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            Land of the Lost

          

        

      

    

    
      The cliff was hidden. The path was disappearing. The tree tops that used to tower over her head were level with her knees. The catastrophic danger was a few feet away. Slowly, she inched forward. The tree tops and flora were dense; the ground was vanishing. They were hiking for a day and a half. She was separated from the other two. It was late afternoon, and it had been 20 minutes since she last saw the others. The path disappeared. She had little experience hiking in these areas. With the ground vanishing and no path, it was time to decide. How could she find the others? If she kept going, she could fall off the cliff, and, with help days away, she could easily not make it. The decision became apparent; she had to return and find the trail. At this point, it was the only logical choice, but the path had vanished, so it was challenging to find where to go. Without a compass or landmarks, she was lost. Like other challenges, she took a deep breath and entered her mind to find the right direction. The path needed to be clarified. The goal showed itself, and after careful consideration and an eye for what would undermine the process and the goals, she decided what must be done.  

      She tried to sleep, but it kept nagging her endlessly; why would someone do that? The pain sent an electric shock jolting her spine, through the leg bones and zooming out the toes. It wasn't the first time, but that didn't remove the pain. She gave up and got up. Nothing would stop her, even death. She had it planned out. Exactly what would happen after she dies? Releasing bots could generate human existence through artificial intelligence. A calculation had to be finished in 5 months. She avoided it and could no longer not do it. Humans no longer have a chance. Without AI, humans can't compete with a human AI interface. AI is a quantum leap in intelligence that humans are not capable of. It's like trying to do the math of a calculator without a calculator. AI is to humans as humans are to dogs. Training for two lifetimes will not prepare you to calculate faster than a calculator. You will never equal a calculator. She refused the bots many times, but now it was either do or die fighting. Harangued by the idea, she began to do push-ups. 

       With a break, she was on the dance floor. With no one else motivated, she jammed an abstract repertoire of improvisations. She lost herself in the music, the moment, and a forever fascination with sound driving the body into action. It was another unknown yet familiar trance of the body, leaving traces of energy, action, and transformation. She felt like a wanderer through seconds, a path of time, a stream of energy in action. All this flows from person to plant, to animal, to person, to rock, to talk, to an abstract awareness that brings dreams into reality. 

      The sun twinkled through the branches. In a sleepy moment, she fell into a haze. She had to leave Los Angeles. The urban decay wore down her energy and frazzled her nerves. The chaos of the past took her out of the forest. They were living on the edge of Skid Row. Somehow the area was plagued with drug addicts, hookers, endless traffic, noise, and clamor from those who used the place to shoot drugs and party. A group of squatters and anarchists took the building after the city boarded it up. They began fixing it, building a fence, and setting up a ten-year operation to construct another reality. They were building an infoshop, a place for people to meet their needs without selling their time for money to the dominant machine. A court order was on the front door. They had five days to get out. Typically, this meant that they would have to prepare for battle or leave until the city had changed the locks, boarded up the place, and come back and retake it. Some Earth First activists were on their way from the mountains. With life facing another tailspin, she rolled the dice and rode to the mountains. A breeze blew open the canopy, and suddenly, she was back in the forest. 

      Going backward, an opening appeared. She had to find the path, but where? She had to find the others or face the wild alone. With little experience, she had yet to learn of the dangers. Without a tent, she would be exposed to all those creatures who thrive at night. She took a deep breath. It's all a process. Take one step, then the next, and so on till it's finished, but what was the next step? She put a marker on the ground to orient her position. She walked in one direction, set a marker, walked another 25 steps, and set another marker. She charted three directions and laid out paths in those directions. One direction led to the cliff, so she didn't check in that direction. Somehow, she would find the path. It had to happen. Mapping out the area she was in could orient her to find the path. It was unclear, but it was the best option she could think of. She would meet her friends again; it was a matter of time, but what if it didn't work? She'd be stranded in the mountains, the time would crawl, and fears would magnify; anxiety was at the door, but she had faced struggles in the past, and the process was the same. Go with the process. Avoid fears. 

      With water running low, keeping her mind in check was a top priority. Dehydration reduces your ability to think and act logically. She had to focus. Time was running out. Her friends, Where were they? She kept walking, not thinking of looking back. The slow pace of the others was too much for her. Now, it was too late to slow down. She looked over the marker and the three paths she outlined. It had to work, but it wasn't working. With a focus on her core energy, she continued. With branches and flowers, she marked her trails. With no other choice, she focused on her path. They were out there. She started hiking on the last path. Confusion was approaching as hunger set in. Perhaps she could eat some of the plants, but she didn't want to risk getting poisoned. If she could avoid losing her mind, she'd be able to find a way out. She traced her steps backward, and as she looked around, she noticed something that could be a path. She set a marker where she turned off her path. Keeping her bearings was important. If she saw moss on the side of a tree, that would indicate north. She found the path but needed to be aware of the direction. They were in the middle of the hike. She wanted to go forward and tried to understand the right way. 

      No one had been on the path while they were walking. It was an uncommon route that appeared and disappeared as the energy of the jungle swallowed it up. She could feel something coming on. It was a growth spurt. She lost her core in the chaos and confusion of the heat, lost in the jungle. The swirling energy jammed her balance. Now, on the path, things were changing. A tingle in her deepest senses began to light up. She embraced the earth, air, land, fire, and the sky. Something was happening, and she couldn't name it. That was alright; her energy rose like sunshine after the rain. The tingle turned into spurts; perhaps the energy of the fingerprints of Siberian ginseng and a dash of weed gave power to the pulse, and now another clarity came upon her. She saw traces of their footprints at the lowest level of the forest. Ponderosa pine, giant boulders, and brush were very hot and dry. The path was 3 feet wide and well-traveled at some points. Midway through the first day, they came upon a small store where, of course, they had Coca-Cola. Off and on, and back and forth, the time would spin its forecast for something beyond this quiet platitude of a remote existence, a place that forever was inhospitable to most humans. 

      The path began to fade. Time dragged on as if forever. The other two had to be close. The question kept burning: what will happen? Could she lose the path and not get back? It's happened to other people. It could be impossible to avoid. Such is the case when you are so far from anyone that predicting what could happen is beyond a stretch. With a whisper of light, the birds appeared. The ecosystem was loaded with insects, which supported a long food chain that included humans. In and out of the blue sky were ravens singing a dark chorus of another future. She backtracked to her markers. It was the security she could behold. The path picked up coherence and led to a river. The current was strong, and the water was nearly waist-high. It would be a risky challenge to cross. She looked for other options. The path picked up on the other side of the river. Perhaps they crossed in the dry season or after the surge of flood waters subsided. With a gusty wind, the clouds rolled in. The change in the light generated copious differences. Almost like a light switch, patterns vanished. Nearly blinded by the light, she took refuge in the shade. 

      As the night approached, she became uneasy and started planning camp. She was hoping something would happen to allow her to forego the decision. Could she make a shelter? Perhaps, but What if the leaves were poisonous? What if there were insects in the trees or an animal using the tree? After all, who would want some invader to take over their habitat, housing, and means of living? That would be a territorial use of the tree. The questions nagged her as her hopes for finding the others faded. How could she lose them in the first place? The closer she got, the farther away she felt. In a few moments, things could be completely different. Was she going in the right direction? Things looked new, and as far as she knew, the path was still going up the mountain. Chances were good that she would come across something telling her she was at the top. 

      Tangled in the wild, a sound stirred her into LA. Her brigade was going to set up an info-shop at 341. With two others, they wanted to expand and make a base for the community to build a better life outside the mainstream. This required an uncommon discipline, which is typically the opposite of what people think of when they hear about punks and anarchists, but it makes results. She had to get back in action. Keeping a focus over the long term is what generates the most desirable results. Though setting up housing, healthcare, and food for those in need was draining, seeing people take small steps to make a life worth living grew her motivation. Somehow, they would keep the building and fight the police or take it back after they leave. 

      The flowers adorned a deep purple. Suddenly, she was back in the forest. The pedals enveloped her mind with a scent of another world. The energy of the wild danced a jiggle of happy, go sad, then keep moving. She took the purple light in like food. With deep breaths, she spread the plants through her body. She became purple and let it meander a passion of the something not yet. Connecting with the plant world opened another channel into the beyond, something to give her the elements to keep going. In the sparse light and tender moments, she opened a secret world.
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      The Path of Logic and Counterlogic

      The silence broke. The light hit the walls and dispersed a canopy of another awareness. In the background, the traffic broke the silence. She kept wondering how she got on this path. Why didn't she fit in like the others? Looking through the past, in the hazy noise, a memory took hold. She was at a religious gathering. The priest was talking. Over and over, she thought, "Wow, this doesn't make any sense." The logic was false, and who wants another authority? After all, how many times did she read about the abuse of young people by priests? Does zero not equal zero in a house of worship? So much of it was capricious and arbitrary. The seeds of rebellion started there and continued through a rocky path beyond boundaries. 

      Worms and Gophers 

      It was a cool morning in the spring. As the forever ice and snow began to melt, another reality emerged. The solid ground became muddy, then dry and muddy, and eventually home to new life. She kept digging around, looking. They were putting a fence up—another barrier to stop people, plants, and animals from circulating. The lines destroyed continuity and the flow. Somewhere, there had to be something else. Who needs all these fences that make blocks of boredom and complacency? Life was coming out of the frozen mud. Eventually, night crawlers, worms, and bugs would show themselves. All of that rapidly disappeared with each house, driveway, and endless grass. The grass had to be mowed and mowed and mowed. The grasshoppers were gone, with no crickets, gophers, or anything. They clear-cut the forest and clear-cut the grass. There's nothing to play with or look at. All the grass looks the same. The weeds gave difference, something to look at, touch, taste, and explore. All of that was going down a sinkhole called development. Everything to connect to was eliminated. Looking around, she could find a stack of wood, turn it over, and look under it. Perhaps something would come out. 
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