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Introduction

 


It was a quiet night for the March Foster Care Ranch
teens at the pond as they sat around the fire watching the
fireflies swarm over the ponds waters offshore. Trudy their Foster
mother was getting ready to return to the main house for the night.
The six Teens, ranging in age from 14 to 16 where having their
annual end of school year campout in the Cabin at the pond. The
youngest Twins, 14 Mort and Becky Sanchez, Debbie Miller 15, Steve
Samson 15, brothers Charles 16, and Terry McGuire 15, sat around
the fire talking about how things went in school this year, their
grades, and how busy they were going to be on the ranch this summer
helping out their Foster Care mother, a recent widow losing her
husband Todd in Afghanistan. Each foster teen had their own
emotional and physical challenges from being confined to a
wheelchair, to hearing loss, legally blind, and dealing with
emotional issues of abandonment, ADHD. The March Foster Care Ranch
was the only Foster care home they really felt at home with as both
Trudy and her husband Todd where up to the challenges of each teens
needs. Before Todd was killed they had just finished building a new
home with all the amenities to serve the teens needs and
challenges. The ranch was apart of Trudy’s Grandfathers century old
farm and lands. Trudy herself an orphan taken in by her Grandfather
raised on the farm. The six teens felt lucky to have finally found
a foster care home that gave them hope and acceptance. Trudy left
them with a warning not to wake up the bears.

“Did Trudy just say don’t wake up the bears.”
Mort nervously asked.

“Yes, she did Mort. I wouldn’t worry about
the bears it is the pond sprites that can get a bit angry if you
disturb there sleep in the pond.” Charles told Mort.

“Charles is right, those pond sprites will
rise from the pond small Orbs of light and will chase you. If one
touches you, you turn into a frog Mort.” Steve said.

“Stop it you two, Mort there is no such thing
as pond sprites. Shiny Orbs of light that come out of the pond to
turn you into a frog. The boys are teasing you.” Debbie tried to
comfort Mort.

“Debbie, if there are no pond sprites then
what are those?’ Mort said pointing at the pond were 12 glowing
lights floated just under the surface of the water about 20 feet
offshore heading into shore. One by one six Orbs came to the
surfaces, hovering just above water dancing around in a circle.
Then jumping over each other as they rose higher into the air while
the remaining six Orbs remained in the water. The first six Orbs
held position some 8 feet above the ponds surface hovering changing
colors, dancing around each other. The six teens on the shore
mesmerized by the Orbs as they slowly approached the shore. The
closer they came the teens heard a soothing melody of sounds that
were out of this world. First one orb, then the next, and the next
until all Orbs were hovering in front of the six teens no more then
a yard away, stationary in the air.

“What are they Charley?” Terry the first to
speak.

“I don’t know Terry.”

“Are they drones of some sort.” Steve
asked.

“I don’t think they are pond sprites, that’s
for sure.” Debbie spoke.

“Becky, what are you doing, don’t go near
them?” Mort yelled at his sister.

“I can’t help it Mort, my wheelchair seems
stuck in forward. My joystick won’t respond.” Becky shouted back at
Mort. “Mort what is happening?”

“Becky, your wheelchair is raising off the
ground hang on sis.” Mort yelled.

“Help me, someone help me.” Becky
screamed.




 



Chapter 1

Orbstastic

 


 


“Sir, we had a momentary blip show up on our deep
space radar, then it disappeared. The signature was barely large
enough for us to detect. It was emitting Microwaves sir. Then we
lost it. We have scanned the area which put it between the moon and
Earth moving slow toward Earth. If not for the Microwaves our
system would not have been able to detect it given the size of it.
The strength of those Microwaves was huge, yet the object itself
was only as large as 34 inches in diameter Sir giving its energy
signature. It lasted on our scopes for 75 seconds sir then
vanished. We have no other reports from other stations sir. Just
ours and no reappearance either in the last hour. No burnout in the
atmosphere either. I am afraid it is a glitch in the system. We are
doing a diagnostics of our system to rule out a glitch in the
electronics.” The Lieutenant reported to the commander.

“Lieutenant, It was most likely a piece of
space junk at that size broke up into smaller pieces and
disintegrated in entry into the atmosphere. The microwave burst
could have been a fluke or glitch in your sensors. If no other
station spotted it, it is most likely a bug in our system. Continue
with your diagnostics and hand in a report as soon as it is done. I
will forward it upstairs, along with the rest of our requests for a
complete overhaul of our system, if those darn lazy politician in
D. C. ever get off their butts and pass the new defense bill. We
need to upgrade our systems. If we have to many glitches who knows
what gets passed us when it is that small of an object and all that
junk in orbit around the Earth. Dismissed Lieutenant.”

If the commander only knew what had hidden
itself among all that junk in space. A visitor from another star
system no bigger then a large beach ball. While it sat in orbit
around Earth, hidden among the space junk, 12 soft ball size
spheres separated from the main sphere, and under its own power and
technology entered the atmosphere of Earth at a remarkable slow
descent to Earths surface. The spheres so small and traveling so
slow they were undetected by ground radar. Each sphere giving off
very little energy signal masked by a shield technology Earth radar
and sensors could not detect. The twelve spheres once through the
upper atmosphere toured around Earths land masses. Eaves dropping
on humanity in large metro areas, rural areas, and island nations.
The Orbs unseen by all.

***

“Terry, how long have we been here in the
March Home? I am telling you it is about time you accept the fact
we are not going back to our grandmothers house. She has been put
in a home for old folks, the house was sold to pay for that old
folks home. And don’t go telling me our own folks are going to show
up one day and claim us. That bridge has done go down river and we
are not going to see them again. We have been here under Trudy’s
care for the last 16 month, a far better place then where the
welfare folk put in the first place, and that second place was no
better. At least here we are not forced to do the dishes, clean the
house, work our butts off while our foster folks sit on their butts
drinking away the money they get for our care. Trudy is doing right
by us. Anyways she needs us since her husband Todd was killed in
Afghanistan. We are all she has got Terry, that and the others.”
Charley told his brother.

“I know Charley, I just can’t help feel the
way I feel. I wake up in the morning expecting Grandma McGuire will
be coming in that door and telling us it is time to go home. She
was the only parent we had since I was 5 when Ma left us in her
care. For eight years she took care of us. Always promised she
would take care of use till we where 18 and out of high school, and
then some more if we needed it. Why did she have to go and get sick
Charley?” Terry asked.

“I have told you Terry, that is want old
folks do, when they get past 50 and grandma was 75, losing her
memory. They said it was dementia something old folks get when they
reach a certain age. Why she couldn’t even remember our names most
of the time. She nearly burnt down the house forgetting she had
something on the stove. The welfare people had no choice but to put
her in place where she couldn’t hurt herself and us in foster care.
Trudy March is our Ma’s age when Ma left us. She is too young to
get dementia, and not all old folks get it anyways. We have only a
couple more years until I am 18 and I can be on my own and you can
live with me until your 18. Us McGuire’s have to stick together.
You are all I got Terry and I am not going to abandon you, not like
dad did then Ma did, and Grandma McGuire had no choice. Hey, Trudy
is the best foster care parent we have had so far. We have a room
with our own bath together Terry, not some 4 boys stuck together in
an 8 x 8 room with 4 other boys in another room 8 boys sharing one
bathroom. Mort and Steve share a room with a bath, and Debbie
shares a room with Becky and Becky has a Wheelchair handicap
accessible shower. We don’t have to work for room and board either.
I mean we have chores, what kid doesn’t in their home. We actually
get to leave our rooms, play in the park, take walks, do fun things
teens our age should be doing. Terry it is time you realize what we
got here. We are a family, we have foster brothers and foster
sisters, a foster mom who really cares about us. Now stop mobbing
around and lets get out of here. The first day of summer break and
the others are waiting for us at the cabin in the woods.” Charley
literally had to drag his 15-year-old brother out the door to the
woods.

The March Foster Care Ranch was just outside
of town on a plot that was once Trudy’s grandfathers farmland. Now
most of it was all sold off for a housing tract except 100 acres
where the barn stood, a new farmhouse, a few outbuildings, a
vegetable plot, and nearly 92 acres of woodlands with a large pond
some 16 acres square where a cabin stood on the shore of the pond.
The pond served the wildlife of the woods, it was a summer swimming
hole, and a winter skate rink. The pond fed by an underground
spring. The pond was a good 16 acres of water, its deepest point 12
feet deep. Where the cabin stood was the only cleared area of the
woods, with a wide trail from the farmhouse leading to the pond.
The area from the pond back to the farmhouse was all fenced in and
no hunting except in the back 50 acres past the pond. The pond and
the woods around it was a private game preserve. The March foster
kids were meeting at the cabin to plan what their summer would be
like around their chores., taking care of the few goats, chicken, a
large vegetable plot, and small orchard of Apple, Cherry and
Peaches. There would be painting of the outbuildings that needed it
this year. The new house was clad in vinyl siding and just needed a
good pressure cleaning along with the windows and the flowerbeds
were planted in the late spring, and a new sprinkler system
installed last year. Life on the ranch wasn’t idyllic and wasn’t
hard work either to keep up the place. The teens had rotating house
chores and with six teens picking up for themselves it wasn’t an
all-time consuming day with plenty of free time even during summer
break. Trudy March worked just as hard, around the Ranch as her
Foster teens did.

The first day of the first full week of
summer break the teens would have a meeting at the cabin where they
would discuss their summer, work out a chore list and volunteer
what chores they would do that summer around the ranch. Trudy
discovered that when she assigned chores, the teens begrudgingly
did them. When she allowed them to volunteer and work out there own
chore list they gladly did their chores without the groaning and
dragging of feet. They were in control, and if anyone did moan or
drag their feet they were reminded they volunteered. Peer pressured
settled arguments in a democratic fashion. When you volunteer to
paint the goat shed, you painted the goat shed eagerly. When you
volunteer to do that weeks weeding of the garden, you weeded the
garden gladly. The summer, fall, winter and spring chore list was
planned a head by the teens, which meant they also saw where they
had free time for themselves, or as a group for special events and
projects. They penciled in that personal free time and that free
time was respected by the others. Of course, exceptions where made
with trade offs you honored when a teen had an unexpected school
event come up or needed to switch personal time. The schedule was
flexible even given certain timeframes for projects like painting
the goat shed or chicken coop given mother nature.

That first day of summer break at the cabin
was also, the first over night for the boys, or the girls, decided
by drawing out a name from the fishbowl. If the girls won, they
where joined by Trudy March for a girls night sleep over in the
cabin. If the boys won it would be the four boys. This summer the
boys where the winners of the draw for the cabin first, while the
girls and Trudy would plan an outing out into town for some girl
fun then back home. After several hours of working on the summer
schedule, swimming, eating and putting the finishing touches on the
schedule the girls left the boys to their night out at the cabin.
The cabin was a fair size affair, with 3 rooms, one large central
room that had a fireplace in the center of the central room between
the kitchenette, a small dinning table, and around the fireplace
was two couches and 3-winged back reading chairs and end tables. On
the right of the central room was one bedroom with one set of bunk
beds and a single bed for the ladies, and on the left of the
central room was a bedroom with two sets of bunk beds for the boys.
The cabin had electricity for lights and the water pump ran by a
solar panel and storage battery unit. The front entrance to the
cabin faced the pond where a picture window gave a panoramic view
of the pond. The kitchenette was at the back of the cabin where a
back door faced the path back to the farmhouse. Behind the kitchen
was the showers and bathroom where the water and sewer waste was
carried to a tank system away from the pond halfway between the
cabin and the farmhouse. It was the old septic tank and drain field
once used by the farmhouse which was now hooked up to city services
that fed the new housing track.

The sale of land for the housing track had
afforded Trudy and her husband the many upgrades in infrastructure,
a new home and making the cabin sustainable year-round. The money
paid for a security fence around the pond and back to the
farmhouse. The 100 acres assured they had privacy on either side of
them and back past the pond. When Trudy’s husband died, his life
insurance assured Trudy and the March Foster Care Ranch would
continue on for many years to come and provided for Trudy. With the
girls off to town with Trudy, the boys settled in at the cabin,
fixed a meal, and sat around the fire pit in front of the pond.
Sharing stories on how things went since last year at this time.
Mortimer known to everyone as Mort shared with the boys how he was
doing much better with his ADHD, Attention-deficit/hyperactivity
disorder in school and his grades have been improving. He thanks
the others for all the help they have been giving him since his
twin sister and he had come to the March Foster Care Ranch 9 months
ago after floating between foster care home after foster care home
in separate homes. It was the first time his sister and he had been
together in 3 years not since before his parents where killed in
that terrible accident and it put his sister in that wheelchair. If
not for Trudy learning of his sister in another foster care home,
when she was in the process of taking him in. They would still be
separated. Mort told the others; he was very grateful to find a
home that could accept both of them giving their challenges.”

“I felt the same way about where I was living
Mort.” Stephen spoke, adjusting his hearing aids to block out the
ambient sounds of the night. I have been in and out of foster care
homes since I was 9 years old. Not until I came here did I feel
this was the right place for me. If not for Trudy and her Husband
in getting me to an audiologist, I would still be having problems.
The system was failing me when no-one was realizing why I was such
a problem child, they labeled me emotionally challenged. I grew up
since birth with hearing problems, that my own mother believed was
emotional problems. She was leery of doctors, and I suppose because
we lived in a rural mountain area, we were dirt poor, and she had
her own mental health issue from being abused by her father. She
didn’t trust doctors, or the welfare system, or adults. When her
father passed on and she had me. We lived in a cabin much like this
though this would be a castle compared to what my mother grew up
in. Then mother took sick one winter, and well I was left to defend
for myself at first until an itinerary preacher came by to check up
on my mother and me. Mother was sent off to the hospital and I was
sent off to my first foster care home. Mother died soon after that.
Everyone thought my slow speech was that I was retarded. When I
came here, Mr. March right off being a communication engineer with
some audiology background recognized the symptoms. I was tested and
fitted with hearing aids. It was like a whole new world opened up
for me. In no time I was able to with speech therapy learn the
proper pronunciation of words and my own speech pattern changed.
Most words flow smoothly for me off my tongue, no more trouble
pronouncing words I couldn’t hear clearly since birth. I have been
here 3 years now my grades are fair, and I have a family that puts
up with me. Though sometimes I turn my hearing aids off and just
zone out reading. Terry and Charlie have this habit of fighting
like they are siblings. Oh, they are siblings, that right. You
think they where opposing war lords shouting at each other. When
they first came here the new house wasn’t finished yet, and in the
old farmhouse we were packed in a small bedroom. Now that we are
two a room it is much better that they are in the same room and can
get on each other’s nerves without getting in my face even when I
do turn my ears off.”

“Thats not fair Steve. We are not as bad as
we used to be. We were adjusting to another foster care home, and
it helped that when the new house was ready we could have our own
room and not have to share it. In our last place we had four to a
small room. You couldn’t fart without knocking over a bunk. I think
there should be a law that says, foster care rooms have to be two
to a room, nor more then that. Better one to a room.” Charley
said.

“That would be nice Charley, but who would I
have to yell out every morning to get out of bed you sleepy head.
You would be late for school every morning. Terry said.

“Better late then never I suppose.” Charley
said.

“Okay you two, this is the first summer for
Mort at the cabin, lets not turn this into a rough house okay.”
Steve ordered the two brothers to settled down.

“Sorry Steve, your right this is the first
summer at the cabin for Mort and the only time we boys have it to
ourselves. After the girls get a night at the cabin to themselves
we go back to co-ed, and new rules of conduct. Tonight, we can be
boys. Skinny dip in the pond. Run around in our boxers moon the
moon. Tell dirty jokes. Scratch ourselves where it itches without
being yelled at.” Terry explained to Mort.

“Terry, there is no moon tonight. So, mooning
at the moon is out.” Mort said.

“Who said anything about mooning at that
moon.” Terry said.

“Terry, I would need a flood light to see
your black moon in the dark.” Steve joked.

***

“Becky keep your eyes closed now. We are
almost there. You can open your eyes now. Steve and I have been
working all late spring installing these board walks through out
the whole garden, just before we started the spring planting. There
are six grid squares with 8 rows of planting in each square, and
each grid has a boardwalk wide enough for you wheelchair to travel
on. Between each row is a narrow boardwalk where this special
padded cart goes down on. You can sit on the cart at ground level
and work you way through each row. There is a tow rope strung along
each row where you can pull yourself up and down the rows, and
around the grid. That way you can help us tend the plants and
weeding of the garden with the rest of us. What do you think Becky?
Mort asked.

“What I am thinking is you boys wasted your
time. I had no intention of helping you weed the garden. I rather
watch and boss you around. Hey, don’t look so disappointed I am
joking you two. I love it, now I can boss you around while I am
weeding the carrots.” Becky pointed out.

“Sis, you had me going there for a moment.
You really like it?”

“Yes, Mort, and you too Steve it is
wonderful. For the first time since being confined to this chair am
I feeling useful, less challenged. I do what I can, but helping
with dishes, and setting the table isn’t very challenging for me.
And I hate folding clothes. This way I can get down into the dirt
and commune with nature, and it is good exercise for my upper torso
and arms to pull myself around, not to mention getting some healthy
rays and air.” Becky told the boys. “Where did you come up with the
ideal you two and all the wood.”

“Well, there was always old barn wood planks
down between the rows to walk on, kneel on, to keep the mud off us,
and those planks did help with keeping the weeds down. Trudy wanted
to expand the garden this year, and we had all that old wood stored
in the barn from the old farmhouse when it was torn down and a few
other older outbuilding torn down after we moved into the new
house. Mort and I drew a grid for the expansion of the garden,
started in early spring cutting down the wood planks to make the
main boardwalk to give us six large squares, the main boardwalk
wide enough for you wheel span on the wheelchair. We leveled the
paths, built them up a few inches, put down a special landscape
plastic cover, then pegged the boards down into the ground. Did the
same for the rows. Put the rope system in. The rainwater and
sprinklers will flow off the boardwalk, and the plastic underneath
will keep the weeds controlled. We can move our wheelbarrow around
without it getting stuck in the wet ground and keep our boots dryer
too. Each grid is dedicated to one type of vegetable, and at each
end of the garden we have raised boxes for the vegetables that are
climbers like string beans, and vine’s like cucumbers, squash, and
watermelon. We can control the soil contents and nutrients for
different plants in the boxes. We have even set up a mulch bin to
compost our own natural fertilizer. It is not a large truck farm
operation, just enough to provide for our needs and expand our
vegetable stand in the late summer and fall. With this new set up
our weeding time will be cut in half and reduce our pest problem.
We even cleared out nearly all the useful wood from the barns
hayloft and main floor. What is left over we will have a barn wood
sale which many arts and craft people will love to get their hands
on it. Eventually by fall we will have the barn all cleared out of
that wood. Trudy is thinking of opening it up for a good old
fashion fall harvest social her Grandfather always had in the days.
Maybe offer arts and crafts booths and antique stalls. We now have
a safer barn with all that wood gone. We are saving some
replacements for the boardwalk when we need it.” Steve told
Becky.

“Can I try out the cart Boys. Looks like
fun.”

“Here you will need these heavy gloves Sis,
they will protect your hands, and they have a non-slip surface so
you can get a good grip on the rope and pull yourself along. The
cart is long enough for you to have a basket in it for garden tools
and the like. And you can tow it behind on your chair.”

“Come on you two, I am not going to fly off
this chair and land on the cart all by myself, am I?”

***

“Now, you know the rules, well Becky and Mort
may not know all of them for a co-ed night at the cabin. Rule
number one have fun, Rule number two, in bed by sunrise. Rule
number three bank the fire in the firepit outside and inside. Rule
number four, clean up after yourselves. Rule number five, Robes and
night clothes on at bedtime, and absolutely no boys allowed in the
young ladies bedroom after lights out and that goes for the girls
in the boys room after lights out. And before lights out as well.
Break Rule number five and Rule number six is no cabin privileges
until next summer. You are old enough to respect rule number five
and why. I expect decorum at all times, inside the cabin and out of
the cabin. Do you hear me, or do I need to campout with you young
men and ladies?”

“No Mrs. Warden.” They all chimed in.

“Well, if that is how you feel, I could
install bars on your rooms instead of doors and windows, lock you
in in the night and feed you only bread and water. And maybe let
you out once a month for good behavior.” Trudy teased.

“Does that mean we won’t have to go to school
next fall Trudy.” Terry asked.

“Yes, Terry, no warden likes a smart
prisoner, they might figure out the bars are made of rubber and no
locks on the door, and the warden is a loving pussy cat compared to
a lioness that will devour you.” Trudy said.

“Trudy, we are all glad you are not a
lioness, and you are a loving pussy cat.” Debbie said for the rest
of the group.

“Thank you Debbie, just remember even a
little pussy cat has claws. Just don’t do anything to make me
unsheathe them okay. I don’t want to spoil your summer healing from
the all the scratches you will get. On that note this old momma cat
needs to curl up before her own fireplace. Now remember it only
takes one to spoil it for the rest. Just don’t do anything you will
regret. You will find the fridge stocked with your favorites
soda’s, Hot dogs to toast on an open fire, marshmallows, chips and
cookies. Be safe around the fire and keep the noise down. The frogs
and the bears need their sleep too so don’t wake them up. I expect
you back at the house by noon for your chores in the garden and
yard.” Trudy said as she left her six charges alone around the
campfire.

“Did Trudy just say not to wake up the
bears.” Mort nervously asked.

“Yes, she did Mort. I wouldn’t worry about
the bears it is the pond sprites that can get a bit angry if you
disturb there sleep in the pond.” Charles told Mort.

“Charles is right, those pond sprites will
rise from the pond as small Orbs of light and will chase you. If
one touches you, you turn into a frog Mort.” Steve said.

“Stop it you two, Mort there is no such thing
as pond sprites. Shiny Orbs of light that come out of the pond to
turn you into a frog. The boys are teasing you.” Debbie tried to
comfort Mort.

“Debbie, if there are no pond sprites then
what are those?’ Mort said pointing at the pond were 12 glowing
lights floated just under the surface of the water about 20 feet
offshore heading into shore. One by one six Orbs came to the
surfaces, hovering just above water dancing around in a circle.
Then jumping over each other as they rose higher into the air while
the remaining six Orbs remained in the water. The first six Orbs
held position some 8 feet above the ponds surface hovering changing
colors, dancing around each other. The six teens on the shore
mesmerized by the Orbs as they slowly approached the shore. The
closer they came the teens heard a soothing melody of sounds that
where out of this world. First one orb, then the next, and the next
until all Orbs were hovering in front of the six teens no more then
a yard away, stationary in the air.

“What are they Charley?” Terry the first to
speak.

“I don’t know Terry.”

“Are they drones of some sort.” Steve
asked.

“I don’t think they are pond sprites, that’s
for sure.” Debbie spoke.

“Becky, what are you doing, don’t go near
them?” Mort yelled at his sister.

“I can’t help it Mort, my wheelchair seems
stuck in forward. My joystick won’t respond.” Becky shouted back at
Mort. “Mort what is happening?”

“Becky, your wheelchair is raising off the
ground hang on sis.” Mort yelled.

“Help me, someone help me.” Becky
screamed.

“I can’t move sis; my legs won’t move. Steve,
Charley, help Becky. Terry do something?”

“I can’t move either Mort, Charley, Steve
shouted together. Terry and Debbie both shouted they to couldn’t
move their legs. The five teens stared in horror as Becky in her
wheelchair floated into the air into the mist of the six Orbs. The
six Orbs rushed around Becky in a wild flare of lights, her chair
now frozen in the air. They circled around her faster and faster
they spun around Becky until they slowed down their mad spin around
her. Then stopped as Becky and her wheelchair slowly descended down
to the ground. The six Orbs rested around her on the ground gently
pulsating, colors slowly changing.

Mort was the first to realize he could move
his legs, at first they felt like he had been on a treadmill for
hours on hours as he moved one leg in front of the other to reach
his sister. The others not far behind him. When they reach Becky
she was laughing with merriment with one of the Orbs in the cup of
her hands. The orb singing to her. As the five teens approached
Becky the remaining five Orbs rose from the ground and confronted
the five teens at eye level, at arm’s length away. Mort, Charley,
Steve, Terry and Debbie froze as each orb started swimming around
each teen in a circle the circle getting tighter and tighter with
each revolution. Until Mort reached out and caught the orb circling
him in his hands, the orb wriggled out of Mort’s hand then traveled
up Mort’s arm onto his shoulders around the back of his neck, then
back down the other arm, to land at his feet. The orb spun around
his left foot up around his left leg, over his buttocks, up his
spine to land on his head where it rested for moment, then it
jumped off Mort’s head, gently bounced off Mort’s nose down though
the neck of his T-shirt and out at the waist to roll around Mort’s
belly making Mort laugh. Charley, Terry, Debbie and Steve where
getting the same antics from the remaining Orbs. Before you knew it
the Orbs where dancing between the six teens, bouncing harmlessly
off there heads and taking dives off there noses. Steve reached out
and grabbed his orb and held it at arm’s length. “Stop it Sonus,
behave yourself you hear.” Sonus quieted down and rested in Steve
hands.

“Logica, that is enough play, settle down.”
Terry ordered his orb to settle down on his shoulder.

“You come back here Terra and do as I say.”
Charley order his orb.

“Medȇri, I insist you stop right his moment.”
Mort admonished his companion.

“Now you listen Elementa, that is not how a
young lady behaves.” Debbie said.

“Dux, come here and rest on my lap, you have
come a long way. Yes, I understand. But rules are rules. First I
need to speak to the others, before you can be one with us. Then
your sisters and brothers can join us later. Listen up everyone,
Dux here has instructed me that we must become one with his
brothers and sisters. To achieve that we must sleep with them in
our hands, when we awake in the morning we will be one with them in
body and spirit. While we sleep we will have full communication
with them and they will tell us who they are, where they came from,
and why.” Becky explained. “They mean us no harm, if we do not
except them they will leave us and find new hosts. We will not
remember them once they leave.”

“Becky, I have no desire for Medȇri to leave.
Right, everyone, I think we can trust them they mean us no harm.”
Mort told the others.

“I agree with Mort, Becky, Sonus isn’t a
threat. It is like I have known him forever. He is a friend.” Steve
said. One by the others agreed with Mort and Steve.

“Then that is settled, Dux says we must
retire to our beds as the hour is late, and we will need our rest.”
Becky told her companions.

The six teens retired to the cabin after
banking down what was left of the campfire. Gathered up their
trash, stools, and snacks. Once in the cabin they went through the
normal routine of the boys first to the bathroom for their
toiletry, while Debbie and Becky dressed in their night clothes.
Neither teen took notice that Becky’s wheelchair floated above the
floor, gliding into the girls bedroom. Debbie did not even concern
herself that Becky floated out of her chair, rose over to her bed
undressed and slipped on her night gown, while Debbie slipped into
her PJs. By the time they were finished dressed for sleep, the boys
where done in the bathroom and back to their rooms changing into
their PJs. Becky stepped out in the living room as if she had not
lost her legs. Walking in her night gown on phantom legs of energy
that glimmered like a force field, she took her toiletry as usual
without her wheelchair and the daily challenge of shifting out of
her chair and onto the toilet. With her toiletry finished her teeth
brushed, and her hair combed through, she returned to the bedroom
where she meet Debbie heading for the bathroom. They passed by in
the living room and exchanged words.

“For a change the boys left the bathroom in a
neat and orderly way, unusual for them. I could get used to their
Orbs teaching them better bathroom hygiene.” Becky told Debbie as
she passed by to the bathroom.

“Don’t hold your breath Becky, it could only
be a fluke and they will be back to their ordinary selves in the
morning.”

“Dux tells me they have no intention of
changing our personalities or quirks. That we must always appear as
we where with our bad habits and good habits. Though she agrees, a
little tweaking here and there will go unnoticed by others, like
the bathroom hygiene improving by the men in this cabin.”

“Well, I hope that means they remember to put
the lid down after each use or put the lid up before they pee. I am
tired of a wet lid when I sit down to pee. They have there own
bathrooms in the farmhouse, yet they still manage to mess up the
half bath downstairs in the foyer.” Debbie complained.

“I will remind Dux to add that to her
tweaking of bad habits. I am sure Trudy will appreciate it too. Dux
says we need to hurry up and get to bed so they can merge with us.
Something about it will take at least 6 hours for the process.
Knock on the boys door and check and see they are ready before you
return to our bedroom.” Becky asked Debbie.

“Will do, Elementa says her brothers are
ready for the blending and the boys are waiting on us. Just give me
ten minutes and I will be done with my toiletry.

***

“Sonus tells me the girls are in bed and we
should be also. We are to hold the orb on our chest while we sleep.
He assures us that we will sleep soundly within moments after the
lights go out.” Steve told his roommates. One by one they climbed
into or up to their bunks. Laid on their backs holding the Orb on
their chest hands cupped around it. The lights in the cabin and
bedrooms went out, and the six teens fell into a deep slumber. With
their hand relaxed the orb rose above each teens chest and began
spinning in place and with each rotation their spin increased, and
their mass expanded outward until they were no longer a solid
object but a mass of floating bubbles of light, pebbles of energy
and every spectrum of color known in the universe. When the mass
reached its ultimate size it slowed down its spin and floated down
to envelope each teen from head to toe, gradually each pebble
breaking into smaller bubbles, then smaller yet until they were
absorbed by each teens body. In less then a minute each teen glowed
then the glow faded, and the teens dreamed of a world several light
years away from Earth. A voice in their dream, spoke to them.

“We are known by many names, as our
civilization is one of the oldest known in the universe as the
Templar System. Many times, have our civilization evolved out of
chaos into order and harmony and back into chaos. Natural disasters
wiped out earlier civilizations and the remnants regrouped and
started over. Then they in their maturity as a civilization of
industry and technology faced the turmoil of wars, faced near
annihilation, to find themselves once again, rebuilding their
civilization. Each cycle brought change and harmony until we
reached the pinnacle of our civilization that expanded into our
star system with colonies. For an eon we were satisfied with our
expansion into our own star system. We with our colonies solved our
populations issues on our home world. The home world became a haven
for further advancements in technology, and Metaphysics. The
ultimate nature of existence, reality, and experience without being
bound to any one theological doctrine or dogma. Our home world
became a center for enlightenment, where science and the physical
could be joined as one. Our wisest men and women, strove to take
the physical and blend it with the mechanical, to create a hybrid
of our species. We soon discovered a way to transfer the knowledge
of ours brains into Orbs of the highest technology on our world.
These Orbs became our constant companion. They had the ability of
telepathy that allowed them to speak to us and us to them. They
became what in your world you would call a personal computer the
total sum of our technology, science, and knowledge. With our
personality of the mind, they were telepathically linked to. Our
Orbs where in many ways, copies of us, and when one of us died,
they too died, they become inert objects with only the ability to
function as a computer without the means of being able to be
uploaded with new knowledge or link with a new host. Like the
departed host they where placed in eternal rest in mausoleums,
where a family member could visit and activate the orb that would
through a display linkup. They could see the memories of the
deceased and gain access to the knowledge the orb held up until the
time of the hosts death.”

“In time the Templar system technology
advanced to a new level where our Orbs could become independent
sentient technology, where now once they linked with a host, and
that host died. The orb could survive that death and remain active
and re-link with a new host, sharing the knowledge of the previous
host with the new host. As centuries passed our latest orb
technology allowed us to use the Orbs as libraries, where the total
sum of our civilization was recorded, the past and the present. The
Templars for the first time had a new purpose as a civilization. We
sent out new explorers and their Orbs beyond our star system and
colonies. In time we discovered other worlds with civilizations on
them. Each world in various stages of growth, from their barbaric
age to post-space flight, and many species humanoid in nature,
bipedal, arms, fingers, toes, eyes, mouths, ears, and noses Though
not always in the same number, skin color, or languages or internal
organs the same as ours. And just as many not humanoid. It didn’t
take us long to avoid the pre-space flight worlds where we only
observed from a far, or by sending Orbs with the technology to be
invisible. Those worlds with space flight and colonies we first
observed them, then we made contact. Many times, we discovered
these worlds where very unwelcoming of strangers not from their
star system. Those that left their star system where in many ways
equals to us and apt to be more friendly.”

“We shared our lessor technology, our
metaphysic ideology, our way of life. What we didn’t share was the
true nature of our Orbs and their companions. To other worlds with
advanced technology, and space flight, our Orbs where tools, not
sentient technology. Our explorers guarded that fact religiously,
as well as the location of our own star system and home world. We
were not isolationist, just a very old civilization who had learned
the cost of being to trustworthy. Having learned that without
balance between technology and Metaphysics, a civilization is
troubled with discord, chaos, wars, and destructions. Our journey
into other star system showed us that there were many world
civilizations that where still struggling to find that balance. It
was not our goal to interfere with the balance or struggles by
preaching to them how we achieved balance. What few civilization we
did establish embassy on. We limited our knowledge and exposure of
our technology to their civilization. Nor did we choose to adapt
their technology to ours. We had a balance we found after eons of
chaos. We did not want to disrupt that balance by the influence of
other worlds on ours, or we on them. The universe must progress in
its assigned order of development among the many inhabitant worlds
which meant we did not stop a war or prevent a natural disaster
from occurring by the use of our technology unless it was asked of
us once we established an embassy. In the case of war, we were
mediators and negotiated peace. In a natural disaster we used our
technology to help a world recover from the disaster such as
floods, storms, and diverted an asteroid from destroying a world
unable to defend itself. There are so many worlds out there in the
universe, and ours as old as it is, are just a tiny speck of sand
in the universe.

“We where content to help where we could
without interference in the natural order of a civilization growth
through the many stages of maturing as a civilization. Time we have
learned has a preset order of events for each civilization. To
interfere in that preset order is to disrupt the course of time for
a civilization. We continued on our journey doing what we could and
avoiding what needed to be avoided. You might say we were foster
parents of the universe, and like any parent we had to make
difficult choices when it came to allow a younger civilization to
go through their growing pains. While older civilizations we became
the wise grandparents they could depend on in guiding them through
some rough patches. As time flowed forward for the universe so did
our own home world go through yet another change. It was inevitable
that one day our world would be discovered by Outsiders, and not
because these Outsiders learned of its location through knowledge
leaked by our allies or discovered by nefarious means.”

“Like us they were explorers searching for
inhabitant worlds. When we started out exploring we basically went
in a straight line going forward in space. While these new
explorers came from behind us in space. There objective was the
opposite of ours as explorers. We sought to bring harmony and
peace, while these new explores brought chaos, and destruction
after they stole the natural resources and technology of a world.
The technology was secondary to them, while the natural resources
of the world was the primary target, and among that primary target
was Water. Our world was like yours having oceans, lakes, rivers
and ice caps. Your Earth ocean covers 70 percent of the Earth
surface and contains 97% of Earths water. On our world which was a
third larger then Earth, contained 80 percent of the planets water
on its surface. Which would equate to 107% water on Earth’s
surface. Unlike your oceans our oceans were 75% less salty then
yours.”

“These Outsiders came in secret, started
drawing water from our planet, and secretly mining ore. We were a
sparsely populated world after we established many colonies in our
star system. Many area’s where eons ago were left to return to a
natural state, game preserves, parks, and wild lands. Where our
major centers of populations where in more moderate climates. It
took some time to realize we even had Outsiders on our world
stealing our resources. Our eyes where directed out into space
constantly monitoring our expeditions, sharing knowledge, and
advancing our own level of metaphysics to exclude all else around
us on our own planet. We had finally reached the ultimate advances
in our Orb technology where they where true sentient beings, with
all the attributes of our species and our metaphysics. Our Orbs had
living nano technology with the ability of self-awareness, and
rational logical thinking based on our current level of
metaphysics. We had 12 Orbs created, prototypes, and sent them out
around our world to observe, record, examine, and learn about their
world. Six had every available nano technology to transform
themselves into an object or copy an object with the means to adapt
that object to function with advanced features of technology. The
other six Orbs were designed with individual skills. One had the
skills of leadership and a broad knowledge of all subjects. The
second was gifted with the skills of healing, medicine and surgical
skills, science of Mental Health. The third had the skills of
computer science and programing logic. The fourth had the skills of
communication systems, microwaves, radar, sonar, Audiology. The
fifth had the knowledge of every element in the universe, physical
chemistry, able to become a powerful microscope to detect virus,
bacteria, pollutants, in the air, ground, water, plant life, and
bio-organic life. The sixth orb was gifted with the knowledge of
Metallurgy, Geology, and the gift to see through any solid object,
even pass through a solid object.”
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