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Preface

Even though some content in this book might
sound dramatic it was real for the people involved, who had decided
to go on a spiritual healing journey and magnetized towards them a
totally different reality of life.

Reality is what you experience at the
time.


Prologue

The term “Star People” has its roots in
Native American beliefs that the early inhabitants of this planet
were genetic creations by visitors from other planetary systems.
Escalating Earth changes and the possibility of a magnetic pole
reversal form the backdrop of this story, where Isa and Dillon
discover their link with extraterrestrials and the part that UFOs
and spaceships might play in the predictions of coming Earth
changes. Reading like fiction, Star Bred is based on actual events
and explores the possibility of star people and starseeds living
amongst us in preparation for the Earth changes and shifting of the
poles.

With escalating reports of UFOs and
sightings of spaceships in recent years, Isa and Dillon explore the
possible spiritual connection with increasing Earth changes.
Discovering reports of similar events in ancient cultures of
Atlantis and Lemuria, they also encounter individuals who show them
spiritual references in major world texts, even the Bible, about
spaceships in ancient times, suggesting our connection with
extraterrestrials.

Personal sightings of UFOs lead Isa and
Dillon to the possibility that the coming magnetic pole shift and
resulting Earth changes may lead to a spiritual awakening of our
true origins, an evolving into the fifth dimension.

This story follows the lives of star people
and starseeds as they awaken to their origins. Reading like
fiction, it is largely based on actual events, the story told
through the experiences of the characters. Extraterrestrial contact
features in this material, so be prepared for a thought provoking
ride. It’ll challenge your view on life and our universe.


Chapter 1

Isa Saint Clare reached
for the light switch, resting her finger momentarily
against it before finally plunging the house into darkness.
She crept into the bedroom, leaving the
door ajar so as not to disturb Kurt.

Kurt was hard enough to live
with, without antagonising him further. He was always worse when
disturbed from a deep sleep, and after tonight’s argument Isa was
relieved that he was finally asleep. She had spent the last two
hours in the bathroom, reflecting, contemplating, sobbing -
wondering how she had ever got into this mess.

‘Her crazy humanitarian
ideals’, she had concluded, were the catalyst for her martyrdom.
She had felt sorry for Kurt, an immigrant who had had a horrendous
childhood in post-war Germany, being shunted from one orphanage to
another, his head shaven, and forced to endure regular
beatings.

Kurt’s sister, Amy, who had
immigrated to New Zealand in the early seventies, had married and
started a family. She had settled into the New Zealand lifestyle
easily, blending in with the community and making numerous friends,
one of whom was a mutual friend of Isa’s. Her brother Kurt had come
to New Zealand several years later, and it was at his welcoming
party at Amy’s home where he and Isa first met.

Isa had been initially repelled
by his brash and aggressive nature, but as she got to know him,
learning about his unfortunate childhood, failed marriage and
disadvantaged circumstances, the more she found herself drawn to
the man. She admired his courage to give up everything familiar, to
come to a foreign land in search of his dream. She especially
admired his tenacity, enrolling in night-school to learn English, a
language of which he had only a basic knowledge.

It was for these reasons
that she had decided to help him. When he asked her to marry him
she agreed, even though her inner feelings were telling her No! He
needed to marry to be able to stay in the country, and she felt
that she had nothing more to lose. After her broken marriage, and
her recent relationship yet another failure, she felt as though she
was past her prime, even though she had only just turned thirty.
One by one, she had seen her dreams shattered, and now she felt
there was nothing left to hope for. She decided that she might as
well help someone else achieve their dream.

When even this gesture
crumbled, she considered herself a double failure, her self esteem
ground to insignificance. After the constant bickering and violent
fights, she had contemplated suicide. Her love for her son was the
only thing that stopped her ending it all.

She hated the yelling most of
all, the pitch of which was often so high it could be heard around
the neighbourhood. A friend, who lived a hundred meters down the
road, had confided that she could hear every word when Kurt got
wound up. For Isa, at close range, it was shattering, although she
tried her best to conceal her distress. She had a feisty nature,
and even though life’s tests had ground her down, she always gave
as good as she got when it came to an argument. This night had been
yet another episode in an endless chain of such events. With each
one Isa felt more desperate to escape, more frustrated by the fact
that she couldn’t.

As she undressed in the
darkness, she looked at the prone form in the double bed, and at
that moment she despised the person whom she’d come to view as her
jailer. The house had originally been her home, but now it was her
prison. When Kurt had shifted in he took over paying the rent. At
the time she was grateful because, with her ill-health, she had
been forced to give up work and was unable to pay the bills. Now
she was paying the price of dependency.

As she slipped into bed beside
him, Kurt grunted briefly in his sleep. His loud snoring subsided
momentarily, then settled back to the constant drone. Isa lay on
her back, eyes wide open, looking up at the ceiling. She couldn’t
sleep - she was beyond sleep, beyond caring. Her eyes centred on a
spot on the ceiling with fixed gaze, the stare of the damned.

In her numbed state, her
brain did not register the flickering that was visible out of the
corner of her eye. Moments passed before she realised there was
something strange happening in the hallway. When she finally
did become
aware of it she came out of her trance-like state with a start,
recoiling slightly and edging towards Kurt.

Through the crack of the
doorway she could see what appeared to be a blue dancing flame. She
immediately raised her hand to wake Kurt, but then hesitated, her
hand poised above Kurt’s shoulder, eyes fixed on the light,

It was the wrong colour for
fire – no smell of flames nor crackling of burning timbers….and yet
it danced. Isa’s eyes widened as she noticed the door opening
slowly. She stared in amazement as the gap widened, revealing more
of the light in the hallway beyond. There was a definite shape to
this strange light, and although it appeared to dance, it was
emanating from a central body.

Isa caught her breath as she
realised it was the form of a person. She fought the urge to
scream, her natural reaction to discovering what appeared to be an
intruder in her home. But this was different. She could see that
this Being was not physical. Wide-eyed, she stared in disbelief at
what seemed to be energy … a light-form. Although this frightened
her more than an intruder would have, she was also fascinated. She
had never seen such a phenomenon before.

The form had definite features.
There was no doubt in Isa’s mind that this was a man, not a woman.
The light danced in and around the form, an iridescent blue flame
that pulsated with a life of its own. Although nebulous, it
maintained the basic shape of a person and Isa felt that she knew
him …from some distant past, but from where she could not remember.
Not only the facial features seemed familiar, but also the essence,
the energy that came from the man.

She knew him, but not
from this life. She knew him from many lifetimes when they had been
together. She realised it was her sorrow that had drawn him back to
her. Feeling somewhat confused, she felt it was not only
her sorrow, but his also. There was definite pain in his eyes,
those eyes so intense, speaking to her of lives gone by, long lost
loves and endless dreams. She could have drowned in those
eyes.

Isa studied his face. He was
different from a normal modern man, his appearance reminding her of
many paintings she had seen of biblical characters. He had a slim
face with fine features, a Roman nose and a hint of a beard. He was
of average height and slim build, his hair short with curls. She
could picture him in robes, and it was in that form that she knew
him best. She had no conscious memories of where and when they’d
been together, but she knew him - of that there was no doubt.

She could feel the compassion
in his gaze, pouring love upon her. Tears welled up in her eyes. As
they did so, his gaze intensified. Isa gasped in amazement as his
eyes suddenly transformed into two spiralling vortexes of energy.
His pupils seemed to dilate, sending forth a laser beam of energy
from each eyeball. The turquoise beams of light interlocked with
her eyes and Isa was spellbound, held by the energy in what felt
like a cosmic blending of their two essences.

Tiny teardrops, moonstone
coloured, formed along the laser beams near the Being’s eyes. They
enlarged as they progressed along the streams of light towards Isa.
By the time they reached her, the etheric teardrops were the size
of balloons. They seemed to merge with her, entering her body
through her chest, filling her with a soothing wave of peace.
Teardrop after teardrop flowed from the Being, each one increasing
in intensity, overwhelming her with their energy.

Isa had never experienced
anything like this before. It was more intense than lovemaking, her
breaths coming shorter and shorter with each wave of energy. Each
one made her feel as though she could take no more, yet with each
one she craved for more, the rhythm increasing steadily until she
reached a crescendo of ecstasy.

Her body arching involuntarily,
she was on the verge of crying out when suddenly the intensity of
the teardrop energy retracted, each new wave coming with slightly
less power until they faded out altogether. The laser beams
dissolved, releasing Isa from their hold.

The light-form of the man
began to fade. Isa watched, fascinated, as he slowly disappeared.
She felt an inner conflict, longing for him to stay, yet knowing
she hadn’t the strength to cope with any more if he
did stay.
As he finally dissolved, the room returned to total darkness.
Smiling contentedly, she tried to stay awake to savour the moment,
but her body was exhausted. Trying desperately to hold onto her
thoughts, she finally allowed them to drift away as she succumbed
to sleep.

 



Chapter 2

The sun had just set and in the
twilight a slight mist was forming in the valley below. There was a
hush in the air, that magic moment just after the birds fall silent
and just before the crickets start their serenading. The trickling
of water from a nearby brook was the perfect compliment in the
tranquil setting. Dillon Dawson absorbed the beauty of the mountain
magic while the darkness of the evening closed in around him.

The silence was broken by the
croaking of a frog, and the ringing of the oven timer that brought
him back to the present, signalling that his dinner was ready. He
ambled back inside the cottage to sample his meal. The delicious
aroma of the casserole was too distracting to think of anything
else for the moment. He reached for the oven cloth while turning
the main switch off with his other hand.

Taking the casserole swiftly
from the oven, he placed it on the nearby cutting board to cool a
little before serving. The temptation to eat it straight away was
checked by memories of a burnt tongue from eating too hot a food.
He wandered outside instead, to enjoy the peace of the closing
day.

Dillon didn’t have time to sit
down before a warning signal in his solar-plexus started buzzing.
He stopped still, listening intently for any tell-tale sound to
justify the warning signal that he was receiving. There was only
silence. Shrugging his fears away, he waited for a few moments
before strolling back inside to serve up the food. He pulled the
door shut behind him.

A faint hissing sound in the
distance caught his attention.

“Only the wind in the
trees,” he said, trying to console himself.

Normally Dillon was quite calm
and contented in his mountain retreat, unruffled by the solitude
and isolation of his location, but this night was different.
Something was up. The uneasy gut feeling he had was warning him of
pending danger.

The hissing sound grew
louder until finally he heard what sounded like the gasping and
panting of a wild animal. The frenetic snorting increased as
the THING approached his door, down the winding path from the road
above……..and although he was naturally confident, this unexpected
intrusion had him rattled.

Dillon’s cottage was
completely isolated, a bush reserve on one side and vacant bush
sections all around him. The nearest neighbour was several hundred
meters up the hill, past the THING that was coming towards
him.

With his heart pounding, he
turned the doorknob, swinging the door wide to confront the
unknown. The sight that met his eyes was so unexpected he was
rooted to the spot. There in front of him was a toothless old
woman, stark naked and waving her hands frantically above her head,
screaming “I’m on fire! Dillon, I’m on fire!”

Dillon’s mouth dropped open in
disbelief. It was Marie, a stocky European lady in her late fifties
who had befriended Dillon shortly after he’d moved out to the
mountains. She had removed her clothes, her false teeth and every
ounce of dignity that she possessed. Her face was contorted beyond
recognition and her eyes were wild like a demented animal.

“My God!…..Marie ……What
is wrong with you?” Dillon stammered.

“I don’t know,” she
squealed, panic in her voice.

She pushed passed him into the
room, looking around like a cornered animal. Rushing from one room
to the other, she glanced around frantically, but for what, Dillon
didn’t know. She had a look of terror on her face as she slapped
her hand over her mouth, groping with her other hand to the
window.

She flung the window wide open
and hurled herself halfway through the opening, making a spewing
sound with a hissing snarl. She slammed the window shut again, then
collapsed, exhausted, on the floor.

Dillon stood there, his mouth
agape, barely recognising the woman he’d come to know over the
previous few months. Marie had been his constant companion, often
popping in for a visit on her way to the local store. She was
jovial by nature, happy-go-lucky and with a perpetual grin on her
face. She was also quite clairvoyant, and during their many
conversations together she had often spoken of past lives where
they’d met previously. She had also had premonitions of his
future.

The crumpled form of the woman
before him was unrecognisable as the Marie that Dillon had come to
know. It took all of his will power not to flee from the scene
before she regained consciousness again. He stood there staring for
what seemed like an eternity, before he calmed down enough to reach
for his dressing gown to cover her.

As Dillon draped it over her
she suddenly sprang up and his heart jumped a beat. The whole scene
was repeated once more, complete with the spewing and hissing
antics out the window, accompanied by a torrent of foul language.
Then, without warning, she rushed through the open doorway into the
black of night, gasping and panting up the path to the road
above.

Dillon grabbed his dressing
gown and chased after her, amazed at how fast she moved. Running as
fast as he could in bare feet on a stony road, he couldn’t help
thinking that when a woman in her late fifties outruns a young man
of twenty-four, there’s something definitely weird going on. When
they finally reached her house, which was over a kilometre distance
from his, Dillon was exhausted.

In his confused state he
followed her into her home, only to be immediately confronted by
her astonished husband. Dillon realised the implicating situation
he’d placed himself in, wearing only a pair of shorts and nothing
else. This was a particularly warm night and he often wore only
shorts in his house, but Marie’s husband was not an understanding
man at the best of times.

A stocky man with a bull neck
and beady eyes, he wasn’t the most attractive sight with a snarl on
his lips. He took one look at his naked wife, another at Dillon in
shorts, holding his dressing gown, and then he exploded. Before
Dillon knew what was happening, he was pinned down on the couch
with a heavy fist pressed against his throat.

Surprisingly though, it was not
the threat of dismemberment that frightened Dillon as much as the
man’s crazed wife as she hurled herself on him, hissing and
snarling.

“You insult the gods,”
she cried, as she clamped her toothless gums onto his
arm.

He pulled back with a yell and
pushed her aside.

“You’re too much for the
gods to handle,” he yelled back. “And you too,” he added, glaring
at Dillon. “You don’t know what you’re getting into with all of
this guff.”

I know what
I’m getting out of, Dillon thought as he
slipped away from the man’s grasp while he was distracted by his
wife.

Dillon sidestepped towards the
door, thankful to have escaped so lightly. Heading for home, the
road seemed ten times longer going back than it was coming.
Dillon’s nerves were shattered. Every sound was a threat, every
shadow concealing a possible assailant. With the approach of a car
behind him, he slipped into the shadows and waited for it to pass.
He wanted to make certain that it wasn’t Marie ’s husband coming to
finish him off.

When he finally reached home,
Dillon grabbed a spare set of clothes, turned off all the lights,
then headed back up to the road where his car was parked. He drove
north and didn’t stop for a couple of hundred kilometres until he
reached Dargaville. It was the early hours of the morning when he
arrived in Dargaville and he drove to the coast where friends had a
beach cottage. He debated whether to disturb them at such an
ungodly hour, but they were very relaxed people who usually took
things in their stride.

Dillon knocked gently on the
door and waited……Nothing happened. There was not a hint of a sound.
Not a stir from within.

“I hope they’re not
away,” Dillon grumbled as he walked around the corner of the
cottage to the garage.

Peering through the garage
window, he saw their car and smiled with relief.

“They’ll get a bloody
shock, I bet,” he murmured as he hammered harder on the
door.

A light went on in the bedroom
and there was a scurry of movement as dressing gowns were hurriedly
put on. Lloyd appeared at the door, bleary-eyed and with a
questioning look on his face.

“Dillon!” he exclaimed in
surprise. “Come on in,” he added without a hint of a question as to
why he was on their doorstep so late.

Dillon accepted his welcome,
mumbling an apology for his awkward timing for a long overdue
visit. Without questioning his motives, Lloyd ambled off to the
kitchen to make a hot drink. Dillon could tell by the look in his
friend’s eyes that he knew something was bothering him, but being
true to his nature, he was content to leave it to Dillon to speak
when he was ready.

A door opened slowly and
Lloyd’s sister, Joan, popped her head out to have a look, her
husband Mike peering over her shoulder. They all shared the same
beach cottage together and were very harmonious in their lifestyle.
That was the reason why Dillon chose their place for his
refuge.

“Hi Dillon!” said Joan in
a surprised tone. She yawned. “Going to stay a few
days?”

“Wouldn’t mind, if that’s
no problem?” Dillon replied.

She gave him a curious
look.

“We’ll see you tomorrow
then,” she said. “I’m going back to bed.”

“There’s a sleeping bag
in the cupboard over there,” her husband Mike added, pointing to
the relevant door. “You can crash on the couch.”

“Thanks Mike,” Dillon
replied gratefully. “See you tomorrow.”

Lloyd returned from the kitchen
with two cups of herbal tea and they sat in silence for a while,
sipping the relaxing brew, each of them in their own space.

Finally Lloyd finished his cup
and said, “I’m going back to bed. I’ve got to get up early tomorrow
for work. I’ll catch up with you later,” he added with a smile.

“Thanks Lloyd,” Dillon
replied. “See you tomorrow.”

Dillon stayed in the beach
cottage for a week while he tried to come to terms with what had
happened. Much of the time he spent on his own while the others
were at work. He paced the lonely beach, communing with nature to
calm his shattered nerves. The etheric vitamins from the pounding
surf seemed to energise his being and revitalise his spirit. The
winter season was fast approaching, so the beach was bleak and
empty, which suited him fine. Dillon welcomed the solitude. Over
the week he stayed at the beach cottage, the ocean was his constant
companion, a silent friend who gave him strength without demanding
anything in return.

Thoughts of Marie surfaced
continuously as Dillon walked the beach. He wondered what might
have become of her after nightmarish ordeal. He still found it hard
to come to terms with the sudden change in her personality and the
resulting nightmarish experience. She had seemed such an amazing
woman. Being naturally clairvoyant, the many things that she told
Dillon about past lives were fascinating. The event that stood out
most was the day she came running down the path to his cottage,
obviously excited about something.

“I’ve just seen your
wife,” she had cried excitedly.

“What are you talking
about?” Dillon said. “I’m not married, remember?”

“No, no!” she said. “I’ve
seen your future wife. I was just standing at the bench in my
kitchen and a vision came to me. In the vision I was coming down
your path and I was met by a young woman with dark hair. When I
approached, she said “Hi! I’m Jane. Hasn’t Dillon told you about
me?”

Marie had flashed a broad smile
before continuing, “She was beautiful. And you have already met her
once, but it will be several years before you will meet again.
There is another woman whom you will be with first. This woman is
very special also, and you have very strong ties with her, and she
has a son.”

At the time, Dillon hadn’t
known what to think. The revelation had been a little unexpected,
and as he reflected on Marie’s recent weird actions, he couldn’t
help thinking that all she had told him was rubbish. And yet, there
was that seed of doubt, the reason being that what she’d told him
was a repeat of another conversation he’d had two years
previously.

As Dillon paced the beach,
reflecting on those experiences, he relived in his mind the time
when he’d travelled to India with his friend Paul, where they had
planned to stay in an Ashram.

 



Chapter 3

On arrival at the Ashram that
first day, Dillon and Paul were confronted by a tall Swedish man
who was waiting for them on the front steps of the guest house.
Dressed in white Punjabi clothes and with his blond hair and beard,
the impression he gave was more of a biblical character, rather
than a twentieth century person. The wry smile on his face
suggested that he knew something of which Dillon and Paul were
unaware.

Shaking Dillon’s hand, he said,
“I was told I was going to meet a New Zealander.”

His greeting took Dillon by
surprise. He became a little nervous of the knowing smile on the
man’s face.

“Who told you?” Dillon
asked curiously, searching the man’s eyes for clues, but he gave
nothing away with his facial expression.

Fine lines formed from the
corners of the man’s eyes as his smile broadened and he replied,
“That’s a long story.”

Dillon never did find out the
truth of that long story, but his encounter with André became the
most profound experiences in his life. Over the months Dillon
stayed at the Spiritual Centre, the information that André imparted
was phenomenal, to the point of being unbelievable at times.

One day André approached Dillon
and Paul and said,” I want you both to come to my room this evening
after supper. I have something important to tell you.”

Without another word he turned
and left them wondering about his unusual invitation, and as the
day progressed they simply shrugged it off as yet another of
Andre’s eccentricities. It had been an exceptionally hot day at the
Ashram and the cool sweet air of the evening was a welcome change
from the sweltering heat of the day. Exhausted from the day’s
labours, they were in no mood to talk to anyone, but it’s amazing
what a cool shower can do to revitalise a flagging body.

When they entered Andre’s room,
Dillon was a little disturbed to see the cheeky knowing grin on his
face, and he instinctively braced himself to take the unexpected.
In his short association with André, Dillon had come to expect the
unusual because the man always came out with information that
generally left one in doubt as to its authenticity.

“Quick! Grab a tape
recorder so you can tape what I’m about to say,” André said with a
tone of urgency in his voice.

Dillon glanced at Paul, who
returned a puzzled look, neither of them making an immediate move.
Finally, with a shrug of his shoulders, Paul turned to get a
recorder from his room.

“No, wait!” André
commanded, holding up his hand in emphasis. “You’re not meant to
record it.”

Paul and Dillon glanced at each
other once more. Dillon cocked an eyebrow and Paul shrugged. André
seemed to have a somewhat confused expression on his face also. His
look of concentration suggested that he was listening intently to
something. It was almost as though he was receiving some silent
command that only he could hear.

“It would be too easy if
you were to record what I have to say,” he said. “You must rely
instead on your memory.”

He looked directly at Dillon
and said, “When it is time for your initiation, you will meet a
woman called Creighton.”

He chuckled softly.

Somewhat taken aback by
his statement, Dillon thought: Initiation? What is he talking about?

He explained that the word
Initiation in eastern philosophy is the imparting of secret
knowledge from an adept to a student. However, the physical
initiation is but a starting point, the first rung on the ladder
from where the student must progress by putting into practice the
knowledge gained. There are many stages of initiation and the more
one progresses, the more one realises how little one knows.

Andre’s face turned suddenly
solemn, which was unusual for him, because he always seemed to have
a perpetual grin on his face.

“This woman Creighton has
a hard road to follow,” he said. “But it is her destiny to direct
you on your way. You will be living in the mountains, and she will
be your neighbour. Your meeting will seem to be a coincidence, but
there is no such thing as coincidence. It is preordained, for you
have much to work out together.”

 



Chapter 4

As Dillon paced the beach and
reflected, he had to admit that André was certainly correct there.
When Dillon had finally met the woman two years later, he was
laying a brick drive at the top of his section, near the road. She
had passed by and exclaimed, “This reminds me of an Ashram in
India.”

The Ashram where Dillon
had stayed, and where he’d met André, was indeed made solely from
bricks fired in their own kiln, the roads being brick also. When
Dillon mentioned the name of the Ashram she had replied with a
chuckle, “That’s the one,” and waving her hands in excitement, she
added, “I’m Marie Creighton. Oh! It will be so nice
to have someone in the area to discuss things.”

What an understatement. Some of
the things that came out of that woman’s mouth left Dillon
wondering whether she was truly psychic or perhaps a little
insane.

After several days of
therapeutic beach wandering and reflecting, Dillon finally returned
home to find that Marie had been committed to a mental asylum by
her husband. She remained there for the next two months, undergoing
shock treatment, and when she was finally released, she was once
again back to her so-called normal self.

The doctors at the hospital
thought the cause of Marie’s breakdown was due to family strain
because her home life was not the happiest. Personally, Dillon
thought perhaps it may have been a combination of frustration with
her unhappy marriage causing her to seek escape in an over-zealous
spiritual drive, which finally got the better of her.

Whatever the cause, her road
was hard, and Dillon’s experience with Marie Creighton taught him a
valuable lesson. He was forced to rely on his own intuition to
establish fact from fiction regarding the many things she’d said.
Following her breakdown, he was tempted to dismiss everything she’d
told him as rubbish, but he was still intrigued by her mention of
the woman he was to meet, because André had mentioned the woman
also.

Yes! That was the thread that
kept Dillon dangling, wondering if perhaps some of the things Marie
had said were correct.

 



Chapter 5

The peace of the mild autumn
night was shattered by the incessant ringing of the telephone.
Dillon had given serious thought to eliminating the phone from his
life when he’d moved out to the mountain ranges, but common sense
prevailed when he thought of how far out in the wops he was in the
event of an emergency.

Dillon stood by the phone with
his hand resting on the receiver, debating whether to answer or to
pretend he wasn’t home. He’d been having such a great day enjoying
the peacefulness of the country side; he resented the rude
interruption of the phone bringing him back to the real world once
more. Finally, he relented.

“City morgue,” he
answered, more with conviction than humour.

“Paul here,” came the
familiar voice of his good friend, who was obviously not fooled by
his antics.

“Hi pal! How are you?”
Dillon asked.

“I’m all right,” he said.
“Why didn’t you tell me you were a Star Bred Being?”

There was a deathly silence on
the phone as Paul waited for the reply. Dillon was stunned by the
query, not only by the content, but also by the antagonism in
Paul’s voice.

Having travelled the world
together and through their shared experiences of that trip they had
formed a close bond of friendship. Dillon could normally tell when
Paul was joking because he wasn’t a very good actor, and usually
gave the game away by his naturally jovial nature. This time,
however, the conviction in his voice flawed him.

Dillon thought:
If he’s having me on, he’s doing a
damn good job of it. He decided to play
along. He knew that Paul was not averse to a bit of
humour.

“Ah! Yeerrrr…?” Dillon
started, but was abruptly cut short by Paul’s
interjection.

“If there’s anything I
can’t stand, it’s deceitfulness. To think I’ve known you all this
time and you haven’t come straight with me,” he yelled. “Eru told
me you were a Star Bred, and he should know, damn it. And until you
decide to level with me and admit you’re a Star Bred Being, I don’t
want to know you.”

The explosion of the phone
being slammed down almost deafened Dillon. He pulled the receiver
away from his ear and then stared at it in disbelief.

“What the hell is going
on here?” Dillon mumbled to himself. “And what is a Star Bred Being
anyway?”

He slumped into the armchair
beside the phone, the conversation repeating in his mind.

“I’ve never heard Paul
like that before,” he said, as though there was someone else in the
room. Dillon shook his head in disbelief. “He was really
serious.”

Suddenly Dillon
remembered Paul’s reference to the man named Eru and he
thought: I knew that Eru guy
was going to screw Paul around. He’s definitely gone off his
rocker!

The week previous, Paul had
told Dillon he had met this man Eru, who was visiting the country
and who claimed to be the reincarnation of Saint Germain.

The man’s a
nut, Dillon had thought at the time, but
he didn’t verbalise his thoughts to Paul because Paul was always so
impressed by such supposed saints and masters.

“He can read past,
present and future events through your aura,” Paul had said, “I’ve
got an appointment for a reading in two days time.”

Well, of course, Dillon was
curious to know what the strange Eru would have to say, so he told
Paul to let him know how it went. Paul later allowed Dillon the
privilege of listening to a recording of his personal reading and
Dillon had to admit, it did sound impressive, with Eru’s verbose
way of expressing himself. But Dillon had still considered the man
a nut-case, and that feeling now became conviction as he thought of
Eru accusing him of being a Star Bred, particularly when he’d never
met the man in person.

“Well, that really gets
me,” Dillon said aloud, resorting in his despair to having a full
scale conversation with himself. “I’ve known Paul for years as a
trusted friend and suddenly this man Eru comes along and convinces
him that I’ve been deceiving him all along.”

He reached for the kettle to
make himself a cup of coffee, thinking that there’s nothing like a
hot drink at a time of emotional crises to put things back into
perspective. Sitting once more in a comfortable armchair, he sipped
the steaming liquid as his thoughts centred again.

‘So where is the line
drawn between fact and fiction anyway?’ he wondered as he took a
sip of coffee. His thoughts of the evening’s events brought to mind
an equally eventful night in India, two years earlier.
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