrote down twice and that was her home in Germany. That’s it, I will go back and before she had a chance to think about it, she said I want to be a young girl again. I want to be in Darmstadt Germany and be with my family. In a heartbeat she was speeding through the tunnel and this time she was as happy as a lark knowing that she was going home to see her family. The next thing she knew she was standing in the middle of a large living room and in one Conner sat a beautiful old grandfather clock. Next to the clock was a large, long table with lots and lots of pictures and as she looked around, she realized this was her house that she lived in when she was a little girl. A clinking of glass startled her and then she heard voices coming from another room. When she opened the door, she froze in place not believing what her eyes were seeing. Linda, what took you so long? sit down before your breakfast gets cold, it was her mother speaking. There as big as life were her mom, dad, her brother Heinrich and her sister. Hilda.                                                                                      

What is wrong? you look like you just saw a ghost, her brother was teasing her making a weird face. Everyone settles down and eat, we must report to the police station to get registered before they come pounding on our door her father said. Linder finally managed to sit down but was still shaking and in shock. Her dad told everyone to be quiet. Honey, I want you to know that soon you will be taken a trip and leaving us, but it won’t be for long. When Hitler is overthrown you and all the other children will be returning home. Heinrich jumped up out of his chair and yelled, Hitler will never be overthrown, you stupid old man. Her father was on his feet reached over and grabbed Heinrich by the arm. Pulling away, he said if it wasn’t for you, we wouldn’t be in this mess in the first place. Why did you have to go around town telling anyone that would listen, what a crazy man Hitler was? And now our family must suffer because of your stupidity. I was kicked out of hitter’s youth program and now my friends treat me like a dog. Hilda spoke up saying, all our neighbors that we have known for years won’t speak to us and I was kicked out of the youth program to.  
Linder sat there looking around at her family not knowing what to do or say.

Outside a truck with a loudspeaker was driving around the neighborhood announcing that the police station would be closer until further notice. Anyone that needs to fill out registration papers must report Sunday morning at ten o’clock sharp at the town square.  
There must be an air raid coming, the Germans are ducking for cover until the bombing is over, her mother said. Shortly after the announcement was made, Linder heard a loud noise way of in the dissentiences and the next minute the house started to shake. The front door flew open and five terrified people came running in with their cat and dog, close behind. Quick, my dad said everyone to the basement. Running down the stairs they all hurried to one conner huddling together shaking and crying. The bombing was getting closer, and the house was shaking so hard it seemed like it would come crashing down on them. Rats were coming out of there holes, scaring the children to death. One large rat ran across Lender’s leg, and she freak out. She started to get up to run but her dad pulled her down and held her tight. They heard and felt an explosion so close that it blew the storm door into splinters. Suddenly, the bombing stopped, and they could hear the planes flying off into the night, there must have been hundreds and now they were heading home to their loved ones. Her first thought was to rub the sand between her fingers and make a hasty retreat home to Drake, but she had to stay with them no matter what, they were her family and they needed her.

When they walked out of the cellar and into the street, Linder couldn’t believe what she was seeming. Everywhere they looked there was fire and destruction, homes that were standing a short time ago were blown into smithereens. People were crawling out from under what was left of their homes, walking in a trance not knowing what to do.
So, this was the fate of Germany when she was just a little girl. When the dust settled, and the planes were gone, trucks rushed in with an army of German soldiers to haul them away to a new location. It was total confusion and panic, people were still in shock from the bombing and now the soldiers with their snarling, barking dogs were yelling and hitting anyone and everyone that wasn’t moving fast enough. They were loaded onto trucks and moved to a new location. After traveling all night, they came to a long string of billings that were surrounded by tall fences that seemed to go on forever.    
There was a large sign that read, work makes you free and above it was the words,Dachau.

Two days later Drake pulled on to Tyler rd. In front of an old nursing home was the numbers 1920 across the front entrance This place was a disgrace, the grass and all the scrubs were dead and the place look like it hadn’t had a coat of paint in years. The windows were so dirty you could hardly see through them. Walking into the lobby he went up to the front desk where a large man was sitting. The guy looked like a bodybuilder with a tight T-shirt that showed of his huge muscles. In a gruff voice he said, well what do you want. His manner caught Drake by surprise, and he hesitated for a second. Come on I don’t have all day he barked. Why was Steve living in filthy, run-down crappy dump like this? He wanted to tell this joker that he needed to learn some manners but didn’t want Steve to get in trouble his first day there, besides, he knew it wouldn’t be long before they ran into each other again. I am looking for Steve Parker, do you know where I can find him? He is in room 222 and don’t try to take the elevator because it doesn’t work, you can take the stairs around the conner. Boy this place is a dump, he thought.
Climbing up the stairs he went to room 222 and knocked on the door. When the door opened, he was shocked to see this old man standing there all stooped over, still in his pajamas, unshaved and it was already one o’clock in the afternoon. If he didn’t see this with his own eyes, he `never would have believed it. Steve was six feet one, solid as a rock, a major in the army, in charge of more than two thousand men the last time Drake saw him. 
His nick name (behind his back) was (nails) because he was that tough, but fair and the men liked and respected him. When he first joined the army, his job was to teach the new recruit’s hand to hand combat, getting them in shape before they were shipped out to war, that’s how tough he was. I always wondered how many of these young men survive the fighting because of the training they received from him. Look Steve, why don’t you get cleaned up and I will take you out for a nice dinner. Drake was trying to be tactful, he felt so uncomfortable looking at Steve standing there shaking and almost falling over. He was trembling so hard that the drink he was holding was spelling ever where. This was the same man that won all kinds of awards and medals when he first started out in the service for his hard work and his ability to train men under him. He looked like he was about to pass out, his face was pale, and his legs were shaking so bad he looked like he would fall down any minute. Iam not feeling well, he said, could we just stay home and talk, he disappeared into the kitchen before I had a chance to answer. He called back and asked if I would like something to drink. I said sure and, in a moment, he appeared with to large glasses filed to the brim. Taking a sip, I was surprised to taste whiskey, very strong whiskey. I had known Bill for many years and never saw him drink, not even a glass of beer. What could have possibly happened to change him this much. We sat down on the couch and right away he started talking. The story he told me was crazy, sad, and hard to believe but I could tell what he was saying was true. He talked for over two hours only stopping long enough to refill his glass. I knew that he needed to get this off his chest so I just sat there listening and nodding my head every so often just so he knew I was listing.                                                                                                                                                                                                     


He told me that his wife June couldn’t have children and they tried everything but to no avail. He said that even though they didn’t have children they still had an amazing life together. After thirty years in the army, he retired on a good pension. June worked for the government, and she also received a pension. So now they were as free as the wind and were planning to take some great trips around the world. Sitting at the table having coffee and reading a magazine, June came across an article about a casino that was offering senior citizens a free stay at their hotel for three days and nights, all meals included. Hay Steve, you need to see this, she said. Before we knew it, we were checking into one of the most amazing hotels I had ever seen and the best part, it was all free. The people at the front desk treated us like we were royalty and the bell boy escorted us to our room. When he opened the door, June let out a little sigh, we were on the top floor and the view was magical with the city lite up below us. Before the bell boy left the room, he asked if we wanted anything else and if we were happy with our room. I assured him we were and after talking for another moment he turned and closed the door. June went into the bedroom to unpack, and I was pouring us a drink when the phone rang. That was strange I said.What’s strange June asked? That was the general manger on the phone asking if we were happy with our room. Before he hung up, he said thank you for your service’s major nails. My men always called me nails behind my back thinking I didn’t know. But the point was, how did he know I was here, he hung up before I had a chance to ask him. That afternoon we were invited to a party in the main ballroom, celebrities were going to be there singing and singing autographs. and all the food and drinks were complementary. June laughed and said, I think I could get use to this.
Stepping into the elevator, we were surprised to see it packed with white hair seniors just like us. They were all talking at the same time, excited and all dressed up for the party. When the elevator door opened, we walked out into a sea of white hair seniors, all ready for the free food and entertainment. We were ushered through the doors like a heard of cows and suddenly, I had a bad feeling. The place was already packed with more white heads sitting all around the ballroom and in the middle were roulette, blackjack, and poker tables. June whispered, where is the food and entertainment. Just then an announcer said, ladies and gentlemen we welcome all of you to the lucky lady gold casino and before we get started with the party, we want to give all of you a special treat. We know that some of you probably never have gambled and would like to learn, so tonight we have brought, all the way from Las Vegas, the one and only Miss lady luck herself, miss high roller, Candy, and she is going to teach you how to play and win at the tables. They say there is a sucker born every moment and I believe it, most of these fools were standing on their feet clapping. Now I know what that bad feeling I had was, we were like lambs getting ready for the slaughter. It remined me of the movie Pinocchio, when the young boys were taught to drink, gamble and then they were all turned into donkeys. This crowd weren’t going to be turned into donkeys, but they sure were making assess out of themselves. 

They spent most of the night teaching us how to beat the house at any of these games and they let a few lucky people try their newfound pleasure, and guess what, most of them won and got to keep their winnings. Believe it or not that is all it took, and now these suckers were ready to beat the casinos. I could not understand how all these seniors that had been around the pike with all their wisdom were being so gullible. They did give us a party as promise. We were allowed one small, week drink, a cold sandwich and the (party) lasted exactly one hour. The celebrities turned out to be an old couple from long ago and I started to crack up, but June gave me (the look) and I settled down.

When we got back to our room I was stunned when June said, honey lets go back down to the casino and try our luck. I just stood there looking at her, not believing what she just said. At first, I thought she was kidding but the look on her face told me different and that scared the hell out of me. Honey its almost midnight and I am exhausted, let’s go to bed, but she was persistent and went down to the casino by herself and that was the last time I saw my beautiful Jane. When she came busting into the room at four in the morning, a completely different person was standing before me. She was jumping up and down yelling I won I won, pulling hundred dollar bills out of every pocket and throwing them into the air. Her eyes were lit up like a little girl on Christmas morning and she danced around the room while I counted the money. When she finally settled down, she came over, sat next to me, asking how much she won.
I was reluctant to tell her but catching my breath I said nineteen hundred dollars. I have never seen her act this way, she went crazy running around the room yelling and crying at the same time. We had been up for most of the night,both were exhausted and fell fast asleep. When I awoke it was almost noon and June was not in the room. Worried, I got dressed and went down to the lobby. Walking up to the counter, I asked the bellhop if he had seen my wife. Pointing, he said she was in the main room playing Texas hold them.
Immediately I was in a cold sweat, afraid of what I would see. Walking into the card room the noise was deafening, and the smoke was so thick I began to choke. Looking around I spotted June sitting at a table with all men. She had a large stack of chips in front of her, and the way she acted you would think she had been playing for years. She was so absorbed in the game that she never gave me a second look when she saw me, it was like nothing mattered but that game and the money she was winning. I stood there and watched her win a huge pot and she won with nothing, but a big bluff. She was so involved with the game that I couldn’t watch anymore and headed back outside to get some fresh air. After a while I went back inside and walked up the stairs that overlooked the casino. Looking down I could see June. There was a crowd gathered around in a large circle cheering her on. She was still winning and off to one side I spotted the pit bosses smiling and they also were cheering her on. Looking down at the madness below me I suddenly realized why the manger and pit bosses were so enthused every time she won. Unknown to Jane, she was acting as the casino shell. A shell was a person that would win a lot of money and get the crowd all charged up and excited when they saw her winning all that money. After all, if she could win all that beautiful money then so could they. I had this sick feeling that when she went back to play again, they would be waiting to take back what she won and more.

Taking a break, Steve poured another stiff glass of whiskey and sat down to continue his story. I was shocked to see how much he was drinking, and I was expecting him to pass out at any moment, but somehow, he managed to continue.

She came bursting into to the room jumping up and down with excitement and was talking a mile a minute, telling me that she had been invited to play in a special tournament game and only the best players were invited. So, this was how they were going to get their money back. No matter what I said, or did it didn’t make any difference, she was taken in hooked line and sinker and that was that. I told her we need to have a long talk but all she wanted to talk about was how exciting poker was and how thrilling it was to beat everyone and win all that money. I tried to explain to her that she was being tricked into playing in that (special) poker game and she would lose everything, but she gave me a look that said to but out and so that is what I did. The special tournament was going to be held the next night at eight o’clock at the lagoon room across the street from the main hotel. When we arrived at the building where the tournament was being held, I just shook my head in disgust. I will say one thing, the casino big bosses sure knew what they were doing to hang on to their cash. There was probably thirty people there and most of them worked for the hotel. At the exact same time that the tournament was being held was the same time that the hotel was holding the largest bingo event on the strip, and they knew how the seniors felt about bingo. When June lost back all the money to the casino no one would be around to see this, especially the seniors. 
	

Bill stopped talking, got up and went into the other room. I started to follow him but stopped in my tracks when I heard him crying. When he came back, I noticed his glass was empty and he was at the sink pouring another large glass of whiskey and offered me the same, but I said I was ok. He sat down and proceeded to talk. His eyes were red from crying, but I am sure the drinks had something to do with it.

 At first June would only play occasionally. I tried to get her mind off gambling by taking her on long cruises, the one thing she said she wanted to do when we retired, but if there was a casino on the ship, she would spend most of the time gambling and there was always a casino. We reached the point of no returned and I was desperate to help her, I knew it was a sickness and she just couldn’t help herself.

So, after months of begging and pleading she finally agreed to see a psychiatrist. When we met Dr manning, I liked him immediately and the best news was that June liked him to and was open about her gambling problem. He told us about an article he had read a couple years ago in a medical magazine. It said that the heads of the casinos across the states were targeting senior citizens because a big portion of them were bored and looking for something exciting and besides most of them could afford to gamble. They also were very lonely and the gambling help to pass the time away. Besides all the children and grandchildren had their own lives and didn’t come around much anymore so this was a good way to spend time with people their own age. The casino high ups did their job very well. We have so many seniors coming to us for help, it was like an epidemic Dr Manning said. We told him about going to the party and how everything was free and then we got tricked into the scam. He said a big portion of his clients started out that way. June agreed to see him once a week and we left his offices felling much better. I bought a beautiful sailboat from a friend of mine that was moving out of state and immediately went to work fixing it up. June and I both loved sailing and talked many times about going on a long trip. She continued to see Dr. manning and I worked night and day trying to get our boat up and running. I thought that once we were out in the open sea she would forget about gambling, and we could get on with our lives. I was so involved with the boat that I would work late into the night, trying to get it finished as soon as possible. I figured that the sooner we were out on the ocean the quicker she would get over this obsession with gambling. Working on the boat was fun and that was all I could think about. I remember like it was yesterday when I got that call from Dr manning. I heard a voice on the other end asking why June wasn’t coming in to see him anymore. A shiver went down my spine and I said, can you repeat that. He said it again and when I asked him when the last time was that he saw her, he said it was about six weeks. Why didn’t you call me sooner I asked, trying to keep my voices calm? He explained that June told him that you bought a boat and were planning a trip and probably be gone until the end of the month. When she missed her first fourth appointment I was not overly concerned because she said you might be gone a little longer, but when she missed six in a row, I thought I should call you. Call me back if you need me for anything. I thanked him and hung up. I felt like I was kicked in the stomach and couldn’t catch my breath. June had long ago gambled away all her savings and was using my create card. That was probably stupid, but I loved her and still trusted her. When I finally regained my composure, I went to the phone and called my bank. I was blindsided, confused and angry, when the teller told me the amount left in my checking account, I went limp. Immediately I got in my car and drove straight to the bank. Thank God she couldn’t get into the savings, I thought. Walking into the bank I spotted Mark the bank manager. He and his wife Terry had been over to our house many times for dinner and were good friends.	Comment by Richard Roberge: 
After shaking my hand, he took me into his offices, shut the door and pointed to a chair. Walking to his desk he sat on the edge and looked down at me. 
 We did the small talk and then got down to business. What’s on your mind, what can I do for you? I need to know how much money I have in my checking and savings I said. He got up and said he would be right back. I sat there hoping and praying she hadn’t got into my savings account. When he returned, he was holding a ledger in one hand, a bank account in the other. He had a strange look on his face, and I thought, oh no.

First he told me the balance of my checking account was the same as the teller told me that morning. Before he said anymore, I asked a little embarrassed, if June could get money from my savings account and when he said no, I was greatly relieved. Do you mind if I ask why, you are asking me all these questions?  Before I had a chance to reply he started to tell me a strange story. He said that he had been a bank manager for over twenty-eight years, and never seen so many people, people that he had known for many years coming in and cleaning out their lives savings and mortgaging or selling their homes. In fact, it is strange that you asked if June was trying to get money from your savings. She was in here last Friday inquiring if she could withdraw some money from your savings. I told her not without your signature, that it was a joint account, then she asked if she could borrow money on her home. I said yes but she would need your signature for that to. She told me you were leaving on your boat trip with a couple of army bubbies and if I would give her the papers, she told me that you would sign them, and would bring them back early Monday morning. 

Steve it is hard for me to say this, but June has got a major gambling problem. Way back when this first started, about two years ago I started checking with different people to find out what was going on. A good friend that belongs to the city council told me that the same group of people that own the casinos also own most of the senior centers in town. The town council has been after them to clean up their apartments to no avail. They seem to be a tough bunch of guys, most of them from out of town. Two of them came to our bank several times to cash large checks. You should see this one guy, he comes in here wearing a T shirt showing of his muscles, but his girlfriend puts him to shame, she has muscles on her muscles. They strut around town like peacocks. Another thing, the people that live in the senior centers all seem to be scared to death of the body builder that run the homes around town. I got up from the chair, thanked him for his help and told him I would be in touch. Make sure you call me if you need anything else and I will keep you posted on what is happing with your bank accounts.

When I pulled into our garage Junes car was gone. I went straight to our bedroom and started to look through the closets. I wasn’t sure what I was looking for, but I had a feeling that there was something I was missing. Just as I started to walk out of the closet, I noticed the carpet in one conner had been pulled up slightly. Getting down on my hands and knees I reached over and pulled the carpet back and there was a yellow envelop sticking out. I pick up the envelop and walked over and sat on the bed. I had a hunch that this was going to be bad news. I reached in and pulled out several pieces of paper and there was my name written repeatedly at least a hundred times. June had a paper with my birth certificate and our marriage license, and both had my signature on them. So now I knew, and my heart was broken. I sat on the bed crying for the only person that I would ever love. Our lives flashed before me and the happy times we had together. Right then and there I made a vow that whatever it took, no matter how long it took, how hard it got, I would always stay with her and do what I had to do to keep her safe. I wished that she were here right now so I could hold her in my arms, tell her that everything was going to be ok. For better or worse in sickness and in health, that’s what we vowed when we were married, and I was determined to keep that promise. Right away I came up with a plan and I called you to help me get her back. I still don’t know exactly why I called you, but something tells me I did the right thing. I said I can’t explain to you right now, but I want you to know that you and June will be together soon, and you both will be safe, I give you my word of honor. His gave me a wink when I said we are going to find her and bring her home, you must trust me. but there is something you must do for me right away; you need to stop drinking. You need to be strong because June will need you sober and strong when she comes back to you. I could see a glimmer of hope in his eyes and now it was time to put my plan in action.  


There was a buzz going around town that the members of the local hand wrestling club were going to hold a match to raise money for a family here in town that were down on their luck. I doubt that money would ever go to the poor family but more likely into the pockets of the goons that were putting on the event. Besides, they probably wanted to show everyone in town just how tough they were. The match would be held at the commercial street gym. Any one was welcome to participate, and the entry fee was fifty dollars. Thinking of the reaction I would get when I signed up for the contest put a smile on my face so, I decided to go for it with everything I had. I was seeing red and ready and willing to kick some ass big time.
 I wanted to make an impression, not of power but just the opposite so I could take them by surprise. The morning of the contest I wore a tank top that exposed my old, skinny, wrinkled arms. Looking in the mirror I tried to flex up my muscles, but all the flex had disappeared long ago. One muscle did puff up a little, but it looked like a soft-boiled egg and soon disappeared. Heading out the door I grabbed my coat so I could cover up my(muscles)? I also took my wonderful golden sand; knowing I would need lots before this day was finished.The contest was going to take place at the local gym up on the boxing ring so everyone could see the matchers.

The next morning, I walked into the gym and the place was packed, people were pushing and shoving trying to get into the line to sign up for the match.
Standing in line waiting, I felt someone trying to push around me. I turned sideways and was looking into the eyes of one mean looking sun of a bitch. Hay, sunny cool your jets and wait your turn like everyone else, I said. He looked like he was about ready to pop a blood vessel. Just as he started to say something, I heard someone say may I help you. Looking up at me was a young lady sitting behind the sign-up desk with a surprise look. Pointing, she said, sir the men’s room is over there by the stairs. I told her I was there to participate in the contest. she repeated herself and said sir there are people behind you trying to register would you please step aside, but I didn’t move. She raised her hand, and a judge came hustling over. What seems to be the problem he asked? Getting up out of her chair she whispered something to him, and they both looked at me like I was crazy. Sir you will have to move out of the way so she can do her job. Now I was yelling real loud saying I have the right to compete just like everyone else. The place went dead silent and when I took off my coat the whole place erupted with laughter. When things finally calmed down the judge called over security to escort me out of the building, but before they could stop me, I jumped up on the boxing ring stage and yelled, give me a chance. The guy that was standing behind me in line was yelling, what a nut. I had an idea. I shouted to the crowd that I would hand wrestle Dumbo here and if I lose, I will leave quietly. I heard him tell the judges that he wasn’t going to hand wrestle that old man, no way. Jumping down from the ring I got right up in his ugly faces and said he was a numbskull and a no-good chicken livered coward, shouting it loud enough for everyone to hear. That’s all it took. The judge said that If I would sign some papers releasing them from all liability, then the match could go on. After singing the papers, I was escorted to a back room. A judge took me aside and asked if I was ok and did, I really wanted to do this. He said that the people in charge were concerned that I was going to get hurt. These guys don’t play around and wouldn’t mind putting you in the hospital. They don’t give a dam how old you are or how week, they will hurt you bad and they will do it and be laughing the whole time. I told him I was fine and knew what I was doing. He shrugged his shoulders and said, ok it’s your funeral don’t say we didn’t try to warn you and quickly walked away. When I went back into the room, I could see him up at the table talking to the other judges and shaking his head. He just didn’t know that I had a very incredible, powerful trick up my sleeve. We were going to be the first match up. 

Everyone thought it would be over quickly, then they could get rid of this crazy old man and get on with the contest. They already had the medics standing by at the bottom of the boxing ring waiting to take me to the hospital. But I was going to make darn sure that wasn’t going to happen. If someone is going to land in the hospital it sure wasen’t going to be me. I wanted these guys to suffer long and hard and in a bad way for all the misery they had caused everyone that couldn’t fight back. There was a table with two chairs facing each other in the middle of the ring. As I climbed up the stars I reached into my pocket and rubbed my fingers together in the sand, I thought, give me the strength of ten men. We sat down facing one another and the starter placed our hands in such a way that they were locked tightly together. The starter asked if we were ready and when we nodded yes, he abruptly let our hands go. That caught me by surprised. This guy was ready and was up out of his chair going for a quick take down. He thought this was going to be easy and was trying to put my hand against the table and if he succeeded the match would be over, but I didn’t budge an inch. He just looked at me puzzled, like, what the hell was going on? The surprised look on his ugly face said it all. The people in the gym were staring, trying to understand why my arm wasn’t hitting the table. Stop playing around, someone yelled and get it over with. He was trying his best but after a while his arm began to tremble. Figuring It was time to put an end to his misery, I winked at him and pulled his arm down hard against the table. The place went silent, you could hear a pin drop. I climbed down from the ring and people were slapping me on the back shouting and laughing, especially the seniors. Walking oved to the judges table, I was given a number and told to come back in the morning. Apparently, there are matchers every day until one person was still sitting.
As soon as I walked into my apartment the phone started to ring and didn’t stop until I took it off the hook. Before I went to bed, I listened to a Few messages, and they were all the same. The news people wanted to know how old I was and how long I had been hand wresting, and could they get a private interview. I declined them all and sat at the table drinking a cup of coffee and planning my strategy for the next day. Thinking things over, I knew that I had to be strong and not feel any weakness or pity for these idiots. They were a menace to the old people in this town and had to be dealt with. 
 The next morning, I walked through the gym door and the place was alive with old, white hair senior citizens clapping, whistling, and shouting encouraging words. One old man said they were there to watch me and most of the men had got together and bet a large sum of money on me. 


I was standing there talking when I felt someone shove me hard from behind and I fell to the floor. I was helped up and looking over toward the ring I saw the gorilla that knocked me down, grinning, he just stood there giving me the finger. I guess he thought he was the one that was going to put me in my place and be a hero to his muscle-bound buddies that were standing around laughing. 

Several seniors came over and two plump, gray-haired ladies started to babble at the same time, and I couldn’t understand a word they were saying. A tall distinguisher looking gentleman moved between us and raised his hand and immediately they fell silent. That muscle-bound ape that shoved you to the ground is the town bully and calls himself the Don and his older brother is the town mayor he said. The don and is always beaten up on the seniors in town and taking their Social Security money. There is nothing we can do because his brother is even worse, and they run this town with an iron fist. To make matters more frightening they own the retirement centers, and you can always here screams coming from there at all hours of the night. That lady you see sitting over in the corner in the yellow dress is Mrs. Williams.                                                                        

She went to visit her husband the other day and when she walked into his room, he was laying on the floor with a black eye and blood smeared all over his face. He had a fat lip, and his cloths were torn and soiled. She went to the front offices to complain, but it didn’t do any good, the people that worked in the senior center were just as afraid of the brothers and wouldn’t get involved. 

The more they talker the more my mind was made up and I knew just what I needed to do. After all I heard, I was furious and as I climbed up on the boxing ring, I was seeing red. I thought about Steve and June and how much pain these goons had caused them. The more I thought about them the madder I became. The guys were as bad as the goons at the casino and needed to learn some respect for other people. Time to get rough with these idiots  and I wasn’t going to hold back. I rubbed the sand between my fingers and wished for the strength of twenty men. Looking at that peace of crap sitting across the table, I could hardly wait to get started, but I was going to take my time and let the old people enjoy the moment. He looked so confident and smug, giving his buddies the thumbs up and had a big stupid smile on his faces. The seniors sitting below me all had sad, and frightening looks on their faces. I tried to reinsure them with a smile. 

The starter grabbed our hands but this time, Don told him to tape our hands together, so I couldn’t pull away from him. When His buddies saw the duct tape come out, they went wild, jumping up and down, giving each other the high sign. He ducted taped our hands together and jumping back, yelling go. Taking hold of the table with his left hand, he let out a loud roar and pulled back fast, hoping to get my hand against the table in one fast jerk. I didn’t budge an inch but just sat there looking him in the eye and smiled.  I held him this way for a long time and very softly I told him what was coming and what to expect. I wanted to drag this out for as long as possible and let the seniors know that their misery was about to come to an end. Slowly and methodically, I started to squeeze his hand, just a little pressure, enough to let him feel the pain that was building up. Looking straight into his eyes I said, first you will start crying like a little baby and then you will begin to wet your pants, but that is only the beginning. You will never use that hand again. You and your brother are through terrorizing the folks in this town. He managed to yell, my brother will deal with you, and so the pressure continued to get stronger and now I could hear the bones braking and the crying started. I kept the pressure on until he passed out. The handler came up and removed the tape and the big bad ass slumped to the floor. Before I had a chance to get up, his brother ran up on the stage and went nuts. He was screaming and spit was flying ever were. I will kill you, you son of a bitch, he kept repeating those words over and over. Just to make him look stupider than he already looked, I pushed him aside and he went into a rage, screaming telling anyone that would listen that he wanted a match with me, right now. On the floor there was turmoil. The seniors were being pushed around by the brother’s goons. Jumping to the floor I grabbed the first one I came to. lifting him high over my head I through him into the air and he came crashing headfirst across the room into a pile of chairs. When he hit the chairs, he screamed out in agony and went silent.
You could hear a pin drop, everyone stood still trying to understand what just happened. The next guy I went for was much bigger than the first. Picking him up with ease, I dropped him to the ground and grabbing him by the legs, I began to spin him around. This time I was going to do this for effect so there would be no doubt what they were seeing. Taking my time, I swung him around and around and at that moment, I let him go. There wasn’t a sound until he crashed through a plate glass window and again it went dead silent.  As I moved to my next victim, they got the message and were running to the nearest exit.

I wanted to make dam sure that his brother was put out of action for good and that the seniors could finally feel safe and could get on with their lives. And to do this I had to make sure that the muscle boys were damage both physically and mentally. When I was through with them, I was sure they would never show their ugly faces in town again. 

The next morning, walking into the gym I could tell that my strategy was already taking effect. Looking around I could see that some of the bad asses already got the message and left town in the middle of the night. At the first match there were probably seventy to eighty troublemakers in the building and now not more than 30. The mayor came in the front door with his bodyguards and seemed unsettled and not quite so cocky, but still spoiling for trouble and still angry from yesterday’s ass kicking his brother took. He spotted me and came charging across the room yelling like a mad man, but his barking was all show and this time I could see the fear in his eyes. He acted like he was going for me, but his buddies held him back and the judges said he had to do this in the ring and not on the floor. If that is how he wants it, let the party begin I thought.                                                     

This time, rubbing my fingers together, I was going to teach this man a lesson he will never forget, that it’s not nice to mess with the old folks.


We sat across from one another, and I could see that he had murder in his eyes and thought he was going to destroy me. Come on old man he yelled, come on trying to intimidate me. The handler took our hand and locked them together and this time I asked for the duct tape. Now the seniors were shouting and pumping their fist in the air.  The jack ass didn’t want to lose faith with his goons, so he said that was fine with him, but I could see in his eyes that he was scared. As soon as we were taped together the handler let go and I held on to the screaming idiot across from me and just enjoyed the moment. Spit was running down his chin and blood was coming from his mouth. He was trying so hard to pull my hand down that he bit his own fat lip. He was screaming out in pain, but this time it was because he could feel his hand being crushed and the bones braking. This guy needed the same lesson that his brother was taught yesterday, that it’s not nice to bully people, especially old helpless seniors. Reaching across the table I grabbed his other hand. He was struggling to pull free, but this guy wasn’t going to use either hand to hurt anyone for a very long time. You could hear his knuckles popping and the screaming got louder and louder until he started to plead for someone to help him. A judge jumped into the stage and said it was time to let go, it was over. When the duct tape was removed I Stood up, reached over and patting him on the head, said good try. Looking down at his hands he didn’t say a word, just kept shaking his head in disbelief.

Before leaving the stage, I turned back to him. Looking him straight in the eye, I told him that he and his brother needed to start packing because they would be leaving town first thing in the morning. You will be signing some papers giving the seniors the power of owner ship over the nursing homes. Getting right in his ugly face I told him that if I ever see him or his brother or their goons back in town, you will think this was a cake walk compared to what will happen next time. They won’t find enough of you, or your brother left to put in a shoe box.    

But I knew from past experiences that these kinds of thugs weren’t going down easy and had other plans for me, the town, and the seniors. The battle was just beginning. I had my work cut out for me and that this night would be, to say the least, very interesting.

I set my alarm for eleven thirty and went to bed. When the alarm went off, I got up, went to the garage, grabbed a handful of tools, and walked outside. It was one of those pitch-black nights. Perfect, now let the games began and may the best man win. The first place I stopped by was the pet store. Onces I was inside I picked up a couple of burlap sacks and proceeded to load the first one with huge snakes. There was several crawling around in a glass container and in they went. The next sack was loaded with rats of all sizes. Just to add insult to injury I filled one more sack with big, hairy spiders. I walked down the street to the mayor’s offices and sure enough, looking through the window, just as I suspected,  sat the mayors’ and his thugs getting ready for battle. Walking through the window I moved around the table until I was standing behind the don. They were making plans to burn down one of the senior homes. Don said that once they did  the old farts will stop screwing around and know we mean business. First thing first. I want you to round up all the seniors and bring them to the center of town.  Turn on all the lights and make sure that everyone is there to watch the show. After we get through with them, we will rule this town again and make that troublemaker pay for all the trouble he put us through. Who will take care of me I whispered? Everyone froze, looking around the room Don yelled, who the hell said that? Not hearing anything else they sat back  down, and the meeting continued. We need to take that old man way out of town into the desert and bury his stinking ass. But before you do that, I want you guys to beat him to a pulp. Make sure all the seniors are out there  to watch him get his ass kicked.They will think twice before they ever try take back this town again. 

That will get them get back in line once and for all and put a quick end to their lame little riot. But boss, how are we going to take him down, this guy is like superman. Stupid this guy isn’t s superman; he is just stronger than the average bear. So, then what do we do to beat this guy down someone asked? Dummies, stupid dummies all around me, just  think Onces in your sorry lives the don shouted.

They all sat around the table looking at one another with blank looks on their faces. Don jumped up and was yelling like a mad man. Your idiots to the core. You don’t have a single brain between all of you, but what you have when you work together as one is massive strength and even, he can’t compete with that. So, what we do is wait for him to fall asleep, then we jump him, beat the hell out of him and tie him up. That’s a great idea I said, let’s do it. The dummies froze in their seats, including the boss. They just sat there with their mouths wide open, no one making a sound.                                                                                                                                                                               

I was holding the sacks and because I was invisible the sacks were invisible to.  Time to spring into action. I went to the other side of the room, untied the sack, and dumped the squealing rats on the table. I made sure that the biggest one fell right into Dons lap. I wished the seniors were there to see grown, bad ass men running, screaming like little girls. Don froze as one of the hungry rats starting to chew into his crotch. Before I opened the sack, I made sure I dumped a hand full of rat food on his lap and the creature was having himself one hell of a meal. Dam, this was better than I thought it would be. Then I dump out the sack full of big fat slithering snakes and the place went crazy.  The goons were jumping over each other trying to run out the front door. Pulling out my camera, I jumped up on the table and yelled action and believe me they gave me plenty. The place looked like a circus. I was sure of one thing, rats like Don, his brother and their pals are always scared to death of rats and snakes. Don’t know why, but they just are. The last I saw of Don, he was holding his crotch with his bandage hands and running out the door and the rat was close behind. That was either great rat food or the rat took a special liking to Don. And you know what, they fled town that same night and made so much noise that the towns people came out to watch the commotion and realizing what was happing, started to cheer. That was a night I will never forget. The whole town had an impromptu party with their car lights on, horns blowing and everyone dancing in the street. They opened the senior center and were bringing people out in wheelchairs and even a few people were rolled out on gurneys. The church bells started to ring making the night perfect.

Exhausted I went to bed and had a great night sleep. Waking in the morning I was shocked when I looked out the window. The seniors were still out there dancing in the street  and the mood was wonderful. There was a banner running over head that said, welcome to dusty springs, home of the mighty seniors. It was great to see them all smiling and happy again. Just one more thing before I left town. I drove over to Steve and June’s home outside of town. There was a lake on their property and when I walked down the path to the water, I could see them from a distance under a large tree holding hands and kissing. I started to turn around, not wanting to spoil their special time together, but June sported me and came running and jumped into my arms sobbing. Steve came charging up right behind her and we all embraced for the longest time, crying, and laughing. Steve looked like a new man and was hugging me so tight I thought he would break my back. I told June how great they both looked. She said, that’s what happens when you are in love, you should try it sometime. Steve looked at me and said, I just want to know one thing, where did you get all that strength from.? I said if I told you I would have to kill you. He just laughed and said fair enough. Before I left, I told them that I was just a phone call away if they needed anything. We embraced one more time. June took my face in her hands and whispered thank you and gave me a kiss on the cheek. Walking back to my car, I turned around to wave, but they were back holding hands and kissing, in a good way 

I saw Dr manning sitting in a coffee shop about A month later and told him all that happened. He said that when the woman lost everything including their husbands, they were turned out to sell drugs or they were prostitutes. When I left the coffee shop, I relied how close June came to that horrible fate, and I thanked God for giving me the chance to meet chief running bear and that wonderful gift he gave me to help others. Time to return home, I was anxious to be back sleeping in my own bed.  
Onces again I was standing in my back yard but this time I was completely exhausted, much more than the other trips. Walking into the house I called out to Linder but all I could hear was the clock ticking in the kitchen. Again, I called, out Linder are you home? Still no answer. I could hardly stand, my head felt like it was going to explode. I went into the bedroom and sleep like a log. When I finally woke up, I sat on the edge of the bed and felt lightheaded and so very tired. I tried to stand but I laid back down back and went into a deep sleep. I tossed and turned all night running from one nightmare to another. The sun came shining through the window the next morning, so bright it woke me. Getting up, I had to hold on to the side of the bed to keep from falling. I started to crawl back into bed, but I was starving and forced myself to the kitchen to eat something. Holding on to the furniture, I made my way through the living room very slowly. Moving into the dining room I looked around and froze in horror. There across the room was a full-length mirror and in that mirror was a man that had long, long white hair and wrinkles all over his face, he was stopped way over and could hardly stand up.  I look around the room and all I could see was dirt, dust, and spider webs everywhere. My mind couldn’t comprehend what was happing. I felt a great thirst and forced myself back up and made my way slowly to the kitchen. With all my strength I managed to turn the water on, but all that came out was rust. I slumped to the floor, my mind and body reeled in pain. I knew that I had little time left, and my next moves would be crucial if I was going to survive. Crawling slowly and methodically I moved inch by inch to the only thing that could save me. I had to stop many times and rest along the way hoping and praying that I would make it to the closet. I opened the door and pushed my way in. Standing up on shaky legs, I said a silent prayer and reaching way back on the shelf I found my bag of magic sand. Holding on to the bag for dear life, I slumped to the floor. Reaching in I took a pinch of sand between my fingers and said a silent prayer. Walking back in the mirror, I saw a very relived and smiling man. I went outside, sat down on the lawn chair and tried to relax and catch my breath. Just thinking about all that took place and how close I came to ending it all gave me the shivers.

Maybe it was time for me to get rid of the magic sand before something bad happens again. I thought I could control the magic, but now I came to the realization that it was controlling me like a powerful drug. Grabbing the bag, I ran behind my house and tossed the bag into a reservoir. Walking back toward the house, I felt a shiver go through my body and my blood run cold. I just couldn’t shake this felling of doom that came over me. It dawned on me that I probably had made the worst mistake of my life. Walking over to the lawn chair, I sat down and was thinking how stupid I was and wished I haven’t thrown the sand away.  Jumping up, I ran back to the reservoir and fell to my knees sobbing. I was just about to give up when I felt someone standing over me. I looked up and was startled to see straight arrow standing there with too tall. Sitting down beside me, they raised their hands to the sky and began to pray and chant to the sprits. Slowly the water started to drain from the reservoir. I sat their watching the water going down and down till it was finally empty. I walked over to where I toast the bag thinking it would be easy to find but it was nowhere in sight. I looker and looker and couldn’t find the bag anywhere. When I turned around to get help from straight arrow, he and long knife had vanished. Walking around searching one last time, I tripped, falling flat on my face. Sitting on the ground I starter to laugh out loud. My life had become a circus and I was the leading clown. Nothing made senses anymore soi  decided right then and there that I was done with the sand. I wanted a regular life, and it was time to move on without the magic. 


When I walked back into the house, I called out Linder, are you home? I waited for a reply, but none came. I shouted honey I am home where are you? Drake waited in anticipation for Linder to come running through the house and jump into his arms but the house was eerily quiet. He called out her name over and over but no responses. Thinking she was probably out with one of her girlfriends, he went out on the patio, laid down on the lawn chair and in no time was sound asleep.

When he woke up it was just getting dark, and Linda was still not home. He wasn’t overly concerned, Linder knew that he  was going to be gone for a while and she probably thought it would be a good to have some girl time. He called Cindy, her best friend just to let Linder know that I was back in town. When Cindy told me that she hadn’t seen Linda all week I ask her if she might know one of her other girlfriends she might be staying with. She said that she would call around and ring me right back. I waited by the phone, and it seemed like hours before the phone finally rang. Hi, it’s me and I called just about everyone we hang out with, but no one has seen or heard from her in over a week. I began to say something, but my mind went blank.  Would you, please call me back if you hear anything I said. Hanging up the phone, my mind was racing, thinking of all the things that could have happened to Linder and the first thing that came to my mind was the mob, but that was all in the past, or was it?
I pace back and forth all night trying to understand where Linda could have disappeared to. When the sun final came up and still not knowing where she was, I decided to call the police. I went into the bathroom and splashed cold water on my face to wake up. Sitting on the couch I reached for the phone and as I did something caught my eye under the coffee table. I bent down and picked up a piece of paper and right away I let out a sigh of relief, it was from Linda, but as I started to read the letter, all the panic and anxiety came rushing back. She started out the letter by asking me not to worry or be mad at her, but she just couldn’t wait to try out the magic and do a little traveling on her own. Oh no I thought, in my haste to go for a ride in Steve’s new car I forgot to warn Linda about the problems she would face and for her to be extra careful of the time that she would be away. When we first started talking about traveling, she had mentioned several countries around the world that she always wanted to visit. I was total freaking out and was in a panic trying to remember some of the places she said that she wanted to travel to. I sat there not knowing what to do next. Wait a minute I thought, I will call white cloud and before I even had a chance to say his name, he appeared on the table right in front of me. Wow white cloud, you came so fast I didn’t have a chance to call out to you. He told me that his job was to watch over me night and day. He knew all about Linda and the trouble she was in. White cloud said that the chiefs would sit around the fire at night praying for the spirits of their dead ancestors. One evening as they were praying, the night was suddenly lit up with thousands of shooting stars streaking across the sky. Way off in the distance lighting was flashing and thunder roared through the hills. Again, the night came alive with big, beautiful shooting stars streaking across the heavens. Suddenly they could hear a woman crying and pleading for help. There was another flash of lighting and way off in the distances they saw a woman frantically waving her arms. She was calling out your name over and over and saying she was lost. My heart was beating so fast that I thought that any minute it would explode. Trying to calm myself, I asked white cloud if he could help me reach her. Can you see her? do you know where she is? He reached over, took my hand in his, closed his eyes and told me to call out her name. I closed my eyes and softly I said, Linda I am here can you hear me. I waited but there was only a faint sound, like someone whispering. Onces again I repeated her name and this time I could hear her sobbing. Honey, can you hear me, its DRAKE, I am trying to find you. Drake, oh my God, I can hear you; can you see me? No, but I am with white cloud, and we are trying to find you, can you tell me where you are? 

She could not stop crying but managed to tell blurt out between sobs that they that she went to visit her family in Germany. One day the police came and rounded up everyone in town loaded us into a train. The trip was horrible and we arrived at a  place caller Dachau. My dad thinks it’s a concentration camp. Oh honey, I am so afraid that I will never see you again. I used up all the magic sand and now I am stuck here forever. Drakes body went limp when he realized that he had thrown away the magic sand. How in the world will I ever save her without the magic he thought?

Linder listen to me; you still have enough magic sand in your ring to take you back home. She started to cry again and blurted out; I forget to put it on before I left. It is in my jewelry box on the top shelf in the bedroom closet. Honey, I tried rubbing my fingers together wishing I was home with you, but nothing happened. I don’t understand what I am doing wrong.
Don’t worry as soon as I find out where you are I will come and bring you home. Try to stay calm, I am coming to get you. Drake made a mad dash to their bedroom closet and found the ring. He opened the top of the ring and saw the gold shining bright. He let out a sigh of relief when he saw the magic sand. Putting a little on his fingertip and rubbing them together, said, I want to be with Linder.
Anticipating the rush through the tunnel he waited but nothing happened. He tried over and over but still nothing.  Starting to panic he yelled out White cloud, help he cried I need you, but when he looked around White cloud was nowhere in sight. He was beside himself trying to understand what was wrong. Over and over, he called out to white cloud, but no answer. Why won’t the magic work and why doesn’t white cloud help me?
Pacing through the house his mind was going a mile a minute trying to understand why this was happing. Running to the garage, Drake pulled down the blanket from the shelve and laid it out on the table. Opening the patch that had the little boy covering his eyes, he looked in, hoping and praying to find a little sand. He dropped the blanket and fell to his knees crying. He caller out to White cloud again but no response. Laying down on the couch, Drake closed his eyes and tried to relax and think back when running bear was teaching him how the sand worked. Drake remembered running bear saying that when he was traveling to be extra careful in snow or rain. If the sand gets damp or wet, the magic won’t work till the sand dries. Trying to contain myself I ran to the bedroom closet and opened the safe. My hands were shaking as I pulled out the pouch. I went to the kitchen and laid a bowl on the countertop. When I poured the sand into the bowl it had that same bright look again. Holding my breath, I reached over slowly and touched the sand with my finger, and it felt dry. I closed my eyes and wisher I was with Linder. Laughing and clapping he flew down the tunnel yelling honey, here I come.
Suddenly Drake heard dogs growling and people screaming all around him. Before he had a chance to react something hit him hard, and he fell to the ground withering in pain. He was hit several more times and blacker out.
When he came to, a man was sitting next to him. Are you ok he asked.
Drake managed, to sit up, said I think so, where am I? You are in hell, and it is caller Dachau. Thank you for helping me. I am trying to find a woman called Linder Sweetwater and her family, do you know who they are?
Yes, he said, stay here and I will be right back, don’t move. He watched him walk over to a man, said something and pointed at me. The man got up and walked slowly toward me. I could see that he was limping and in a lot of pain. I was told that you are looking for the Sweetwater family. I just got here yesterday, and I am trying to find Linder, I am her husband. When he heard that his face lit up and said I am Lender’s father, Ludwig. He started to cry and said she was telling the family all about you and how you would save her with your special magic. Where is she now and is she ok? Her father kept glancing around nervously. She is in barrack number five with her mother and sister, but they might have taken them to another location. I don’t even know if they are still alive, he said and started to cry again. Look I can’t tell you much right now, but I will be back soon. I am going to look for your family
And I will come back and get you when I find them. Ludwig started to say something, but Drake disappeared. I want to be With Linder and in an instant was standing right there before him. When she saw him, she cried out, Drake and through her arms around him holding on tight. Linder pulled her mother close to them and said; this is my husband.


When. I opened my eyes, I was shocked and surprised, I was still on the mountain top. I tried over and over but with the same results. This never happened before, and I started to panic. I thought I had planned things out to the last detail so I would be safe to travel. Thinking back, I did get stuck for a short time because I didn’t say how long I would be gone ‘but this time I said a specific time. I sat there sweating, scared not sure what to do next. Maybe the magic only last so long but I don’t remember tall bear saying anything about that. I tried again and again but it was no use. What am I going to do I thought? As the day wore on, I was running out of water and getting thirsty by the moment, the sun was blazing and bearing down on me like a fire ball. A short time later I felt a coolness in the air and assumed the wind was picking up. When I glanced over at the palm trees the palm leaves weren’t moving at all. Then I heard a whisper in my ear that said think of me. It took me just a moment, and I called out, tall bear, I need you. What is it you need? I nearly fell of the rock I was sitting on. Turning around tall bear was standing right behind me. He took me by surprise it took me a while to respond. Clearing my throat, I explain to him what was happing and how up set I was that I couldn’t make the magic work. Has the magic left me, I asked? Do you really believe we would give you such a great and special gift and just take it away? We explained to you long ago in the teepee that if you do the right things in a good way, you will always possess that wonderful gift. But then what, why won’t the magic work? I asked. Look at this in a different way, he said. There might be something that you are missing something left unsaid, undone. Like what I asked? I am confused and still don’t understand what it is that I am supposed to do. Your time here is at a standstill for a good reason. There might be some one here that you need to help or say goodbye to.  
Go back down the mountain and come back up in the morning and find a quiet place. There is a very strong and powerful reason why you are not able to move on.  Then just as quickly as he Appeared, he disappeared, and I had more questions than answers. Walking back down the mountain I felt a shiver and my whole body felt like it was on fire. That night I had a hard time falling asleep and tossed and turned all night.

Starting up the mountain early in the morning, I had the strangest feeling, like when I was hiking back down yesterday. I felt that strange shiver again, but this time I fell to my knees and started to sob uncontrollably. I stayed that way for a long time but finally got up and continued hiking to the top. Later that day I found the most beautiful spot I had ever seen in all my years of mountain climbing. The area was so serene and quiet, it was like a Shangri-La. My eyes had a hard time taking in all the beauty and I felt something spectacular was happening. The sun was larger than I had ever seen, so large and bright, like I was on another planet, but strangely I wasn’t hot. I still wasn’t sure what I was doing but I felt so happy, I didn’t ever want to leave this place. Yes, I knew how to describe this place, it was like heaven. I never felt such peace and contentment.

Even though I was sitting on a very hard rock, it felt like I was sitting in a leather recliner. I was starting to dose of when I glanced down in the valley and notices a small white cloud moving slowly up the mountain. What got my attention was how small and white it was and there wasn’t another cloud to be seen anywhere. Slowly the cloud moved up the valley. There was a sudden flash and then a clap of thunder echoing through the hills. 

I sat looking down and couldn’t believe that just came from that little cloud. Rubbing my eyes and looking in disbelief it kept moving up straight as an arrow toward my Shangri-La, almost like it had a mind of its own. Now I was sitting up straight, and I felt the hard rock under me. As it came closer, I could see a bright glow in the center, and it appeared to be moving out and away from the cloud. The cloud swayed back and forth and vanished in the air. I was so intent looking at the image, my eyes start to get blurry. I blinked several times and when my eyes started to focus again, I looked ahead and froze in time. I just stood there, and I could hear my heart pounding in my ears. It was like I had been shocked to my very core, without reasoning or understanding. There in front of me was my wife, Penny looking at me and smiling, but this must be a mirage, she passed away more than twenty years ago. 

She reached out to me, but I was still in shock and couldn’t respond. She took my hand and softly spoke, telling me not to be afraid and we only had a little time. When she said, we only had a little time, that jolted me out of my stupor, and I could feel her hand in mine. Trying to calm myself down, I said, is this for real or am I dreaming? She just repeated how little time we had. I was with you in the car on your road trips when you said, good morning honey and reached over like you were holding my hand, I was there. I was there when you were telling me how wonderful the children were and all they had accomplished. I sat next to you on all your long road trips and loved the way you would talk about each grandchild and how they were growing up. You were trying so hard to move on with your life. It hurt me to see you still struggling after all these years. When you left me, I just didn’t know how to do life anymore and I wanted to be with you so very bad, I said. Now we were embracing, and I was crying and shaking. She said that faith is like trying to hold water in your hand. You have air all around and even though you can’t see it you know it’s there. But faith is the same, we struggle with it because we can’t understand it. I must leave you now, but one day soon we will be together, and you will see a real Shangri-La. Love you. Love you to, I said and she was gone.
                                    
Totally exhausted I drove down highway 22 thinking of the warm bed waiting for me at home. It took me a minute or two before I realized that cars were flying by me on both sides of the road. Boy I thought to myself, these people sure drive fast. Just at that moment I saw a bright flash in the sky. Looking in the rear mirror I saw why everyone was driving so crazy. Bearing down behind me was a dark spinning tornado. My mind took a second to comprehend the scene. Never seeing a tornado before it took me by surprise. I stepped down hard on the gas pedal and took off like a bat out of hell. I was speeding down the highway with the rest of the cars running for our lives. Glancing in the merroir I saw cars flying in the air and bursting into flames. There was mayhem everywhere, houses being torn apart, and trees uprooted. I could feel my car starting to lift and felt like I was floating. Just when I thought that this was the end, the car settled back on the road, and everything was quiet again. Pulling off to the side of the highway I stepped out and take a second look. The sun was shining and there wasn’t ‘a single cloud anywhere. The storm disappeared in a blink of an eye. As I continue to drive home, I realized how close I came to dying and I couldn’t stop shaking. I drove mile after mile in a daze and it looked like I was driving through a garbage dump. Driving into town, all that was left standing were a couple of walls that once were store fronts. People were walking around in shock looking through the rubble that once was their homes. Driving down my street all that was left of the beautiful maple trees, were broken limbs and stumps. I was appalled by all the destruction and damage that surrounded my neighborhood. It seemed impossible but all the beautiful, green, manicured lawns were completely gone. I pulled into my driveway and became confused and overcome with grief at the sight before me. My home was now a pile of rubble just like the rest of the neighborhood. When I walked into what use to be the living room, all the furniture was tipped upside down and scattered everywhere. Every room I went looked like it had been ransacked and all the windows were shattered. The roof had been ripped clean off. There was water and mud flooring everywhere. I rushed from room to room staring at the same turmoil in a state of shock. There was so much destruction that I couldn’t tell where one room started and the other one ended. It was so stranger to see the garage standing without a scratch. I was looking at this pile of junk that just yesterday I called my home. I walked into what use to be my kitchen and there was nothing left but one wall. I heard yelling and screaming coming outside. Running down the street around fallen trees.my neighbor was on her hands and knees yelling and calling frantically for her little girl. Knelling down beside her I heard someone crying. It was like a war zone and more and more people crawled out from under there demolish homes, there was chaos everywhere. The police and firefighters were rushing around, and the red cross was already passing out food and blankets. I felt like I was just in the way, so I went back to what use to be my home. Straggling around trying to think of something to do I spotted a bottle of beer on what was left of my kitchen floor. I sat on a box and was gulping down the cold beer when suddenly something dawned on me, my BAG OF SAND. I had completely forgot about it in all the chaos and confusion. Running down to what was left of the hallway I went to the master bedroom and the only thing that was standing was my bed frame. The closet where I hid my sack of sand was nowhere in sight. This can’t be happing I thought. Forcing myself to settle down I took a couple of deep breaths. Methodically I looked under everything that was laying on the floor where the closet use to be. All that day and into the night I searched everywhere but to no avail.                                                                                                           
I slept in my car and early the next morning I was back at it trying to find the sand. Sometime late in the afternoon I saw the bag hooked on a branch and my heart soared with joy. Running over I grabbed the bag, and my joys were shot lived, the bag was completely empty. I tour at the bag like a mad man ripping it to pieces but there was nothing, not even a grain of sand left. I feel to the ground crying in disbelief. I thought about all the wonderful times I had traveling and all the great adventures and people I met along the way. No matter how hard I tried I couldn’t give up hope that I could find just enough sand somewhere for one last trip back to the reservation to find running bear. I spent the next three days looking but the gold had blown away in the wind. The days that followed were pure torture, my mind so preoccupied with the loss of the magic, that I couldn’t think of anything else.

I know, I thought, I will go back to the desert and search till I find the place where I first discovered the golden sand, no matter how long it took.
I worked feverishly, running around the house packing all the things that I needed. I knew that it wouldn’t be easy, I might be in the desert searching for a long time. It was a long shot that I would find running bear or the sand, but I had to try. I brought my large tent and plenty of food and water.  I came to the area that looked familiar just before the sun went down and checked all my gear. I was anxious to get an early start in the morning, so I climbed in the back of the camber and sleep like a log.  





                                            

                                      
                                       Staying alive at eighty five


 
