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    To all our many devoted and loyal fans - 


We write and publish these stories only for you.


(Be sure to get your bonuses at the end of the story...)


- - - -


From the editor: This book is part of a continuing series, and has subtle references to earlier material. "Book Universes Notes" have been included in the back just to help you with a character list, referenced books, and point out some easter eggs...

      

    


- - - -
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I'D BEEN LEFT ALONE out here. By an oil-burning lamp. In the cold, uncaring desert.

That lamp was my only comfort until dawn.

Just as early dawn started bringing the first glimmer of what I could see with my human eyes, I woke to some snuffling sound near my head.

Opening my eyes, not relishing the hot day coming, I saw the nose of an animal near my face.

"Rise, little one."

I sat up. And saw eye-to-eye with a female coyote.

She was not young. Scars criss-crossed her front legs. Her eyes showed wrinkles of her experiences. Her udders dried and smaller now, but obvious she had born many litters.

"We have miles to go. Leave your lantern. Carry that dolly if you want. They are hunting us - you and me."

At that the old mother coyote walked off a pace. And looked back.

She was the only life I could see in this parched desert.

So I followed as she led me to my new home.
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TRANSCRIPT OF OPENING lecture to nursing students

Hello and welcome to this lecture series. 

As students of Rochelle's Lazurai Nursing School, you  occasionally run into the rare spirit-turned-mortal, goddess, and other extreme metaphysical types, I've been invited to bring you up to speed on these and others.

Mostly because, I think, that when me and my friends first arrived on earth Earth, we caused a bit of trouble. And that sent us all into being treated in an old saloon by your most senior healers. 

The plus-side was that we all recovered. Even though there was - and is - nothing more intoxicating in that saloon of Hami's than the good looks of those who visit it. And the good food, of course. 

(laughter)

What you probably didn't hear was that there was a mental-metaphysical side to that treatment that had to be addressed so your physical "laying-on-of-hands" could do its wonders.

You see, I was involved in transporting all these wild girls to Earth. One could bend time and space with her organic tesseracts. Another was a trained outer-space killer and assassin, who 'graduated' when she terminated her last teacher. The third had actually been a self-aware star. (Yes, the kind that burn radioactive white heat and live for billions of years - not the ones with their name in bronze on Hollywood Boulevard.) 

(laughter)

These were just your average, run-of-the-mill girls next door.

(laughter)

Each of these gals got interested in human life on Earth, and I just helped them make the transition. 

Meanwhile, I was basically one of the "walking dead" – since no doctor or hospital could cure me, and the only thing keeping me alive and in one piece was my own dogged determination to solve my own puzzle. 

So, after I got all these three gals here, they all were involved in an explosion that left them unconscious and nearly dead themselves. I arrived shortly after, just to meet with John - that adorable mystery writer - who I knew could help me figure this out. Yes, he's got a reputation through the galaxy...

(laughter) 

No, but we'll get into how distant perception works in a later lecture.

What John's good at, besides digging a story out of you, is connecting the dots. I mean, he writes mysteries for a living, so that's gonna rub off on you.

That brings up how he got Gaia to bring Akashi out of retirement to make a house call. 

Akashi is that god of all knowledge. Kinda like Saturn, but loves stuffed pastry. So Gaia played a trick on John and had him show up with one of Hami's pastries in his hand. 

Anyway, Akashi made the trip to Hami's saloon-restaurant-turned-remote-hospital and helped me with my little problem. Remember that one, where I was dying? 

OK, so here's the first point: Fill the patient up with positives. We aren't really talking about positive thinking here - oh, right. We are. Because concentrating on how awful things are can kill you. Or almost.

And this is what I have to tell you in this opening lecture. You see, the one thing that kept all these other three girls on life support - and being poster-children for Lazurai healing failures - you know, the ones on milk cartons - was that they were all stuck in mysteries of their own creation. 

Of course, all these illnesses were my own fault. Yea, little old me, the gal who knows everything in everyone's minds. 

(laughter)

But seriously, though...

My own case was studying too much junk that's out there and believing it. The SF writer Ted Sturgeon stumbled onto something when he was talking about the craft of Science Fiction and said "90% of everything out there is crud." His Law is true of all aggregated knowledge out there. And we'll get into how all that is, later, but for now his Law fit into the general problem I had. 

That was the point – that I was accepting things without testing them. Like your current addiction on this planet called "news" or "social" media. Either/or. Truthfully – both are crud. There was never anything to this subject called "journalism". It was invented by universities to entice people to spend their money in getting a degree with them. Seriously. That's where any of these "codes of conduct" or "codes of ethics" started. Give it some class, market it.

Then their journalism unions got a hold of these and considered they were a pretty good PR line...

And “social” (we should actually call it “anti-social”) media is built on hard-wired emotional addictions, like “Fear of Missing Out” - complete fiction in actuality. 

Any way, the point is that almost all of the mental stuff your average humanoid is carrying around is pure junk. And the biggest part of it is is negative. So they'll try to die on you, because of all that negativity. Should live for at least 90 or more years in perfect health, and then just go to sleep and move on, but dies off early of disease or having some accident. Could be avoided.

The other point to remember is that when you blame someone else, it's like pointing a finger at them - you have three others pointing back at you.  Just keep that as a thought.

So when your patient is trying to put the blame over there, it's actually their own unwillingness to forgive themselves that is keeping them sick. 

See where we're going here?

OK, just wait. Put your hand down. We'll have a questions-and answers-part later. Your teachers want you to get some more "hands on" time.. 

(laughter) 

....and so we've got to keep these lessons in between when we can get most of you into one room where you're half-way awake and able to listen. 

(groans, laughter)

Now, I almost killed myself with blame that way. John figured out there had to be some authority figure I would listen to, so he went to Gaia (who knows all the network of old gods who are still around). And you'd never know it to look at her. I mean for someone who is as old as this planet, she never looks a day over what - 20? Years, I mean, not eons or epochs or even millenia. 

(laughter)

Gaia knew of Akashi, and knew his soft touch for pastry (and also knew how seriously "to die for" Hami's cooking is) 

(laughter) 

...to get him to make a very rare house call. And I'm repeating myself.

Akashi then got me to see that I had to "let some light" into my own mind and then I was able to heal. 

Once I healed myself (and the good food and delightful conversation between Gaia and Akashi had me in stitches - meaning laughing, not surgery) then I could go back upstairs and heal the other three.

Here's how I did it: the first step was I apologized to each of them. And that got them off the blame scene, since they could blame me for everything wrong with them. 

And got them to talk to me. That's the second step. John knows this with solving ghost mysteries. He loves to write, and loves to find stories to write. So he is always open ears to almost anyone to get them to tell him their story. Of course, it's not just ghosts who love to tell him their stories. It's also probably anyone (or anything) with a soul. But just hold that question, we're getting ahead of ourselves. 

The second step is to get them to talk to you, to open up.

OK. Now the third thing is to tell them the truth. Rochelle does this great, always has. And you'll catch her saying they won't let her teach the "Bedside Manners" class because she's so frank. Tell them the truth - and it will set them free. Something like that. 

And it's that simple. You just have to get them to change their mind - literally. And you're set. Then the healing you guys do can go ahead and take effect. 

OK, a lot of you nurses out there are thinking - what about slow healing? Same thing.

What's happening is a lack of faith. They don't have enough faith in themselves. So it takes them a bit of time to work up some faith in themselves, to change their minds of all the bad personal habits of thought they've had for so long. 

Like the Hermione case you've all studied. (She's not here today, so I can talk behind her back all I want.) 
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