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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 contains some stories that continue other series, and so have subtle references to earlier material. "Book Universes Notes" have been included in the back of these stories just to help you with  a character list, referenced books, and point out some easter eggs...
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THIS QUARTERLY COLLECTION may catch you by surprise as a first-time reader. Not because the prose is so engaging (or that we've included an entire series with all the cliff-hangers intact.)

But more that the “Book Universes” which have built up are involved, complex and can seem to contradict themselves. The twists and turns of these returning and recurring characters can be distracting if you only pick up a book that's later in the series.

Even our first book here is a sequel to one written 14 months earlier (because of a request from a reader who found an apparent plot hole.)

In many of these books, unless the story is a new standalone story, I included the original “Book Universes Notes” as compiled for its first release. This then gives you links to the earlier books that define those characters or story elements they use. 

And many of these notes might repeat through the stories, particularly in the “Hermione” series. However, I'll bet that the redundancy doesn't detract from the overall story as much as its absence would.

These “New Voices” anthologies are chronological by publication date, so they all inherently have the continuity problem.

Because these stories are written and published in the order they show up to be written. And there are so many queued up beyond the author's office door...

Have fun with these.

-
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ROBERT C. WORSTELL

Chief Editor

Living Sensical Press

-
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PS. IN GENERAL, 


•  J. R. Kruze writes pure speculative fiction –  cross-genre,

•  S. H. Marpel writes mysteries (particularly about ghosts), and

•  C. C. Brower writes adventure-fantasies in an alternate future timeline.



But occasionally, they cross over – which explains the co-authored works...
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The Autists: Brigitte
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BY J. R. KRUZE

(Sequel to “The Autists”)

Dedicated 

to Rebekah, 

who found a potential plot hole in its prequel.

- - - -
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THE AUTISTS HAD FAILED as an evolved species.

While they could out-think and out-strategize, and out-everything the older Homo Saps, their own calculations showed that their race of Homo Transire only had a couple of generations at most before they were terminal. No new savants, no new super-empaths, only dead-end mediocrity.

How could such brilliant minds get it so wrong?

Brigitte was the Founder’s only savant offspring and even her own children were happier to just live mundane normal lives with average grades in school and only aspire to get college degree, a house, a car for each of them, and a mountain of debt. Watch TV, consume fast food, be average.

No breakthrough research, no soul-inspiring artwork.

Her own children, now grown, couldn’t understand her any better. She could empathize their feelings from anywhere on the planet. While they had a hard time empathizing with their pets, let alone their growing children.

Mundanity had struck back - with a vengeance.

She was looking for someone who could help her find out why.

Or end up as one of her race's last terminal few on this mud-ball called Earth.

I

THEY’D RUN THE CALCULATIONS thousands of times, with millions of permutations. The best math minds on the planet. And they all agreed. Homo Transire was dying out.

Terminal. That’s when your offspring aren’t useful anymore. Not that we didn’t love them. But they didn’t understand us. They couldn’t. We were wired completely different.

Once my children were on their own, busy making me a grandmother, I got back to work. Started collecting new datasets, checking for new equations, looking for something we must have missed.

For all the work we’d done in finding and matching the most brilliant among us as mates for the others - none of these 2nd and 3rd generations turned out to be anything hardly better than average. Sure, there were some pretty bright kids in all that. Beautiful babies. Talented in their cribs. But once they got past 7 or 8, all that talent started showing limits. Kids who were prodigies as babes couldn’t draw or play music any better than their peers of that same age.

It didn’t matter what school or who the teachers were. Or what books or computer programs. No amount of money thrown at them produced any better results than the “free” public schools we all paid for.

And I talked to myself as I drove this back gravel road which my GPS said was the fastest route to this particular remote research station out in this Gawd-forsaken Flyover Country.

I could see putting our campuses out in the suburbs. But dust and gravel roads weren’t designed to be driven with any speed - not unless you wanted to...

Oh no. No, no, no. NO NO NO.

The car swerved and I was forced to slow down, coasting to a stop on the top of a hill. Over into a grassy entrance to some farmer’s field.

Sure, only now the “low air pressure” light and tacky dinging “bell” alert finally started. I had one, if not two flats on this thing.

My bad luck was holding. No bars on my cel.

And no empath within sending distance.

So I rested my head against my steering wheel and swore against the ancient gods in alphabetical order (using the Greek order of course.)

And opened my eyes to see that my choice of heels today might be a good fashion statement, and helped people see my legs at their best. But wouldn’t help me walk the quarter-mile to any nearby farmhouse to get some help.

Just sitting here and running the A/C was only going to burn up my fuel and probably risk carbon monoxide poisoning.

I looked through my purse and briefcase for anything that might be able to help me solve this one. But I knew that was just forestalling the inevitable. The outside temperature was somewhere in the 80’s. That was going to put a sheen on me (my grandmother referred to it as “glow”) and this thin blouse and skirt were going to be an uncomfortable clingy mess by the time I stumbled anywhere.

But my keen senses showed no one for miles that had any higher empathy than a cow or a dog.

And right before I could muster up my courage to face the inevitable, a shadow flooded across my window and a rap on it startled me into double-checking the locks everywhere. There was no face behind that glare into my auto-tinting windows. Yet rolling them down could be the last thing I’d remember.

II

THAT CAR WAS SITTING there for awhile.

Of course, it didn’t matter to me, but it wasn’t any of our neighbor’s. It was some slick speedster that wasn’t designed worth a shuck for our roads. Thin tires would go flat in no time. Nail or some piece of quartz would do it.

That old truck of mine had to get 10-ply tires on it. So I could quit paying for flat repairs in my monthly budget. And you can’t get such tires for those fancy cars. Won't fit under their fenders.

Well, I’m out here checking the pastures anyway - maybe I should look in on whoever that is.

One foot after the other. Check the grasses and forbs and whatnot out here. See what they were like compared to the day before. It would probably help if I did more than just walk from one end to the other. Maybe start walking on a grid so I’d know better what my cows were eating.

No, this wasn’t the main herd. But after we lost our first milk cow, I figured that we didn’t need to have them with the beef cattle as she probably got too excited. Vet said it was common to milk cows. Still, I hardly got the price back out of selling her full-grown calf a few months later.

So I got this next one - we use sturdy milk cows for nursing backup, since the powder they sell us as “milk replacer” is more investment than any orphaned calf or twin will bring back. This one has worked out pretty good - we sold her own calf when he got too big and rowdy, then bought and grafted a younger calf on. So far we were doing OK.

Once our last beef cow has dropped her calf, then I’d have to decide if the cost of feeding that milk cow was going to more than pay for having real whole milk, real butter and real cottage cheese, plus the “clabber” protein for the chickens...

But I was used to my thoughts ratcheting around while I was walking.

Some days, I’d talk out my books and ideas as I did. Today, I figured that the lady in that car would be spooked if I came up on her with my mouth just opening and shutting for no reason she could figure.

And I could see from getting closer that she was a pretty fetching thing - even through all that tinted glass.

When she put her head down on that steering wheel, I could see she was talking or praying out loud or something.

So I slowed up a bit - it helped that I had to twist my long frame through that barbed wire fence - because I didn’t want to rip a new hole in anything, and I didn’t want to interrupt her praying or cussing or whatever.

Why was I bothering? Because if I was in her place -  all dressed up and with a very flat tire on my hot little sports car - I’d appreciate some help.

Besides, I was already out here.

So she was done with her talking-cussing-praying, and right about now would be sorting out if she wanted to stay inside that A/C just to run her tiny fuel tank down to fumes - or get out and start sweating like me.

I call these “two-bandanna” days, since one was across your forehead under your broad-brimmed hat – to keep the sweat out of your eyes -  and the other goes across your neck to keep your body's thermostat cooler. Took me a few years to work that out.

And with all the curls in that dark hair of hers, she really didn’t want to squash it down with one of my pre-sweated bandanna's.

So I knocked on her window - lightly.

And she jumped like I must have scared her half to death.

III

I HIT THE WINDOW SWITCH after staring at him for awhile. Feeling him out. Empathic? No. Backwoods moron? Probably.

Still, he probably knew whoever it was that they had for mechanics around here. And if they had anything like a taxi service in this nowhere land, let alone a rental service.

“Hi. Can you help me? I think I’ve had a flat. And my phone doesn’t work around here. Do you have a phone I could borrow?” Smile, nod, look innocent. That's what they understand.

“Yes, ma’am. But it’s Sunday, so unless you have Triple A or something, we’re going to have to wait awhile for any help to come.”

This farmer guy was dressed in a very sensible outfit. Looked like all blue, faded cotton from top to bottom. That cowboy hat was keeping most of the sun off of him, and his tanned face and forearms showed he was out in the weather probably every day of the year. So waiting around in this heat was probably nothing to someone like him.

“Ma’am? My little home isn’t far from here. You can almost see it off the rise, if it weren’t for the tall grass we have this year. If you want, you could go down there and I'd change your flat for you. Or, you could just sit where you are and I’ll change it anyway. Oh - wait...”

He had been sizing up that tire and where the flat was probably located in the trunk, but then stood up straight again and walked around to the other side. I left the window open, despite the heat, and heard his low whistle.

A few of his long steps and he was back at my window again.

“Sorry, ma’am. But you probably knew this from the swerving you did - you’ve got two flat tires.”

I uttered another curse on the heads of some even older Phoenician gods under my breath.

He smiled at me. “Not that those two have been around for awhile. But they probably deserved that.”

My mouth dropped open. I was speechless. Rare for me. I had inherited my dad’s loquaciousness. And if he could talk the ears off a corn stalk, then I’d have them shelled and ground before they hit the dirt.

Wait. What was I saying? Grind corn? Flour - maybe. But that’s something I’d never studied up on. What use was there in that? Advanced calculus - quintic polynomials, sure. Chromosomic coverage for reliable variant calling, that’s what I’ve been tinkering with as a mental hobby. But cattle feed? Where did that come from?

He just smiled broader. “Ma’am, I’m Joe. And yes, all this is perplexing. Welcome to my world.”

I had to chuckle. No rube or hick here. “I’m Brigitte. And I’m very happy to meet you.”

Then I stuck out my hand and he took off both of his sweat-stained leather gloves to grasp my own hand in his right. For what must have been egg-shell gingerly for him - as I felt the callouses on his wide mitt. A slight shake to be polite, but nothing that would hurt me.

“Well, you decide what you want to do.” He patted his pocket. “Nope. That’s right, I had to put my phone on charge this morning before I left. Didn’t think I’d get in any trouble out here. But then I didn’t factor you into my calculations for the day.”

He shook his head. “And now you’ve got me talking like that, too.” His smile became a grin.

Finally I got some words to come out straight. “How did you, I mean where are we, or what is happening - you aren’t...”

“Are you sure about that?” Joe just cocked his head slightly. Not in a condescending way, but it was a mannerism I was too familiar with - because that’s what I do.

He straightened up. “OK, this is going to be an interesting day. Now, you’ve got a spare in the trunk, and I just happen to have one of those extra-dinky never-flat spares that might fit. But I’m going to have to walk down there and get it. You can wait here and run your engine to keep cool, but it’s not the most enjoyable way to spend a beautiful Sunday morning. And it’s only going to get hotter today.”

At that he took off his wide-brimmed hat (he was no cowboy, so that was inaccurate of me earlier) and mopped his brow with that bandanna he had on it. For what good that did. It was already dripping wet.

“Well, it feels better, anyway. And that sweat evaporates - oh, I’m sorry. It’s been awhile since I had someone so, well...”

“Intelligent? Empathic? Savant-ish?”

“Yeah, all those and more.” 

He glanced at my front briefly, and I could feel that gaze along with the now damp and clinging fabric there. His eyes were just as fast back up to mine, and his honest smile was a bit contagious. “But I’ve got some box fans down at my place that you can sit in front of and keep cool, plus some lemonade and ice. That is if you don’t mind trusting one of us who live out in this 'nowhere land' of ‘rubes and hicks’. Meanwhile, I can get those two spares on your car and at least get this little car of yours to the point you can drive slowly over to what we refer to as a ‘motel’ and enjoy a nice air-conditioned rest of your day. And I’m sure Mabel will let you use her land-line to call whoever you have to.”

I smiled at his good-natured teasing. Giving Joe a nod, I rolled up the window, unlocked the trunk, and pulled the keys out.

He stepped back from the door and I rose with as much grace as possible in these spike heels - trying to stand among all that unsteady gravel.

Closing the door, I handed him the keys. “Now, how would you suggest I take the shortest and most comfortable path to your place?”

To that he turned and offered me his arm. I slipped my arm inside his, along with its damp long-sleeved print blouse. He held my hand with his other one to make sure I didn’t slip on the gravel, getting safely across the short distance to the tall grass on the other side.

There he left me standing by the fence for a moment, when he knew I wasn’t going to fall down. And then opened a steel gate with its rattling chains, to creak it open. Inside that gate in that tall grass pasture was a small beaten path. I stepped forward and found my step was quite stable.

“Yes, the cows work this over, as they like to keep to the same paths - they have just as much concerns in walking as we do. Plus, I think it’s easier for them to keep their thoughts straight if they just put  'following the rump in front of them' on automatic. Just like how we drive, sometimes. And why most accidents occur near home.”

“I’d ask you about reading my mind, but we’ll leave that for later.”

He blushed a bit at that, or seemed to – under that tan. “Sure. Sorry. Out of practice with social amenities. Cows and pets don’t care much, since they can’t speak or comprehend much English anyhow.”

“So you were....”

“Yeah, right. OK, now the green slimy stuff is fresh manure and there’s some of that on that path. And not all the path is dry from the last rain. Some people would rather go barefoot than twist an ankle in high heels, but you take your choice. Better yet, I’ve still got to go over there to pick up that extra tire I’ve got, so I can let you continue to borrow my arm if you want. I’ve got boots to walk through the grass next to that cow-path, so maybe that’s the more optimal solution you were contemplating, Brigitte.”

I had to smile. “As long as you can guide me while you answer my many questions, I think we have a deal.”

He turned and chained the steel gate shut and then came back with his offered arm again. And my hand once more found its way to that  inside arm of his, while his other hand came on top of mine.

And as my mother would say, it was a kind of purplish-blue thought. While I felt warm in areas I hadn’t for awhile. No, not because of the weather outside.

IV

IT DIDN’T TAKE LONG to get those two spare tires on. I got her luggage into her back seat - well most of it, and the rest fit into the passenger side. No reason getting all that dust from two flat tires on them. Also because I had to drive it down the hill on that gravel, and then drive back up the two narrow bare strips that passed for my own driveway. And after that, I turned it around at the top and pointed it back so she could leave when she was ready.

And most city folk would rather rush back to “civilization” and it’s paved roads just as fast as they could.

I’d left Brigitte with a tall tumbler of iced lemonade and my charged-up phone.

So when I came back all sweaty, I was surprised to see her in one of my old t-shirts and some cutoff’s I kept around. Her nice-looking blouse and skirt were hanging up near the fans to dry off.

Logical. And I’d been in her head a bit, so it was fine that she rummaged around my dresser to get into something more comfortable to wear. In this humidity, cotton was King.

She was reading from my smartphone as I opened the door into what passed for my “company” room - since there were only two rooms in this small cabin, anything not for sleeping could be shared with visitors - not that I had many. Just the way I liked it. Too confusing, otherwise.

Brigitte looked up. “Nice range of books in here. Didn’t know that farming was so wide a discipline. Erle Stanley Gardner, Louis L’Amour, Lewis Bromfield, plus the Upanishads and Buddhist texts. Meanwhile, your print books cover an even wider range - I guess you trucked these in over the years.”

I smiled. “Busted. But you’re just teasing me anyway. OK, your car’s fixed as good as I can get it. So you’re set to go....”

She smiled at me. “And you are polite enough just to wait around all sweaty and even dripping on the floor. I’m the one being rude - go ahead and get toweled off and changed. I’ll wait – to ask you more questions, of course.”

V

WHEN HE CAME OUT OF his bedroom, in a light pair of knit shorts exposing his white legs, a clean t-shirt and barefoot, we were almost twins (except my legs were darker, shaved, and more sleek than muscle.) And his bleached-out strawberry blond hair contrasted with my nearly coal-black, long curly tresses. 

I probably made that t-shirt of his look a lot better than it had for awhile.

Judging by his blush, I knew this mind-reading went both ways.

“Yup, busted again.” He was grinning. “You make those cut-off’s look good, too.”

My turn to blush. So I handed him a tumbler of lemonade and we each took a seat in one of his “kitchen” chairs at the small table in its corner.

“Your questions then?”

“Like how come I didn’t pick you up when I was coming this way?”

“Who said you didn’t? Those GPS thingies tend to work OK if you follow their directions. But you second-guessed it - because you’re used to your ‘hunches’ being more accurate than the gizmo’s you use. Only cost you two flat tires.”

“A bit blunt there? Accurate, yes. And intuition is as accurate as you practice with it. I’ve cost myself time before from having wrong hunches - nothing new. But I've more often saved myself considerable time.”

“Yet you can still get waylaid simply.”

“Like you just did. How come I couldn’t sense you?”

“Listening on the wrong channel. Like a radio. You got to tune it.”

“Not that simple, Joe. I can’t pick up a station that’s not sending.”

He sipped his lemonade and smiled. “You weren’t listening for the ‘no-static’ band - you expect people to be sending all the time.”

“And you don’t?”

“Why should I? Who’s around here to talk to? Besides, the cows are used to humans saying idiotic things around them. Dogs and cats have it even worse - humans are so arrogant sometimes. No, make that all the time. All humans, all the time..”

Joe sipped his lemonade and looked down into it.

“All of us arrogant - includes you, I suppose?”

“Sure. Especially me. Like I could have felt you coming, but I didn’t. Could have told you the paved roads to get here easier. Saved you two tires.” His brow was furrowed. “Sorry.”

I leaned forward and put a hand on his knee. “No, I’m the one that’s sorry. You're being a nice host and we both had to break our usual, habitual thought patterns - and now I’m beginning to see this ‘arrogance’ inside me like you were talking about.”

Joe gave a wry grin. “So the question is, where do you want to go from here?”

VI

BRIGITTE WAS STUNNED. That question had a lot of ways to take it. Some not so nice.

She sipped her own lemonade. And I glanced at her crossed legs in those cutoffs to distract myself and let her think things through.

She smiled at that. “Distract yourself? Been that long?”

I chuckled. “OK, well, you’re right. But I haven’t had such a pretty guest in quite awhile. But like I said, I can be arrogant – even when trying to be helpful.”

She touched my knee again with her hand. Something I didn’t mind at all. “Oh, sorry again. But we’re from different worlds and my empathy is usually on all the time. Like stuck in high gear.”

I nodded. “Don’t I know. Took me years to turn mine off, along with other things. But you don’t see a lot of people around here, either.”

She left her hand there, like trying to keep focused on something.

“You are probably who I’ve been looking for.”

“Wouldn't doubt that. Two flat tires means not going anywhere soon. And me just happening to be in that pasture just then.”

“And 'just happening' to have another spare that fit - so I could leave any time.”

“Yet, here you are.”

“And here I am.”

The hand was still on my knee. And the purplish thoughts were coming with a cinnamon scent.

“Cinnamon?” Her eyes went wide. “Wow.”

Brigitte put her tumbler down, uncrossed her legs, and leaned forward to put a hand on each of my knees. Then she looked directly into my eyes, defocussing them so that each eye looked directly into my own - as I did.

And the information flowed in gigabyte-tons back and forth.

At last, she sat back, breathing heavy. Her forehead was glistening.

I forced myself to relax the muscles in my back and arms.

We each took our tumblers in hand. Still cool, ice gone.

She smiled. “Yes, but I’ll get the refill we both want.”

As she rose, I handed her my tumbler and appreciated her backside as she went to the refrigerator. She just turned to me and winked, then got busy filling both glasses. Her hip shoved the refrigerator door shut and she glided back to the little cabin table with a glass in each hand.

As I took mine, I nodded my thanks. “Long time for you, too?”

She shrugged, and sipped with a smile. “Some things a lady isn’t supposed to say - out loud, anyway.”

I sat up when I realized what time it was. The light was starting to dim in the windows, meaning that I had some evening chores to do. Time had flown that afternoon.

“Go ahead.” Brigitte got up. “I’ll get dinner while you’re gone. The least I could do.”

I just shook my head. “You know, this could get addictive.”

She smiled back. “More than you know - like having it stuck in 'high' all my life. Too much information all the time.” And sighed as she looked off.

Then she took my hand and pulled me up. But didn’t let go.

Instead, she leaned in and gave me a hug that didn’t want to quit. Or I didn’t want - make that we didn’t want it to quit.

She had her head on my chest, and I bent down to touch the top of hers with my nose. Her lilac scent filled me to overflowing, the warmth and contact made me want to...

Brigitte giggled and pushed me back. “No. You: chores. Me: dinner. And we have more to talk out loud about things after that. You get to help me solve my biggest problem. Now - get changed and scoot. I already know how you like your steaks. And where your beer stash is. The real question is where you put that ‘guest’ apron... Oh - thanks. That wasn’t difficult.”

Then she stood on her tiptoes to kiss me lightly on my cheek. “Now: scoot.”

VII

JOE WAS MORE THAN HAPPY. Orange and red thoughts, with a cherry-sundae taste to them.

Of course, mine were more yellowish-green, but that just figures. Complimentary colors.

He’d had some leftover frozen ice cream cake in the freezer compartment, so by the end of that meal I was smiling like a schoolgirl on her first date and he wasn’t far behind. Giggles from me met chuckles from him, and those just prompted more from each of us.

We crowded in next to each other to do the dishes. Then I cleaned off the table, putting things where he wanted to find them. While he came back with a large pad of paper and an old coffee mug with colored markers in it. Plenty of those clicker-type pencils with endless leads.

Both of us were barefoot, t-shirted, and wearing shorts. Side by side. Good thing we were opposite-handed, so I sat on his right side so we could both write and draw and make notes. My left hand would often wind up on his thigh, while his right arm would go around the back of my chair and occasionally onto my shoulder as we went.

Somewhere in that, we seemed to lose our arrogance – at least toward each other.

I think it was when the night cooled down, our equations and diagrams slowed down. Then I asked him about that thing called “skinny-dipping”. That one tag-end idea he'd left out for me to find as I rummaged through his mind.

- - - -
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WE HAD THE POND ALL to ourselves, the moon was high, and a slight breeze cooled us off. 

In each other's arms, we had all the warmth we needed.

You do know that people think by touching? The point where your hearts beat as one, the mind goes into sync as well. And you can very nearly become a shared person at that point. Nothing to do with individuality.

Clothes just get in the way of a true hug. At least we both agreed on that.

- - - -
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IN THE MIDDLE OF THE night, it hit me. And I sat up.

Joe was smiling when I turned toward him.

“And?”

I just curled up next to his broad chest. “Perfect.”

VIII

I GOT A HANDWRITTEN letter in the mail the next Thursday. 

It turned out that Monday was a holiday, so we took time for a trip in my pickup into the local Wal-Mart to get more big drawing pads, markers, and pencils. What a coincidence.

Then got her car fixed on Tuesday. 

When I saw her last, she was all dressed up in that long-sleeved print blouse, but wisely got out some tailored slacks instead of a skirt, flats instead of spiked heels. She waved to me out her window and drove off. I got my spare spare tire back again.

The mechanic gave me a knowing smile, but didn’t say anything. He didn’t have to.

That letter was in the Thursday mail, like I was saying. Or trying to. You see, like time isn’t linear, neither are thoughts. So bear with me.

She’d found the problem was with their own arrogance. The Homo Transire, in all their “superior intellectual capacity” were not exempt. Nor were they going “extinct” any time soon. But there was no real reason for all that organization to exist anymore. 

The various corporations and non-profits could be run for decades with all the fail-safes built in. But we didn't need them.

Because our kind had been going “underground” for decades, if not longer.

The trick was that it wasn’t genetics. Nothing really to do with that code.

You see, at the lowest levels, DNA and RNA are remaking themselves all the time. And we are always rethinking ourselves as we go along. Thought controls function, and so cells are changed as needed. So being “homo transire” is more a state of mind.

Hiding in plain sight. Or could be found out in the middle of nowhere and dressed like a “rube” or “hick”.

- - - -
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ONCE SHE GOT BACK HOME after that business trip, Brigitte sent me another handwritten letter. All of her children, and all the other offspring in the charts she’d checked were just fine. They were actually all having a blast being “normal.” And they apologized for not cluing her in - but knew that until she figured it out for herself, Brigitte wouldn’t believe it was that simple.

Like the mechanic told me in the shop, right in front of her while his hands were busy with tires and rims, “You have to go along to get along.”

- - - -
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SO I’M BUILDING AN extension onto the old house. She’s going to need an office. And a bigger closet for all her clothes.

And that dock in the old pond will need some sprucing up. So we can do some fishing - or whatever.

Book Universes Notes


The universes of these stories can mix and merge. They've become large and complicated through their various series and crossovers. So we've begun the process of adding Book Universes Notes to each of them. This allows you to get the earlier materials that explain the character's backgrounds and abilities.

Also, as short stories, some intrinsic plot/character points can flash by in a single paragraph or sentence. These have been highlighted here.

Please enjoy.



- - - -
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THIS IS A SEQUEL (OR next in series - if you liked this one) right after "The Autists". It was written to patch a plot hole in the first one. The character of Brigitte was mentioned in the last chapter there.

Outside of other easter eggs, the theme is (of course) overcoming arrogance to free your mind. And that's what is keeping our two lovers apart in this romance. 

It has a different voice than the original, but is probably just as packed with ideas to chew on.

There is something that happens around age 7-8, almost as dramatic as the teenage years. Of course, "scientists" would attribute that to genes, but you can check into the seven-year cycle the old eastern religions observed. The next one shows up around 14...

Then there is so-called “Flyover Country” - where later Joe paints both sides with the broad brush of arrogance. And the "need for speed" as a comment of urban-suburban lifestyles.

Lots of data about milk cows - the term "grafting" means getting a strange calf accepted by another cow to replace its original mother. "Clabber" is a term for letting fresh milk (non-pasteurized) naturally sour and separate into solids and whey. Lots of protein in it.

"Quintic polynomials" and "Chromosomic coverage" are real terms, if you want to look them up.

The idea of cows thinking and how they accomplish that during their long walks is perhaps unique. But few farmers are listened to - even “cattle whisperers”.

There is a statistical correlation between the distance from home and the probability of having a car accident.

Thoughts having colors are mentioned in the earlier book.

A lot of this book can get confusing as they are both reading the other's mind constantly.

Some jewels, though, as: "Intuition is as accurate as you practice."

And there's the idea that it's more probable that empathic communication is an always-on condition. There is also the idea that empath's can communicate better by touch.

You'd have to ask a savant what a “cinnamon” flavored thought was.

Addictive also tends to imply Napoleon Hill's "Cosmic Habitforce" from his "Master Key to Riches".

Lewis Bromfield is well-known for his non-fiction "Malabar Farm" as well as his popular fiction.

“Thinking by touching” is something as novel as a "shared person" which has "nothing to do with individuality".

Non-linear thought is truer than you would think. See Jose Silva's last research.

There have been reports of persons spontaneously changing their own DNA. Just as addictive chemicals can change it over time. With the documented healing work done by Christian Scientists and other faith-based groups, this isn't that unlikely. Especially as the body creates billions of new cells daily.

The trick of hiding in plain site is an old one. Like making B's on purpose in school to avoid all the competition pressure for valedictorian.
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Hermione
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BY S. H. MARPEL

- - - -
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I'D BEEN CAUGHT IN a cross-fire. And just got saved from bleeding out.

Now my shape-shifting was on hold until I healed. But I was stuck in human shape, having to re-learn the human experience.

I don't know when I first appeared on Earth. Before recorded time somewhere. And for the last few centuries or so, I'd been happy as a library cat.

But then I got bored, and started helping out with simple missions.

Good thing they got to me in time on this one. 

Now I had to re-learn what it is to be human. Me, the cat-goddess.

But I'd never be able to shift back to my native form without shooting pains up that arm – until I could understand human relationships - ones that always left the scholars of the ages mystified.

Easy-peasy for a goddess. Maybe.

––––––––
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I

THE FIREBALLS AND SHARP spinning discs were aimed right toward us as we arrived. 

Sent from rock-outcrops in the darkness beyond our glow-balls. An ambush.

Sal and Jude’s shields came up, but John had already gotten himself nicked. He was holding on to his other arm with his free hand, blood seeping between his fingers. We were pinned down.

So I sent to Sal - “Let me out. I’ll hold them while you get John to safety.”

“You sure?”

“We’re sitting ducks otherwise.”

Sal nodded to me and to Jude. 

I leapt out and multiplied with alternate selves, borrowed from multiple time-lines. All of us tiger-sized now. And we each held the small groups in stasis. Something I could do indefinitely.

Sal and Jude took John out of there. The attackers and my multiple me's were now all in a Mexican stand-off.

Until their reinforcements came in. 

Then one of my other future selves went down with a bad slice and a lot of blood. I signaled the others to retreat and take her with them. Then shrunk down to my smallest cat size and bounced out of harm’s way to a small rock outcropping that was out of their firing-sights. Mostly.

It was just a nick, but I wasn’t going to hold that blood in with my tiny paws. And any larger form that had regular hands would stick out enough to become a target.

About that time, Sal came back with Jude on point - rapid-firing lightning bolts with hopes to fry their equipment, or at least make them duck. 

For the second we needed, it worked, Sal scooped me up in her arms and Jude took us out of there. Just as the firing started up again. But we weren’t there.

- - - -
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I REMEMBER A GURNEY being wheeled somewhere, and Sal holding me down on it with both hands as I wrestled in pain. Sal’s hands were red with my blood, her face worried. Then someone got a very small mask over my nose and mouth and I was out.

II

WHEN I WOKE, I HAD a sizable bandage on that human-sized right arm, and it was in a sling. There were a few wires going into taped down patches, a pulse thingy on my finger, with more than a few devices and gizmo’s beeping or blinking.

Turning to the other side brought a familiar red-headed face to view.

“Rochelle!”

She smiled. “Great to have you back, Hermione.”

“Did I miss much?”

“Dodgers won, again. Some Canadian team got the Stanley Cup this year. I won’t bore you with the score - well, it was 0-1.”

I had to smile at that. I wasn’t a big sports fan at all. But Rochelle had a soft spot for a few teams. She got it from her grandparents - after she got them back to being human again. Life in that Lazurai dome had sports running for the boys all the time. But that was the 50’s. Post-war. But well before the Rising.

“Dodgers, huh. What does that make them - three in a row?”

“Four, if anyone’s counting. And they only lasted four innings. The other guys, I mean.”

“Not like they have any real competition.”

“Not since there’s less than a handful of League teams left. Of course, you made up for any lack of excitement by going and getting yourself shot up.”

“Helluva segue.”

Rochelle smiled. “Yeah, they don’t let me teach Bedside Manners in this nursing college for good reason.”

I glanced at my arm with its bandage. “Well, ‘doc’, how bad was it?”

She shook her head slightly and sighed. “Well, in order to operate, we had to shift you up to human shape, as you see. And then that ‘nick’ became a major gash. Blood everywhere, even though we thought we were prepared for it. Now you’ll have a new set of dainty scars to show your grandchildren.”

I put on a feigned shock face. “What, I delivered several litters while I was out?”

Rochelle chuckled, happy that I was able to joke. “No, but nothing is keeping you from having any. Other than needing to heal that ‘scratch’, you’re perfectly healthy otherwise.”

“So I can sidle up to some tomcat and have him follow me around until I go into heat?”

“As long as that’s the shape you’re most content with. Or, you could always go back to having one at a time like us human-kind do.”

I sighed at that. 

Rochelle raised an eyebrow. “In my not-so-bedside manner, maybe you should check that out. You’re going to have to stay in this shape awhile as you finish healing, and there’s a lot to be said for human relationships. Tomcats can be so - brief - in their romancing.”

“How long is awhile?”

“To get full use of that arm again - weeks or months. All depending. And since you are already older than most of us put together, having a cripped-up right arm for a few centuries might cramp your style a bit.”

I sighed. “You have a point there.”

Rochelle patted my good arm she was sitting next to. “But the good news is that, other than reporting for twice-daily treatments, You can go wherever you want. Just no teleporting or shifting of any kind. Walk around, maybe even run if you want to - but that arm is going to give you twinges for the first few weeks. If some of my nurses return from their projects, then we might be able to accelerate the healing. But all those moon-returnees have pretty much filled our resources beyond capacity for now.”

“I thought those eyes looked a bit tired.”

She gave a wry smile. “Not like I have much time off for anything these days except for the bare minimum of sleep.”

“How about that Rick?” 

A slight blush came into her cheeks at that mention. “Oh, he’s as frisky as ever. But we mostly have to do with some long hugs - where I usually wind up sleeping on his chest. But he never complains. He’s used to my schedule by now, and knows that when I can take some time, I will. Of course, my nurses will occasionally tweak the schedule to give me some ‘quality time’, bless their hearts.”

Rochelle pulled the blankets higher around me, tucked them in and then smoothed the wrinkles. A professional habit of hers. “So does that mean you’re taking my advice and broadening your sights beyond some 'tom'?”

I had to smile. “You and your one-track mind. No wonder these schools have been such a success. Your dogged determination along a given course.”

“But you didn’t answer the question...”

My smile turned to a grin. “Too bad John or Jude aren’t around to hear us talk. We’d wind up in one of those books of his in no time. Oh - how is John?”

“He’s fine. That scratch didn’t take much to stitch back together. And he didn’t have to shift out of being human, so he’s back to writing in his cabin. You still didn’t answer the question.”

“Hey, I was getting there. Like you said, I’ve been around a long time. And most of that has been pretty satisfied with being a library cat and greeting visitors.”

Rochelle just rolled her eyes. “And the male human visitors just got extra purring and could hardly walk without tripping over you rubbing on their shins. I’ve seen the way you act.”

“True enough.” I looked down at the now-smoothed blankets. “Guess it’s been pretty obvious.”

Rochelle just patted my good left arm again. “And you know we all love you, regardless of what form you prefer. All I really wanted to say is that you have a lot of time right now to think things over. And if you’re that interested in litters, maybe...” 

A ding sounded on the intercom and some half-garbled code words came out.

Rochelle rose quickly. “No rest for the wicked - but you know all about that. Go ahead, get up and around. Just keep your sling on. I’ll try to catch up with you later.”

With a quiet glide, she was gone. 

A toss of the sheets and covers ruined her perfect, wrinkle-free bed. 

Swinging my feet over the side and sitting up, I knew there was no problem standing. No dizziness. But their healing was drug-free. Only touch was used. 

Next was to get off these sensors and find what kind of clothes I needed. Usually, I’d just shift into something. But Nurse Rochelle said no shifting, so I did the next best thing. I pushed the call button and waited for some nurse’s aide or pin-striper.

- - - - 
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THE MIDWEST AIR WAS clean and humid. The smell of cut lawns and tree pollen was in the air. Nothing wrong with my feline senses. Cotton jeans, a chambray blouse, plus a matching blue sling. The pin-striper helped me get my long red-orange hair brushed out and into a scrunchy so it would stay that way. In case of breezes I didn’t need.

I walked down the long sidewalk going nowhere in particular. It felt good to be up and about. These Lazurai healings just were that way. I’d had them before on occasion. Nothing this severe before. But being a library cat generally kept you out of harm’s way.

Ben knew what I could do if I had to. Because I’d saved his butt more than once. All in getting that Library built. Plenty of adventures. And I got bored over the last few decades. 

So I started going out with Jude and Sal on some of their assignments. Even helping out with the Academy training. 

This last time was supposed to be another “easy-peasy” jaunt. 

Right.

Best-laid plans and all that.

So here I was, stuck into the human adventure again. Probably deserved it or asked for it somehow. 

Life is funny like that.

Walking took me downtown. Such as it was. Calling this a “village” was right. At least they have concrete sidewalks. Side streets are still gravel, though. Actually, that main street is probably only paved and side-walked because it runs through the village anyway. In spite of being interrupted in its journey. Tolerates a four-way stop half-way through. Polite little state road that it is.

Too soon I was standing in front of what passed for a sheriff's office. I could see through the windows that it was more like a Mayberry-type of operation. 

But with all these Lazurai around, any sheriff wouldn’t have much to do besides monitoring the visitors during festivals.

The name on the door said Sheriff Rick Decker. Rochelle’s other half. Time for some questions then.

My hand was just turning the door handle, when a siren went off and a four-door classic with old-fashioned, rotating, flashing lights on top roared out a side road and spun gravel onto the main street - only to screech to a halt in front of me.

The window was already rolled down - but the door jumped open at me anyway - as who had to be Rick in the driver's seat yelled out, “Hermione! Get In!”

That didn’t take me long to comply. And we were moving before I could get my good arm around to finish shutting that door.

I had to watch getting bored these days. Stuff happened then.

III

THE CLOUDS OF DUST rolled up behind us, and gravel was spitting off the wheels against the undercarriage and off to the sides of that road. Two flat tracks in the middle of that gravel went straight to the horizon, except for various dips, and the occasional pothole that Rick was pretty good at avoiding.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
3. H. MARPEL, ] R. KRUZE, G E BRUWER

oy vmc[s






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





