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MAGIC PARADOX

CHAPTER ONE

EPISODE 1
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A bunch of sharp sticks is what I used for arrows and I weaved a makeshift quiver with some grass. I never did that before and I still don't know how I did it. After bringing down a few birds, I made fletchings for my arrows. I must have made more than forty arrows as they were pretty heavy and more than five feet in length. Doing some flint mapping I learned from a couple digs that I took part in provided me with stone arrow heads. My bow was not like the one I had, but I am sure that it was at least in the ball park of a one hundred to one hundred and eighty pound draw weight bow when I probably only needed about eighty pounds to get through Kevlar and even poke out through the other side of the person I hit. These being five foot long arrows meant that they were going to hurt and would stay on course as I made them rather straight.

Sitting on the path I had gotten mud and debris all over the seat of my pants. They felt wet like I had peed myself, but even if it looked like I crapped myself I was going to continue to wear them. My feet were all muddy and the bathing I did was completely undone from eating so much raw meat from several wild animals. Blood was all over my shirt, pants and hair and face, but I move along the path as there is still some light to see by and for some reason I don't really need too much. It will be cold tonight, but I will worry about that later when the night comes, for now it is day and so I must move along. My bow is strung and I have one arrow notched and ready as I don't know what to expect as the downing of the plane will attract people in the area. Some areas of the world, people can strip planes so fast that you would not know that it was ever there and that is what I am afraid of and who I have to have arrows ready for other than the guards, who I definitely have to be ready for.

After traveling for a couple of days up the ancient old road and sometimes crossing old rope bridges and just plain gaps, I could see the debris of the crashed plane. Parkour for crossing gaps, I do not recommend it and I was crazy enough to try it. The usual encounters I had as I went along the path and one challenge that nearly did me in. A grizzly bear challenged me and left me scarred and distraught. I did not kill it, we just fought and wounded each other. The gash across my chest and face were remnants of the power of the bear, the power of nature. This grizzly was not as powerful as the one in Alaska that nearly undid me, but being laced with titanium all over my bones sent sparks flying. It still ripped apart my skin, but the grizzly knew that it was going to get nowhere with me and went off for easier prey. I heard someone scream as the dead guy was dragged out of his house and eaten by the grizzly but I kept going on my path eating small creatures as I went.

*

[image: ]


ONE OF MY ARROWS TOOK down an elk and I feasted on that and left most of its hide intact on the ground. My clothes were in tatters and smelled like an animal lived in them as they were covered in animal offal, blood and guts. Guards were set up guarding and there was a fight between some natives and the guards and another few groups spread apart. Treasure seekers were all over the wreckage and guns were fired in my direction when I came upon the scene. National guard and others in the fight against terrorism fired at me first as by now I was listed as an international terrorist. I only had my arrows and fired those, it only took one arrow to kill them, but some needed more than one arrow to keep them down.

I did not see the young guy that always gave me food on the plane, but I did see other passengers dead and scattered about. Some of them were ripped in half, but others had no marks on them at all. Many of the guards and others firing at me were injured in some way. Most with just scratches when next to them someone bled out from losing an arm or a leg. Blood was everywhere and there were scavengers stealing bits and pieces of the dead to go and eat it somewhere. Sometimes my arrows would go through a guard and out the other side and go through someone else. I had no control over that and I only had a small rock for cover as I was kind of ambushed as I came up the ancient road and into the area of the crash. Sitting with my back to the rock, I could see that some of the plane and its passengers were dangling from the trees that did grow in this altitude. The air was thin up here, but not as bad as Everest was so long ago. I often look back at my life and realize that every mission could have taken my life at any time and the missions in space more than any others. Did I avert the disaster of the alien invasion or did I just delay it?

A fresh kill of one of the guards was in reach so I pulled one of the guards corpses to me. At first I was thinking of eating him and then I looked through his stuff and found two magazines and pried the gun out of his hand that was empty. Reloading the gun I stuck it in my pants and then took off the guy's shirt and bit into his arm. He was still a little alive, but that did not last long as I drained him of his blood and ate his arm. Blood dripped down my chin and stained the light blue shirt I had gotten out of the dead guy's house. I smelt the fear of those at the plane crash, but the dead and dying was not a new thing to them as many of those from the airplane had slow deaths even if they were skewered upon a tree branch after the plane split apart.

Reaching into the guard's chest I grabbed his heart and pulled it out and ate it. Forgetting myself and going wild, I later found myself with my head deep in his chest feeding on him. I sat for a while up against the rock that was my shield and thought for a little bit. When did this happen to me? It was when I was in the Congo with the giant that had introduced me to human flesh to eat. At the time I did not know, but now that I do know I cannot stop myself from feasting on human flesh. It was also well after I was seriously injured from the alien at the International Space Station and eventually my habits changed after that and then after Paris I became a Tanuki. I also eat many things raw now and I did not do that before. The tomb of Nepsuttep changed me too and no one, but me knows that there is anything there at all. After the sun goes down I drowse and fall asleep, but my eyes are a little open and the animals of the night take away the dead and leave me alone at least, covered in blood.

I am what people call well traveled and I am good with languages. Now, people want to cage me because I am different and so many things are floating around in my head. Magic is like a buzz of bees in the air and I have not used it since that time in Trinidad, which was not that long ago. Now I am here, near Machu Picchu the place where the famed terraces for growing crops are that no one uses the technology anymore and they know it works. We all look at things and innovations, but we want it to be ours so we do not use anything of the old and want a square wheel instead of using the round one available. Archaeologists and anthropologists alike say that Machu Picchu and the Inca all around had no wheel or writing, like that is what society is all about. A thousand years from now people will say that we did not have any writing as our books made out of paper won't last.
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THE WARI CULTURE WAS said to be before the Inca and the Inca are said to only exist for a hundred years, but people have to come from somewhere. In Machu Picchu there is a temple complex that is dubbed the Temple of the Three Doors, Temple of the Condor and a few others, but no one really knows what those are or even if they are actually temples. Without engravings no one would know anyway. Evidence of the workers being buried near Machu Picchu or slaves or servants, valuable enough to eat of the same food that the king or emperor ate, corn being buried close to Machu Picchu was evident but that does not mean that this was an important place as this could have been after the last Inca leader was killed by the Spanish.

There is something like a palace at the top mountain next to Machu Picchu, in fact up the precarious road up from Machu Picchu, at an elevation much higher than the eight thousand feet of the main city of Machu Picchu, maybe about ten to twelve thousand feet. In ten thousand five hundred BC there was a flood all over the Earth. Many places in the world there are cities built at odd high elevations and this would explain it. Being at this elevation it was hard to breath and exhaustion set in quicker than it should have, but I was also tired from the plane crash. Fatigue was heavy and even though sleeping, my eyes remained open. The crash was well above the Machu Picchu site in elevation.

The gash from the grizzly was healing, but any movement pulled on my wound and every movement felt like I was running in a marathon. It was morning or at least the sun was cresting up over the mountain tops in contrast to when night fell and the sun dropped behind the mountain and then was gone. A light fog was rolling in, in the valley far below. The birds were singing and the insects were buzzing and then gun fire was renewed as someone started firing before morning coffee. My body was stiff from sitting up against this rock all night and it took time for me to actually move. Gunk from all the raw food left a sour taste in my mouth that I tried to clear with water and spitting that out. Nothing removed it like hot coffee and I did not even smell that this morning. I had no coffee on me and I did not even have coca leaves as that is what people here did, they chewed coca leaves to take the edge off of life. Coca leaves came from the same plant that would later produce cocaine, but I did not have cocaine either.

Breaking my fast with my cheese, beef and pastrami sandwiches is all that I could do right now even though bullets hit the rock I sat up against and several passed over and around my head. Passengers from the plane still lay in different stages of dying and there would be no one coming to help us at all. Notching an arrow, after breaking my fast, I jumped up and let an arrow loose into a guard and then got another arrow ready and aimed and fired at another person firing at me.  Everyone on the plane by now thought of me as a terrorist. Flies were buzzing, but my tail took cares of those pesky insects as I went in for the kill and emptied my quiver of arrows into many that were trying to kill me.

Pulling my gun out of where I had it in the front of my pants I shot the wounded dead as no help was coming. It was sad, but they should not have to suffer. I felt like I was the grim reaper and then the few seconds it took to kill several people caught up with me and I had to sit down. I fell down to my bottom and then just lay there looking at the the sky. It was bright and would be bright for a while but it was also a little chilly up here, but I was hot from exertion. I was too tired to remove my clothes and so I just lay there in my muggy sweat as the sun roasted me. My kids were still in space and I have not seen them since I was going to the International Space Station. Maybe they thought that I was dead like most of the people here on Earth? The CIA wanted me dead and probably made out that I already was, so declaring me a terrorist was not that hard to do when you owned all of the media.

The sun was hot and I was so sweaty by now after coming in here hot. Flies were everywhere feeding on the flesh of the dead and I was not out that long. Once flies are on the meat, even I am not going to eat it. Moving around the crash site I checked for survivors and by now there were none. Soon the government would send some real professionals to come and kill me, if they were not already on route to my location. After finding that all here were dead from stray bullets or the plane crash itself I went to look at the supplies that the plane normally carries. People's luggage was all over the place as the baggage area was both dumped out during the crash or ransacked by locals. Many had retreated for now due to the heat being too much to be out in the sun. My clothes were in tatters so I removed them when I found a bikini bottom, a mini skirt and white short sleeve button up flannel shirt. I did not button up the shirt and just tied it at the bottom.

*

[image: ]


I FOUND A FEW FULL sized bottles of alcohol, vodka, rum, gin and whiskey. Wrapping them up in random clothes I packed them in my pack slowly. While walking around I carried the gin in my hand and drank from the bottle. It was ice cold and kept the shades of memories away that were trying to crowd in on my mind. I have not felt like myself since all those other Tanuki merged with me. So far they have been silent and I don't know what all of the memories mean to me. How many people have I been? What does this mean for me? Will this happen to me again? I did not know why but drinking the bottle of gin did not quiet the voices of the lost, that is what I am calling them. They hover at the edge, like I have been places that I have not been. Tossing the empty bottle of gin it shatters and the echo draws the eyes of the tourists at Machu Picchu, but maybe that is my imagination.

A blue outline opens up all around me and I see what was and what will be. Is this what magic looks like? Why is being drunk letting me access magic? Was I drunk at the ruins? Yes, I was drunk then. More so wasted now though, or that is what I think right now. I stagger and fall, off a ledge and land on my feet. My feet are bare and so hurt a little and my left ankle is a little swollen so I sit down and start drinking the vodka. Ghost people, I see ghost people or a time before this one. Blue silhouettes of people going about their business. Taking care of the crops, preparing for a spring harvest as the emperor or king ruler winters here. His nakedness arouses my desire and so many women are with him already. My having a tail is a bad omen to him, so he goes to the trap in hopes of saving his people. He is a descendant of Pachacuti and he goes to give most of his wealth to the Spanish and then they kill him.

So many people say that the Inca were around only one hundred years, but I don't think that that is true. Possibly the Inca with an emperor is only one hundred years, but scattered tribes after an emperor in the past was chased from Cusco when it was not Cusco and made palaces in the mountains like Machu Picchu. The Wari tribe was the tribe that lived near and around Machu Picchu before there was the Inca Empire. Beyond man's knowing, Machu Picchu was made and then lost, terraces designed to weather time and the Wari and Inca were in the habit of building on other people's things to claim power over the ruins, but they were not theirs to begin with. Hiram the politician erased some things and destroyed some things in order to bring about his reign in the senate, just like all senators that would come after him. Corrupt to the core, bringing ruin to all they encounter, including themselves.

The bottle of rum is gone and I see things, further back I see water. The ocean covers all and the first thing to be built in the area is the palace above where Machu Picchu will be. Thousands and thousands of people build it, first the terraces and then the piping and buildings. It is a work of art, an engineering marvel and I see all being built. A strange people that kind of look like me and their king looks at me with longing and I remember that I was their queen. Before this though I was lost before the floods took the Earth and made it a waterworld. The heir to the throne was no more than fourteen and so I was lost just after he was born, my son looked at me and knew that I was his mother but in this spirit walk we just shared our sorrow. It was the giants and Cromagnas that took me, not unlike the giant in the Congo. They all had tails like me and were the last of the Tanuki, all of us were hunted because it was a right of passage for the giants in the world. Tipping the vodka up to my lips, I drink heartily and then I see the invasion and the aftermath. The giants destroyed our temples and scraped off the markings we put on everything. Our language gone as our books were lost in the great flood.

Floating up to the plane wreckage I grab several random alcoholic beverages, ten in total and go back to where I was sitting and continue to drink the vodka. Where the palace was, I knew what to do in order to make the portal or gateway active again. There were markings that were erased and I would need to recarve them. I see a little later the Wari tribe claiming the area and Machu Picchu, or the precursor to the tribe, they build buildings and begin to cultivate their corn, sweet potatoes and beans. Their harvests are the envy of all man kind and this causes war between them and the other tribes, but they build a wall to their city on top of the old wall. There was a roof at one time, but the place never gets back its former glory even though a roofless Machu Picchu wows everyone for centuries on.

*
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THEN I AM SHOWN THE time of the sorcerers where even when some of the old men die their bones can still kill you. Many places are off limits and square buildings are built near the round ones to confuse the spirits so that they no longer haunt Machu Picchu. For a little while I see these old men now dead, they were once powerful sorcerers and I battle for my soul and my life. I see their power and I see them removing my soul and my spirit from my body and I fight will all that I have. For a time I am stuck within my blue spirit walk and my body in the real world screams in horror drawing attention from the animals and the people around Machu Picchu in the real. Shamans come to assist me and die, I feel their spirits eaten by the old men that I fight. They are scary and for a time, I am losing the battle and the war.

In this life before being a Tanuki, people called me Jessica Blackstone and sometimes Julia. I had fun with lot's of the boys and they had fun with me.  Several kids are my children and I have grand children too. I have been to Mars and Venus and I have saved Earth from one alien invasion. Behind the corporeal world everything seems quite alright, but the wight and wendigos that live in the spirit are just as alive in this place as they once were in humanity. Their bones are yellow and dry, but they still suck the souls of humanity and try to tear from me my own fragmented soul. My soul is like a puzzle with its pieces scattered about the entire floor. Too many times my spirit was sent about through time to show me or give me pain, but it is because I am not whole that this old man that kills as bones has no grasp of me. Parts of me still wander and carry out lives of their own, without me.

We wrestle on the ground, this spirit and I. So many souls it has taken that it is super strong and we topple loose stones and water splashes around us. This creature was from before, a nephilim and was taken to the depths of hell in the flood but escaped after an earthquake. It rose up through a geizer in the Earth and claimed its bones and waited for people to take its body. The bones still lay on the hill because the people of the area believe that the old ones kill from adventurers coming around and passing through his domain and never returning. He once was a king, but his brother killed him in a rage and took his wife for himself and arranged an accident for his son, so he is mad because his son was never made king even though his son's brother who was his brother's son rose to be king.

To the outside world I moan and roll around on the ground with rips and tears showing up in my clothes and my skin. This battle is a hard one and whatever injures me in this blue haze injures me in the world that everyone believes to be the true world. We fight with our minds, our bodies, our blood, our organs, and most of all our spirits and our souls. He is stronger than I, but I don't need to be strong to beat him, just persistent. I am all that, but he still wounds me and sends my mind back to the before and makes me see all that I have done as those other selves. My spirit has animated thousands of corpses for tens of thousands of years, even before the flood that rid the world of this old man's kind.

The Inca and the Catholic Church are not the first people to impose their way upon the known world to enslave the people and they won't be the last. Truth is always hidden among the common and peasants and commoners and nobles are the same as each and every one of them can become peasants or nobles because of what their ancestors did before them. Most worship the kings and queens and after centuries of rule they become the nobles and the former nobles become the peasants. Enslaved nobles later when free are considered peasants and not nobles even though the kings and queens were peasants in their own lands and kings and queens in the stolen lands. I was once a queen, but now I am just a spy. As a Tanuki and the only Tanuki left alive even though our bodies are suppose to be immortal we can be stuck like this battle that I am having now and never return.

Those that capture us cease to exist and our bodies end up in a place that no one can get to. Many fortresses under the ocean hold captured Tanuki suspended in their curses and destined to reanimate corpses and bring life to those that their souls or spirits inhabit. As last of the Tanuki, I tend to become Tanuki again after a time and am recaptured. All of the others are forever trapped in an unending cycle of death and dying. I feel alcohol poured down my throat from a shaman barely alive and my strength is renewed. The natives of the Americas don't like alcohol and call it spirits, but it seems to be fueling my magic because in this world magic is all but dead and you nearly need to be quite numb to the world to start feeling the magic, that is you need to be wasted to feel magic at all anymore.

In the perceived world or real world as people call it, my eyes rolled back into my head and only the whites of my eyes showed. Froth and blood came from my nose and mouth and my heart was beating faster than the heartbeat of a humming bird. My mouth hung open and whiskey went down my throat, some of it I spit back out all over the three shamans that had tied themselves to my limbs so that they did not get thrown from me and killed. My eyes were half open in this perceived world and half open in the world with the old and smoky man of the yellowed bones that I was fighting. In the perceived world I saw more than ten bodies of shamans impaled upon the trees around us and the tendrils of their souls in the world of the old man fed the old man.

The three shamans that were trying to help me had already received cuts. Two were women no older than twenty four and the other one was a man, no older than fifty. The two women were twins and have some resemblance to the older shaman and could be his daughters. All three had tears in their clothes and their flesh and while the man fought to keep me alive with his spirit and strong drink, the two women rubbed ointments on my clammy flesh. My forehead had a fever and to others not shamans, they would just see me as ill and not realize that I fought an old one that did not like the people and worked for eons to rid the people of the land of their forefathers. He was the one that called the Spanish to the land to destroy the people, a nephilim but not what people thought as a nephilim as he was one of the original ones that the flood was brought here to get rid of, but he stayed anyway.

He wanted my body, but he could not take it before destroying me so he was trying to suppress me. Bones laced with titanium don't snap, but they still hurt when a force is pressed upon them. The old yellow bone man pulled on my eyes and the strain made them yellow and then orange like a wolf's or a strange snake in the wild. My bones were pulled, pushed and bent but not snapped. Deep inside I knew that they were becoming yellowed like the old man and power was within my bones. In the perceived world I screamed and screamed a blood curdling scream. The nails on the chalkboard was pleasant and peaceful compared to the scream of despair, soul stretching, soul crushing despair. From dark black my skin changed to a red, the red of the natives of the land and not a pale red but a deep and dark ocher red, the red of rust and the red of iron.

The old man was trying to steal my power, but iron dampening magic was an old wives' tale told to children so that they believed that the magic of the world that had a core of iron, was gone. Purple vapours left my mouth in the perceived world and the shamans helping me almost died, but their lives were tethered to mine and as long as they remained with me, they would live. Green leaves of trees dried up and died, evergreens went brown and many animals turned to dust in the wake of the purple mist. The mist from the morning, or the fog or fallen cloud neutralized the purple mist and it stopped before getting to Machu Picchu proper. This old man played nik nak on my bones and ripped power from those things that lost their lives to the purple mist that came from my mouth.

Opening my mouth, I bit down on the old man's arm and began to eat. He screamed and an earthquake rocked the world. This unseen force flowed into me the more I ate of this old man with the yellow bones. His fighting did not stop my eating of him and he scrambled to keep his existence, but I existed in more times than him and my Tanuki nature assisted me as without the Tanuki there was no magic in the world and this creature that was him, slowly became a part of me and I, a part of him. In the blue spirit world, the real world and not the perceived world that everyone thinks is the real world, I ate him and slowly but surely all that was left was his head and his spirit brain became a part of my knowledge. In this act, I knew myself and it was no longer hidden from me.

All that I was and all that I am, one within me and the old one, older than all was finally gone from the world and only I would ever remember him and what he has done and tried to do to the humans of the Americas. The land that is lost and the land that is found for me, but lost to everyone else. Those abound that will not tell the story of this time because there are none living that can retell the ancestor story. Linked to the spirits of the land, they get born and then are forgotten or locked up. No one listens to those that know the things of the past because no one wants to do the remembering and there is no one to realize that something major is forgotten. I remember, but my time here is almost over and I must travel through the door and break on through to the other side.

*
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IN THE PERCEIVED WORLD there is a great calm as the three shaman know that I have won the battle despite my clothes being in rags. My eyes are yellow, bones are yellowed beneath a veneer of titanium and my exposed skin is red even though my nipples are the colour of charcoal. I am severally dehydrated but I don't drink water as alcohol bottle after alcohol bottle is given to me as I drink the entire contents. Rum, vodka, gin, whiskey, bourbon and several other bottles I drink and am drunk. Coca leaves are handed to me and I chew and swallow the lot even though most people do not swallow coca leaves. The shaman are naked and before the battle it would have aroused me at least a little, now it does nothing at all and they are not aroused by me. Villagers come and give all three of us robes and the shamans help me down the road and lead me to Machu Picchu where I must go to the palace of kings further up the road and on the mountain higher in elevation than Machu Picchu by at least a thousand or more feet.

The guards at Machu Picchu controlling entrance to what they deem a park, want to get tickets from me and the others but realize who they are and let us pass. My golden orange eyes attract attention but not as much as one might think given it being 2052. The robe I wear is nearly see through with the sun shining bright through it, but no one pays it much mind other than the cursory glance. One or two people disrobe me with their eyes, but they would have done that to me if I was wearing jeans and a t-shirt. We walk on and with magic I renew the lettering that the old one erased to make it look like nothing was written by this culture and I renew the magic in this place. Many look at me and see me as a fiery phoenix, but most see me as the Tanuki that I am. My ears are flat and my tail is bushy and bright. The first gate is into the city and I smell the corruption of centuries of neglect. When it came to the spirit, the Inca were not clean and claimed things that they should not have claimed for their own. I rid the place of the corruption and the sun is brighter here than usual.

Walking on, the four of us have to float across the chasm as the rope bridge to the upper palace has not been repaired that lead from Machu Picchu. Once on the other side we eat of raw rabbit and raw venison. One of the twins offers herself up for sacrifice and drops her robe as she comes to me and I bite deeply into her throat and let her life's blood flow down my throat. Her father and sister look at me in horror as I devour her. After marking her spot, where she was sacrificed, the three of us move on. Sadness overwhelms us as I bring the path to its former glory and at the hidden alter the other twin is sacrificed and like before I bite into her neck and drink her blood. In front of her father's terrified eyes I consume her. It is hard because the twins were to inherit what he had to give them.

In the strangest of all the rituals I become his daughter and heir and he loves me and welcomes me into his inheritance that I receive when he dies. He is sacrificed as I bite into his neck and consume his blood and then eat him. Moments after I have eaten his twins and then him and even his bones have been crushed down and swallowed, I feel his power flow through me and I begin to etch the gateway and restore the eternal palace above Machu Picchu. It takes time and so I sit and drink the rest of the bottles of alcohol as I wait for the etching to complete itself. The land, the Earth, the Planet begins to renew its magic and bring war. Humans are not the plague, but the disease of greed and the nephilim message to the Muslims as its instrument, is. All through time, evil is called upon by the nephilim and a champion to that evil is born. Fairness and justice are used as vices against the people and the land seekers remove the caretakers and do what they are want to do.

Getting up from my repose, I drop my robe and stand naked before the gate. Drinking the rest of the alcohol I am drunker than I have ever been and see the blue tendrils of magic flow in and around me as I do the ancient dance to open the gate. Many learn the dances in this world, but do not know the magic and so after the sixteenth form I begin to sing in a language that I did not know that I knew, the Tanuki first language. It was not the language of men that I sung in right now, but the language of the angels or the language that the Tanuki were given by the angels. This song had a few more notes than usual and could not be performed by humans that have not had a stroke yet.

I did not know why this was the truth of it, but it is what it is. Between the rectangular door frame a blue haze formed and I stepped through to the other side and found a man trapped in there. It felt like forever while I attempted to bring us back and when I was finally back we were not in the right time, but the door would not be built for a while from now as we were in the before time of Earth. The man gestured and I was sent to a place in the land of dragons that I could see in the sky and I was tied up to a post as this is the time I was first captured even though I am the future of the past, the past is the future of me and I am the past of the future. The creature or man I set free is the man I fought before I went through the portal, the nephilim that I beat, beats me as a man. His past self is his future and his future self is his past. He cuts me deeply and set aside my soul that is not whole and sends it out as though it is whole. In trying to take my power he kills himself as I am still he of his past and he is left powerless and his future is not as he turns to dust.
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CHAPTER TWO

EPISODE 2
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I do not know where I am or when this is. It is dark in here but I see my reflection in the mirrors and in the stainless steel surfaces. Steel tables with cadavers or corpses and blankets over some, but this place gives me the creeps. I do not have a body and that concerns me as anyone would be concerned by their visage if it was just a blue fiery ball in the mirror that they looked in. Should it be me as a person or do I exist as a person? Am I a ghost or some strange entity that is in existence in this plane of reality? Do people see me here? Or am I seeable by anyone in this place? Am I still on Earth? What is Earth? In the mirror I see no face and no nose or mouth or eyes at all, but I see, smell and even hear without any ears. It does not smell very good in the morgue and that is what I believe that this is. Many sheet covered corpses are all over the room, a table of stainless steel per corpse. I hover near one in particular and it is not all that fresh but I also smell marijuana in the air sort of hiding under the smell of death. Most of the corpses on the tables have been here at least a few days if not more and the people that work here I can see their breath and hear their laughter as my ball of blue flame hovers near one corpse. I cannot see the two that are suppose to be tending to the dead in here and getting them ready for pickup as I do not believe that any work is ever accomplished in here.

“We should not really be doing this in here, Johnny.” The brown haired girl said to the young guy. Her shirt is wide open as she took a drag of the joint that is between two fingers of her left hand. If I had a face I would have blushed, but I don't. I don't really know what I am right now and it was hard to think about anything. The young man is shirtless and I see that he is only in a pair of white pants. Whether these two are suppose to be here or not, is probably not the point. I see that she is wearing a bra, but she did not fasten it completely. Where their shoes and her pants were I have no clue.

He took a drag from the joint that she passed to him and said something in such a low voice that I should not have heard what he said, but I did. “Of course, no one here will report us.” As he looked at me he took a very long drag and coughed. “What the hell is that? Are we that high, Jesse?” 

Johnny pointed at me and Jesse looked to where he was pointing. “A blue ball of fire?” She said questioningly to Johnny.

The look on his face was part comical and fear, like he had no idea how to feel. It was obvious to me that he is terrified. “Yeah, so you do see it? Not sure what you are, but there is only death in this room. You cannot be for one of these corpses as they all have been dead for a while now, four days at a minimum. This girl here has been dead for four days and no one has let her go to the grave. We are not even allowed to touch her yet. Red tape you see. Evidence is typically collected right away, but this one is hands off. Lived for a while in this hospital and this is our morgue by the way.” I saw him take out a bag of white powder and then he took the sheet off of the dead blonde girl that had to not be older than nineteen. He put down some powder on the four day old corpse of the girl's stomach. It looked like he was going to snort coke off of the naked dead girl.

The girl with her shirt open grabbed his arm, “What the hell are you doing?”

He looked at his arm and then up at her face. “What does it look like? Snorting coke off of a dead girl because a blue fiery ball is in the room and I am a defiant prick?”

The girl looked at him sadly, “All you had to do is ask and you could have snorted it off of me.”

He looked confused, but I had no time for their things as something was pulling me to the corpse of the girl. At first I felt dizzy and tasted rotting flesh in my mouth and my lips were dry and then life flushed into the dead corpse and the skin became youthful. I recall experiencing something like this many times before, but I don't know why I would remember this and then the toes of the body moved at my command. It is a heady experience and thus without thinking I scooped up the two lines on my tummy and snorted them. I am feeling my brain function for the first time and the same with my legs. Falling to the floor is all that I can do on shaky legs as I attempt to get up and fall to the floor. After several tries I am standing and on instinct to clothe myself, I grab a lab coat off of a hook on the wall and put it on and button it up. It is not meant as an only clothing item and so only barely covers my bum. I must be about five foot one and jumping on a scale it reads only ninety pounds and I am super skinny.

My toe still has the tag on it, but I don't bother removing it and crouch down to read the name on it. 'Tammy Thompson.' That is my name I suppose, but I have no real clue of who I am or what I have done in this life. Who was I before this? Why was I a blue fiery ball? My migraine made my eyes tear and Johnny handed me a Kleenex to wipe the blood from my nose. Johnny stared at me too intently and Jesse was getting upset at him, but also looked frightened. I just want to get out of here and so with a strange number in my head urging me on my feet took me to my unknown destination. Going to the elevator like I had been in this hospital before I punched the number for floor eight. Many people got on from this morgue floor and I paid them no mind. Most tried not to be seen looking at me because of my young age, but I felt them looking at me anyway.

*
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AS EVERYONE GOT ON the elevator I moved to the back left corner and two ladies moved to stand in front of me as many looked at me and it did look like people wanted to be close to me. I am not sure what to feel, but I do know that I am super grateful to these ladies for blocking the other eight people that got onto the elevator from coming into contact with me. We are all crammed in this elevator and many people on each floor try to get on but we are at full capacity so they wait for the next elevator as someone presses the close door button. Stopping at every floor on the way up to the floor I was going to  is tiring but it happens and of course that is bound to happen in a hospital. I am not denying that this is the natural course of an elevator, but I am just saying that I feel squished. People still get on when we are full capacity and so the two ladies are pressed up against me and I am hot and numb in some places, hell I am hot everywhere. Even though I am only wearing the lab coat, sweat rolls down my chest and my back and my legs feels clammy with sweat.

I have no money and no purse to put it in and barely any clothes at all, but that is the least of my worries. A name was on the tag that is still on my toe, but I have no connection to my name. I feel like an impostor in my own skin and I am the only one in this body. Was I someone else before? Why was I a blue ball of fire? Am I human or something else and what is human? Are the memories surfacing in my head my own or someone else's? Did I really have junk before? No that cannot be right, but it probably is. Am I one of those travelers in the TV shows that people talk about in elevators? Why are they talking about it when I am in the elevator? I am a girl, fully a girl and was the blue ball of fire my real self? Did I really snort coke that was on this body when it was a corpse. Suddenly I feel sick, like I only just notice that there is a death smell in my nostrils and I did not bother having a shower when I left the morgue. Will people be looking for me and what should I tell them about my brain? 

Suddenly I just want to puke and pee at the same time. The smells of all of the people in this elevator are beginning to bother me. I have my hand over my mouth and try my best to clamp it shut and keep myself from breathing in through my mouth and tasting everyone's sweat. My nose is clogged and all I smell is the smell that made the morgue smell, the smell of death and rot. Rotting flesh does not smell very well and thinking about it is forcing me to gag and as the elevator stops on the eighth floor I barge through and somehow find myself in the washroom. I am on my knees in one of the stalls in the girls' washroom retching my guts out into the toilet. Every time I think about being in the morgue and then being in this body I wretch and awful things come up and I wretch more. After a little while I don't throw up anymore, but after flushing the toilette I have to go and so use another stall as the one I wretched in smells awful. Before getting this body, the girl that I look like now must have eaten the worst things or it is just the natural thing about death and being dead. No one is really meant to come out of death alive and somehow that happens with me. Sitting on the toilette and crapping everything out of my body does not really make me feel better and the smells are real bad. I am thankful that there is no one else in this bathroom. After wiping I go to the sink and wash my hands. Blowing my nose and then washing my face helps with the smells, but they linger in the washroom and so I leave it and head to a room on my mind. Room 803 is stuck in my head and I walk up to the door of an old 95 year old man that looks unconscious but I know that he is not there because I know him.

His family is present and they give me half stares as I am still almost naked. The lab coat does not cover much, I am still without pants and bare feet and still have a toe tag from the morgue on one of my toes. My hair needs washing and I am desperate for a bath, but the old man is intriguing. A doctor is present with the family and the old man and the doctor puts the cover over his head and everyone is crying. The old man is dead and I knew this already and I know all the people that are his family as I was him once. I literally was the old man before I was this girl and most of what I did as him I remember, but in some places it is a little hazy. It is not certain what would happen to me if I told everyone that I was the old man once even if I did remember a lot of what he did in his life, I could be sent to the insane asylum or something worse than that to silence me. Truly I do not want that kind of life, living someone else's life will be strange but in a sense it will still be my life as I do not remember anything of what happened to this girl before I wore this body. He was a war veteran too or I was and now I am a nineteen year old girl and I don't even have ID for anything. Being dead in the morgue for so long I am probably now one of those Ghosts, but I am sure that they would redo me later and I would be back in the system living a life, this life. Not sure what had happened to this girl for her life to be ended so soon in her late teens, but this is my life now. I do not want to be with people that think I am her and somehow everyone will have to think that I have amnesia from this ordeal. Obviously I made a working family as the old man and I was him for a long time so I should be able to make this girl work for me. Whatever type of body I end up being in I must be that role, whatever that means I will be it.

*
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THE FAMILY OF THE OLD man, the veteran of Vietnam and the Korean War, did not want me to be in the room with them as the hospital got ready to remove the corpse of the old man. No one told me the year that this was yet and I do not know the day or the month. Everything is blank for me except that I know when the old guy was suppose to be born and how old he is and so that would make this year 2030 as the old man was born around 1935 and he was 95 when he died. I could be wrong about the year, but that was about it and my memory was foggy on a lot of things as near the end as the old guy I was losing memories due to old age. This fresh brain was good, but the processing of how many times I have switched bodies is making my nose bleed. Obviously some information will be lost and if I make it to old age in this body, like I did with the old guy, some of me will get lost before I die. I cannot tell you anything about why I jump from body to body all the time and that is for another time as I may have known why before but I have no clue now. The hospital is cold most of the time, and after being a blue ball of fire for who knows how long because I don't know, the cool breeze in the hall makes me shiver. I should be hot, but I am not and I do feel cold with the air conditioning making my legs and butt cold. 

It is not see my breath cold but it was a little cold. I feel so weird not having a purpose as I do not know what I am suppose to do in this body or this life that is this girl's life. Yeah, yeah I am that girl, but I am not really her. She worked hard for this body and now she is gone and I cannot tell you where she is as it is obvious that I will never go there. Some think it is heaven, or hell or some space of nothingness and blackness. All dark or all light and that is how you live the rest of your days as a non corporeal being. Just think my last recollection of life is a blue ball of fire that some people here can see and I do not know what to think about that. It is strange, but I suppose that it is not unheard of. DNA will say that I am this girl and most likely no one has invented anything that can tell the difference between spirits and boot me out of a body that is mine now. Maybe someday they will do that, but for now I will live my life as this girl. I am not sure what path I have been set upon. As the old man I was a soldier that signed up for the Korean War and died on the battle field only to become me and then I decided to be in the Vietnam War as well. Not sure why I have a propensity for war as I feel that is what I am about most of the time and it confuses me sometimes.

To always be serving and landing in a body that signs itself up for war. Tammy Thompson is my name right now and the old guy was John McCallister. Out of the corner of my right eye I could see a group of people, one boy younger than me and two people older than me. The boy's parents maybe? They are on a collision path with me and a doctor and a few interns were trying to catch up to them. The couple with them both looked very angry and it was almost like they were angry at me. I am cold and hungry and I don't have the girl's memories that I have the look of. So, anyone that knows her I won't know. There were five or six men and women behind the doctors in military camouflage. I am not certain that everyone was going towards me until the two morgue workers ran passed the entire lot and grabbed my arm.

The girl Jesse was super angry at me, “I want my lab coat back. You took it when you left the morgue.”

By the time that the doctor asked for her labcoat back, the couple and the boy reached me. The guy said, “Unhand my daughter.” Shock was on my face, these are my parents? He had a military baring on him and the doctor let go of my arm. “Where are her clothes?” The lady I assumed was my mother said.

The little boy hugged me, his head reaching passed my chin but I am rather short at 5'1” or thereabouts. “Where is your pants?” He said, his face red as he was hugging me tight and all that I was wearing was the lab coat.

Just then the doctor came up to me and looked into my eyes and checked me over thoroughly. He saw that I did not recognize him or anyone here for that matter. “She might be experiencing amnesia.”

My dad piped up and said something so cold, “Feigning amnesia won't get you out of the last part of your ranger training, Tammy.” What? I am a US Ranger, this girl does not seem to be the type.

Just then a Major, a lieutenant, two sergeants, a corporal and five privates came up to me. One of the privates was holding a uniform for a private in his hands. The Major spoke to me, “Private Tammy Thompson, you barely passed the Rangers training and we would not have given you this opportunity but your father, Colonel Timothy Thompson is well respected among us Rangers and so you will be allowed this last opportunity to impress us. Your face says that you don't even recognize those that have trained with you for several weeks, but it is hoped that you remember how to be a Ranger. At least you are not as fat as you were during training, but 90 pounds. You are not even six and a half stones. Private Gregory Graves help her with her uniform, Rangers, surround Private Tammy Thompson so she can get into her uniform. It better fit private.” The Rangers surrounded me as I removed the lab coat and tossed it to doctor Jesse. Getting dressed was hard and there was no underwear or bra in the uniform, so I was going commando. Once my boots were on, I looked the proper Ranger and the uniform fit snuggly as though someone wanted to play a joke on my former self not realizing that this self was at least three sizes smaller than the girl that I looked like right now.

*
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“NOW FOR THE FINAL TEST.” Said the Major from the hospital to all of us including the Lieutenant, Sergeants and Corporal and especially us Privates. I could tell that no one liked me today and had no sympathy for me being in the hospital. They certainly did not believe the account of Doctor Jesse relaying that I was a corpse and am now not a corpse. All this despite my parents and brother knowingly taking me off life support and not being there when I was put in the morgue. Only reason my parents were at the hospital was to sign papers to release me to the funeral home for burial preparation but an emergency delayed them for four days and so my corpse rotted while I watched it as a blue ball of fire. Right now we were all on a plane at ten thousand feet as that was the training height of the plane even though the mountains below us in a forever sea of white snow were probably eight thousand feet, so a minimum of a two thousand foot drop to the snow that was probably more than six feet deep. When the major was not looking, a private elbowed me in the nose and made tears come out of my eyes. “None of that Private Joey Jenkins. You think that her daddy pulled strings for her to be here with all of you in this final stage of being one of the elite US Rangers to join the 69s?”

“Yes, sir. I do believe that Private Tammy is getting a pass sir.” He looked at me with hate and so I know that this run is going to be trouble and I did not do anything to him. I don't know anything I am suppose to do in this final test and it seems like a waste to put me in this body and this life.

“Do you know that she was declared dead four days ago? Or that that Doctor Jesse says that she just got up and walked out of the morgue?” All were looking at me like they were seeing a ghost. “Have you also noticed that she walks and talks differently than she normally does?” I guess that I would as I don't know how the other girl talked or walked.

“What about the mission, sir?” I said, everyone was looking at me because apparently I was a rebel before and not a true soldier. They should have let my previous self wash out, but my dad was a major influence on the academy or boot camp or whatever I was in as no one actually told me what I did before.

“You are actually interested in that Private?” The Major asked me.

“Yes, sir. I don't remember anything before the morgue, but I am willing to try, sir.” They were all looking at me like I said something disastrous.

“So you want to do this even though you have no clue of what to do, private.” I looked at him as the lieutenant was wiping blood from my lip and nose. His face was really close to mine and I held myself in check not to gulp while he was doing this. I don't remember him starting on me.

“I have an idea of what to do, but I don't remember anything beyond the hospital morgue, sir.” He shook his head at me and frowned.

“It is your father's fault for pushing you so hard that you ended up hospitalized after your fall and you don't remember that. The Doctor was saying that you have amnesia or could have amnesia. All of you will be dropped into the snow at different spots and will have to survive six months out here in the snow and mountains. Private Tammy Thompson, you drew the shortest straw before your accident so it still stands that you get dropped first with the least amount of equipment. Each Ranger dropped after you get's more and more equipment and I will come back in six months. All of you will be dropped more than ten miles from each other. There are about nine or ten of you and there are only three spots left open in unit 69. I am not going to lie, we will be lucky to have one of you survive this as this year a bad blizzard is coming. Are you ready Private Tammy Thompson?” I was not sure how to respond, but I nodded anyway and was stripped of everything but my pants, shirt, gloves, boots and a knife. Everyone there looked like they were never going to see me again and I knew that moment that this task was meant to kill me and being let out first meant that I was to be hunted. At least they let me have a pack with a small parachute, whether it worked when I needed it that would be another story. Unceremoniously I was pushed out of the plane at ten thousand feet.

*
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THE PACK WITH THE PARACHUTE was only on one shoulder and I had to manage in getting the pack fully on in the cold air. My breath was stolen the moment I was in the cold air of the sky. It is beautiful out here, but it is cold and foreboding. Those on the plane probably are tasked with killing me as somehow I was injured enough at the ranger boot camp to die in the hospital or that other me did. I have never been so cold before at least I think that that is the case with me and everything that is going on with me. Many have said that when you are about to die your whole life flashes before you and I do not know what that means for me as I am not seeing anything at all. That soldier that died in the hospital at 95 was me but I don't really recall much of my time in the Korean war and the Vietnam war. I am afraid of what is going to happen to me and not afraid. Maybe I have been many people, but I do not remember any of it. If I was allowed to rest maybe this would be fine, but being back inside a body after being a blue orb or ball of fire is tiring and I feel the weight of this body on my soul. 

I was probably heavier as the guy, but this body still feels so heavy to me. Frost and snow are everywhere and my eyes feel frozen and fogged up even though I did not need to use glasses in this body like I did with the old man, it still is harder to look out through eye balls than it is to look around as a blue ball of fire. I hear the helicopter heading east to my right, which means that my head is pointing south. Some say that people have muscle memory when you just do things, but I have been in other bodies more than this one and spend just as much time as a spirit as I do in bodies. The ground is fast approaching and so what I judge to be a couple thousand feet from the ground, I pull the cord to release my parachute. My parachute does not come and I do not have an emergency shoot like I am suppose to and thus I am bracing myself for impact. It will not be long before I hit the ground and it will hurt. Most likely I will be dead from the impact even though I think there is probably ten feet of snow here. As I fall I look at the area topography to figure out if I survive where I am going from here. South is a forest and that could give me shelter and danger as the wolves are said to be tough in this area, even though I have never been here I listened to a few jests from the others in the helicopter on the way here. I think that they were just trying to scare me, but it probably worked as I am bit scared.

All that I am wearing is a long sleeved shirt, pants and boots. I have a beret, but that will not keep me warm. My hair is rather short and blond and the wind, blizzard and hail that I am falling into has me wet and cold and frozen. I am wearing clothes that are soaking wet and some people have said to take them off and get them dry. But I am not wearing anything else, and it is better that my clothes are frozen to my body than my body getting exposed to the weather if I took off my clothes. While I think on these things I am dropping to the ground fast and even though I am expecting it the ground rushes up to meet me in a splash of snow. Rocks are at the bottom of the snow and the wind is knocked out of me as I hit the bottom of the ten feet of snow. My body hurts all over and I think that I broke something, but until I get up I will not know.

*
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SO COLD LAYING ON THE ice below the snow. The altitude does not help me much at all and I am soaking wet but I do not want to remove my clothing to let it dry with so much going on in my life right now. It is better to have your clothes thick as cardboard frozen upon your body than being vulnerable and naked. My lips are stuck to the ground as I passed out with my mouth open faced down on the ground with snow all over me. Everything aches and it takes me a while to pry my face and lips from the ice on the ground. Shirt, pants and boots is all that I am wearing and I still have the parachute that did not open, someone cut the string so it did not activate my chute. My stomach growls, but I have nothing to eat and my teeth chatter loudly as I feel the cold wind of the blizzard that is just rolling in. I can do nothing for the frozen blood on my lips or cheek and it is dark or getting there. 

It is not that I see the mess that my face and body are in, I just know that I am in bad shape and standing let's me know that I popped my left knee and my right shoulder is out of its socket. I sob but it only creates an echo for the animals in the area to know where I am. My fresh blood many predators probably smell and winter is always a hard time on them, but I don't know why I know that. I feel that I should know why a shelter is important, but I don't know these things as I don't have memories of the normal things. Transitioning from a blue ball of fire into a corpse and now I am that person is not in any handbook anyone is going to write or read any time soon. No one does that, but me apparently. The pain in my head tells me that this transition of Blue Ball of Fire to a flesh sack body is not particular good. Memories of this body's past won't be here for me accept for the ever present muscle memory, but maybe that won't be here either. Before coming to this body it was probably fit when it was alive, but I jumped into a corpse and whatever magic makes this type of thing happen did not include memories of the life that the soul before me had, only this body remains of her and the records show that all of this is me. The life that I jump into is absolutely mine now and it will be hard when everyone expects me to perform with the same knowledge that this girl had possessed. Googling myself will take an entirely new meaning for me. Tammy Thompson, that is me and that is what everyone will have me live my life as. This girl is only nineteen and the hospital being in Arizona meant that I will have to go by Arizona drinking age laws.
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