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Attempts

. . .

dedicated to 

S & E,

sisters,

aunt and uncle,

parents,

whose love and care are immeasurable.

. . .

dearest destination,

in spite of your inviting hand

your gentle words and open door

patiently awaiting my conviction and faith

watching as I hesitate and sway

unrelenting, 

as I doubt and evade

and let my gifted time burn with the moon,

now gazing at an orange sun, I humbly request

your forgiveness and embrace

LIKE WATER DROPS ©
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Part I – The Gathering


[image: ]




THE FOUR SOULS GATHERED upon being summoned. Albeit it could not be a gathering in the common sense of the word, since in their realm there is no space, and no time. But, since it is spoken and written language with which I must contend, so I am to contend with its limitations.

This is what I came to understand. The four were summoned, and gathered...they came together.

Anyone know why we’re here? It was Justice. He looked around at the other three.

I know. I know. A soul does not look. Go with it. I doubt anyone else...a different physical body with a different brain could describe it better than I.

No one? Justice extorted.

Blessing smiled.

Knowledge exchanged looks with Justice and also smiled.

Not Mercy. Mercy was looking at his...for the lack of a better description...at his feet. He did not acknowledge Justice and did not show any sign of being aware of his arrival.

Ahem. Justice again. He stepped closer to Mercy and patted him on the shoulder.

Hello friend. He said with an exaggerated smile. These two were closer to each other than with the others. Perhaps because they were, in some respect, opposites, and perhaps because they understood each other better.

Knowledge’s smile grew. Actually, he held back a soft laugh, for he was well aware of the relationship between those two, not to mention Justice’s general facetious attitude.

They were once one soul, you see. All four. Not only that but there was another who was a part of this one whole. So, yes, it was one who became four...no, five. Justice. Mercy. Blessing. Knowledge. And Independence. 

What divided them? 

“Independence, of course,” I suppose you would say.

Not exactly. It was desire and choice, but yes, Independence’s. 

Independence did not demand separation. Rather, he, or that part of the whole, desired and requested something the rest of the soul rejected. So, it was desire that led to disagreement that forced the separation. 

The disagreement had expanded and grown and led to five instead of one. Yep. Not even two, but five.

Are we to again attempt a reunion? Justice asked and chuckled, committed to sarcasm.

Yes, Knowledge chimed. We are being encouraged to do so. It was the reason we were summoned.

What about Independence?

Independence will return once we four become one. It was Blessing. The ever-optimist.

So you are on board. And I suppose Mercy wants this as well?

Of course I do, Mercy replied. It is what will happen.

Ah, so you are here after all. Well, you and I will have a hard time with, you know, with that. After all, we are opposites.

So we are. On the surface that is. But that is irrelevant, and beside our directive and purpose. Our nature is to be one. 

Justice, Knowledge jumped in. Us reuniting is part of our work. We must reunite and help our kind.

You are too naive, Knowledge. Our manifested living-kind needs a divine bolt to awaken it from its stupor. It is more than what our re-union would offer. 

That is inaccurate. And dare I say you are too judgmental, Justice. Knowledge had an edge too.

I agree about the inaccuracy, Blessing added. Reunions must happen, including ours, and other reunions will follow until our kind returns to its origin. 

Knowledge cleared his throat...yes, in spite of not having a throat. It is true, however, that any re-union would do. It does not have to be us.

Effort is a duty. Truly, Mercy was a master of brevity and of timing.

And I suppose the proposal is for the four of us to descend to the living, to life, again? Justice rather stated.

You know it, my brother. Knowledge half laughed. That is the only way.

Why, Knowledge? Why is that the only way?

It is how we shed what separates us.

Torture, Justice whispered. I have such a hard time being in that state.

Yes. It is because of your nature, Justice. You see and experience the faults and mistakes of our kind more than the rest of us. You absorb and suck it in like a sponge would take water. It all leads to disdain for being in that state. Knowledge again cleared what throat he had. You are sensitive, he added, still smiling, though now rather at the thought that sensitivity is the opposite persona from what Justice attempts to emit and evoke.

We have each other, Justice, Blessing added. That is the point, correct?

That would be the point, but we would have to find one another first. You know that is no guarantee.

It is not, Blessing replied.

And we would have to battle our manifested differences and transgressions, on top of learning to pass without dying. You all know the power of illusions of an end, of death. And Independence will work his magic to prevent it all.

Yes. Nonetheless, difficulties are no excuse. It was Knowledge.

Why are you so quiet, Mercy?

Nothing to add. We all chose to respond and came here. We have a directive and purpose. We must go. That is all.

So, souls have choices and make choices at the behest, or recommendation, of the One. And, with a choice made comes purpose, some goal or goals. There is an inherent difficulty that perhaps too often leads to tragedy. It does not all translate easily into human language or thought but rather into soft intuition, sometimes whispers, that go unheard or misunderstood. The confused living mind.

Regardless, these four, at least, agreed and chose to ‘descend’ and attempt, once again, their reunification.
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Part II – Burach, Kole, Mo


[image: ]




BURACH BEGAN HIS DAILY routine with the usual walk to a hill. He reached its base and hiked its grassy terrain. At the summit, he dropped his cushion and sat on it. The surroundings were plain and breathtaking at once. It was a light green expanse dotted with purple daffodils and yellow dandelions. There was a light breeze. In the distance, the sun had shown a fragment of itself. It was what most would label as the perfect morning, perhaps the perfect moment. To Burach, however, it was always perfect. If it were rain, he would hike up the hill and sit below a large umbrella. If it were snow, he would revel in its angelic touch. If it were wind, he would travel the world on its wings. Hurricanes? Who knows.

It was not something I understood.

Maybe it was the hill, or his personality, or something else. Maybe it was his name. Maybe it had some special meaning, or its pronunciation somehow imbued calmness and euphoria into his mind... b-ooo-r-a-k.... Regardless, he is the happy kind. One way or another he manages it. His smile is virtually constant. Honestly, it’s annoying. But who am I to judge?

Anyway. He dropped his cushion, sat on it, crossed his legs into what he called the lotus pose, and slowed his mind. He was on a mission.

Some miles beyond this hill was the nearest city. It was where he lived. He would awake every day before four, walk these same miles, and perch himself on this hill for a couple of hours. Then, he would return to the city, to his apartment. And then to work at a vegan restaurant. He was a cook. And he was good at it. This ‘we have everything’ hole-in-the-wall restaurant turned a profit only a month after hiring him. This was a first after way too many weeks of loss for a business. Word spread. Another three months and it became THE place for noodles... and falafel, avocado sandwiches, hummus, ramen... It became a fast-food place that required reservations and pre-orders. Imagine that.

Kole walked in about a year after Burach started working at the only-by-reservation out-of-this-world fast food joint. Unfortunately for him, however, the know-how of needing a reservation was not mentioned in any ‘what-to-do’ visitors’ articles he had read. He went there because he was a tourist who had heard about the food... but a reservation? Who would’ve thunk?

So evidently, Kole walked into it through glass sliding doors (to save space) and was beguiled. He liked it. Actually, loved it. The walls were compact wood, maybe even just cardboard. There were a couple of small high-round tables but no chairs, a fridge with drinks, a counter with a few colorful sauces and napkins, and another counter with a register. The place was humble. When I first saw it some months later, its appearance, its lack of extravagance led me to think that it was just another below average place. But for Kole, it was exquisite. Its appearance was modest, to say the least, while its substance was rich. Scents and colors from plants pervaded the space. It was clean and neat and compact.

“What is your number?” asked a young lady standing by the register.

Kole smiled. He was happy and clueless. “What number?”

“Your order number.”

“Oh. Ahmm.” And speechless. “I heard about your place and wanted to try your noodles.” He thought he was convincing, but also he did not know what he wanted to be convincing about. That should not have stomped him, considering he had around sixty years under his belt. Although granted, he acts and looks more like a young and still clueless forty-something, but in truth, it’s more humility and kindness rather than naivety.

“You have to order a day ahead.”

He did not hear the young lady, because she barely caught his attention in spite of her beauty, and oh yeah, her eyes were almost as legendary as the hole-in-the-wall in which she worked. Not brown. Not hazel. Not blue. Not green. Her eyes emanated all those and more and covered more of the white part than one might be accustomed to seeing.

Even though he noticed her eyes and her beauty, it was Burach who caught his attention. Maybe those sixty years were useful after all and provided him with some immunity from infatuation.

Burach was all in white and about three yards behind Spectacular Eyes. He appeared enraptured with his work. Wrapping wraps. Falafel on bread. Vegetables on top. Rolling the bread. Avocado in one hand. Knife in another. Secret house-special sauce. Burach was in his own world, saving the world one wrap at a time, while his presence emanated light and happiness into the hole-in-the-wall. His sight simply invited a smile and a hug.

“Hello!” Spectacular Eyes exclaimed.

Kole cleared his throat​. “Sorry.”

“Well?”

“Right. Can I place an order now and pick it up later? I can return tomorrow.”

“No. You have to call the restaurant’s number and leave a message with your order.”

“Can’t I...”

“Sorry, tourist. That is the only way we do it these days.” She smiled, proud of her position. Far from bored. Perhaps intoxicated by the power to reject.

“What is the number then?”

“It’s outside.” She was a member of the elite force behind the hole-in-the-wall and would not stoop so low as to recite a phone number publicly and readily available.

She looked behind Kole and listened to the order number from the next patron.

Kole smiled and stepped aside, then looked at Burach one more time. Burach’s concentration was impressive. Even more so was his energy. It seemed to emanate and reflect off the surrounding cardboard. In that instant, Kole decided he had to meet and talk to this man, and would wait outside. Perhaps walk around to discern if there were a back door. Perhaps he could wait until closing time.

It was an old part of the city. Streets cobble-stoned and lined with unused railroad tracks. I didn’t know the city at that time, and even after coming to it only heard of the hole-in-the-wall out-of-this-world restaurant after the fact and only chanced up on it. But even if I had known about it, I don’t think I would’ve bothered. For me, it was expensive or nothing, including food. Even at that time when I did not have much, when I was new to adulthood and had only what my lost-soul-for-a-mother gave me: an old brown car and some cash to help me survive half a year. There is something about paying big money. I give to the universe and expect at least as much back. It is my way of investing. It is my way of living, and aspiring, and loving life in spite of adversities. The bigger, the better, and merrier. And new. I’ve always desired the physical experience I had yet to have. That required newness.

So Kole went outside and around the corner.

“Hey. You. Spare a dollar?” It was an older man sitting on a milk crate and on top of flattened boxes. Yes. Flattened cardboard on a sidewalk. A gray beard almost reached his chest. This was Mo.

“Sorry, my friend. I don’t give cash,” Kole replied. “Can I get you something to eat?”

This Mo pursed his lips just a bit and lowered his eyebrows as if saying he had heard this album too many times before. “Sure. I’ll take pizza. With pepperoni.”

“Something without meat. It’s against my practice.”

“You asked. I answered. Pizza with pepperoni.”

Kole looked on, unsure where to take this. He is generous and has a kindness about him. He thought for a moment that he would get the man a pizza without pepperoni but then recalled his goal of meeting Burach. “Sorry friend,” he said and continued around the corner and to the back of the building that housed the restaurant.

Behind the building, he found two dumpsters standing against a red brick wall but no door in sight. It was perplexing to him. There had to be a back door. He searched around him as if he might find a door in mid-air, then turned back to the wall. Still no door.

He walked back to the old man. “Excuse me, do you know if this little restaurant has a back door somewhere?”

“Yeah. Yes, it does. Ahemmm Ahemmm. Go back there.” The old man pointed to the corner. “But this time, walk a bit farther. Maybe another twenty yards until you find the building’s end and some space between this building and the next. It’s a little alley. A wind tunnel. The wind will hit you so hard it will wake you up. The door is around there.”

“Got it. Great. Thank you, my friend.”

Kole walked around the corner with a jump in his step. He felt rejuvenated at the prospect of reaching his goal.

Thirty yards later, the same brick wall continued on. There was no break. It was one building after another, wall to wall, corners indiscernible if not for the slight change in colors.

“There is no break between the buildings,” he told the old man minutes later.

“Where is my pizza?”

“Your pizza? 

The gray-bearded man grabbed a long cane, as wrinkled as him, and pulled himself up and onto his feet. “Very well. I forgive you.” He coughed twice. “There is a pizza place a few blocks from here... ahemmm... I haven’t had one in a while. Come. Buy me a few slices.”

Mo did not wait for a response and started walking, leaving Kole behind and bewildered.

Kole followed Mo down the street’s hill, then onto a crosswalk and through a ‘Don’t Walk’ signal. The man seemed to have no respect or tolerance for such discomforts. Following Mo’s lead, Kole stopped at a sign announcing BellaDicci. A sliced pizza lay on a tall round table. Its colors were magnificent—the bread expressed its yellowness at the crust, red sauce visible on parts with other parts covered with basil’s green and on top some white cheese.

“This is too good to skip,” Mo and his gray beard declared. He took a slice and walked into the restaurant. “I like good food. Only good... Ahhhem...”

Kole opened his mouth but had nothing to say.

“Where can we sit, my friend?” Mo asked the host, cane in his right hand, pizza slice in the other.

“I do not wish...” Kole attempted to express himself.

“Ahheem, ahhem... Let’s take that table.” Mo pointed with his long cane to a distant corner. “Some discretion will serve us well.”

“How can you...” Kole watched as the bearded man walked away to the corner, coughing with every other step.

“We might as well introduce ourselves. Do you have a name?” asked Kole after sitting down.

“Of course, I have a name... ahhemm.”

Kole looked on and waited, then, “Well?”

“Ask a proper question,” the old man said between bites without a trace of annoyance on his face.

“You’re right. I’m Kole. What is your name, please?”

“Mo.”

A slight sense of accomplishment crossed Kole’s mind. He smiled and watched Mo for a few seconds, while the other continued to cough. “Mo. You should do something about your cough. Have you seen a doctor?”

“What would you like, gentlemen?” asked a waiter.

“Large pepperoni,” Mo instructed.

“Change that to one small pepperoni,” Kole corrected. “And one small white veggie.”

“Ahemmm. Ahemmm. Tell me, Kole, why do you want to meet Burach?”

“Who is Burach?” Kole’s eyes opened wider. “Wait... he’s the cook!”

“Yes. So why... do you want to meet him?”

“I’m not sure.”

“Mr. Kole. I am in my latter years, and what remaining time I have has imposed a sense of urgency. Don’t waste our time with junk and useless words. Directness is a virtue.”

“So it’s true... and you know him!” Kole remarked, eyes still open wide with the happy surprise.

“He gives me food.”

This brought Kole back to some reality. He moved forward a bit, narrowed his eyes, and gazed at Mo with suspicion. “You know him because of food? Now you’re not being direct. I don’t believe that is all.”

Now it was Mo watching Kole. “No. You’re right. I need to work with him.”

“What work?”

“Kole, new friend, I’ve been in this life too long.” Mo’s cough interrupted. “I need to do my work and move on. I am running out of time and need his help.”

“You don’t look that old. How old are you?

Mo sighed. “Over eighty.”

“No. I don’t believe it.”

“Suit yourself.”

“You really don’t,” Kole repeated as if insisting. “Aside from your persistent phlegm and your long beard... you can’t have been around for more than sixty years.”

“We’re wasting our words. The point here is that I feel I have little time remaining.”

“Fine,” responded Kole with an even tone and without emotion. “What work do you need to do?”

“Same work everyone needs to do. The reason we all come to this life.”

Kole looked at and considered Mo but did not offer a reply. 

“Unity,” Mo finally offered. “Ahemmm. Ahemmm. We must remove our shells so we can reunite.”

Kole was now rather staring at and watching Mo intently.

Mo looked back and into Kole’s eyes. “I see that you understand. You know what I’m talking about.”

Kole did not flinch and responded without a pause. “Generally, yes, I do. What does Burach have to do with it?”

“You know that as well. He can help me remove my shells, and I his.”

“Then what?”

“Then we are done with this world and we leave it. Ahemmm. Ahemmm. Ahemmm. Maybe even manage not to have to return.”

“Do you truly want to so leave this world?”

“Of course I do. Lousy question. More waste.”

Kole made a good point with his question, but at the time, there were a few things about Mo he did not yet know. Mo, in fact, loved many things about existence. He relished the finer things in life, elements that touched his senses and took hold of his mind. Actually, a prime example is his indulgence in coffee. This comes to the surface only a bit after they have their pizza.

Regardless, in that moment, Kole’s eyes persisted on searching. He was perplexed and curious and his mind made every effort to find the right piercing questions to ask, or at least a comment that prompted a response. “You know, Mo, you will have a harder time leaving this world while disliking it.” He pursed his lips, perhaps recognizing some irony.

“What? Ahemmm. Ahemmm.”

“You know it. Moreover, I doubt that is all you would need to do. Ever more importantly, I doubt it’s as easy as you seem to think... you two helping each other.”

“Wise words, I admit. Are you not too young for such wisdom?”

“Age is not as relevant to knowledge as one might think. But, no, I am not too young. Younger than you, yes. You are ancient after all...”

“Ahemmm. Ahemmm. Ahemmm. Ahemmm. Ahemmm. Ahemmm.”

Kole sat back in his chair and attempted to relax his mind. “I’m glad you see the humor. It was a bit rude of me, however.”

“Not to worry. Consider yourself forgiven again. After many years, one has less energy to waste. And, forgiving is in my nature, in spite of what persona I evoke.”

“Thank you.” Kole, unconvinced of the last part, put on a skeptical smile. “I am sixty.”

“Sixty? My eyes said forty, but yours, your eyes, say, yes, sixty.”

The pizzas arrived.

“Sir,” Mo spoke to the gentleman waiting on them. “Please place another order for a small, the one with basil and white cheese, but to go. Ahemmm.”

“That is yours to pay for,” Kole interjected.

“So be it,” Mo said, surprising Kole after considering Mo’s state and where he first saw him. “Let us eat,” Mo continued with barely a pause. “Perhaps we will continue this talk on the way back to see Burach.”

~~~
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“Do you know him?” Kole asked about Burach about a half-hour later after finishing eating.

It was a sunny spring day, around mid-afternoon. In spite of the city hill they now had to ascend, their stride was brisk.

“No.”

“What?” Kole asked with a quick turn of his head. It did not make sense.

“Kindly don’t waste your words. Don’t waste questions.”

“It does not make sense. Do you simply sit there, wait for the food and collect money?”

“I don’t collect money. Ahemmm. Ahemmm.”

“But I thought you’re homeless.”

You’d think Kole’s assumption would have at least led to Mo stopping, but instead, Mo maintained his pace and continued up the hill. “I’m not. What made you think that? It is a question to ask yourself, not to answer.”

“You were sitting there by a crate and on top of dirty cardboard. No chair. And you asked me for money, and food.”

“Those do not equate to homelessness. I have my reasons.”

“What reasons?”

“As with you. Ahemmm. Ahemmm. I sit there for the opportunity to spend time with Burach, and I like the food.”

“Aha. Right. Your work.” Kole made a small jump, finding himself excited that he was getting some information, albeit feeling like he was pulling teeth. “How... how do you do your work with him? And why did you decide to work with him?”

“Good questions.” 

A moment passed. Kole waited, but Mo did not elaborate.

“And?” Kole asked, stretching his word.

“I meditate. I have visions. And I dwell on my dreams.”

“Great. Then what? Did you see him in a dream?”

“Ah. Do you smell the aroma?”

Kole stopped. Looked around him, searching with his eyes and sniffing for a distinctive aroma. “I don’t smell anything different.”

Mo did not stop, and Kole hopped a few steps to catch up. 

“Come now. Stop and smell.” More coughing.

Kole stopped again. “Roasting coffee?”

“It is incredible. Coffee’s aroma is seraphic. And it’s even better when you can consume it with company. Come. You are my company today.” Mo swung a wooden blue door. “This is the place,” he said. A chime rang a few tones. “You’re buying us fresh and thick coffee made the old way.”

Kole smiled behind Mo, at the man’s strangeness and audacity, at his age, at the wrinkled and crooked cane rising to his shoulders. “With pleasure,” he whispered. 

“Coffee for you, Mo, tea for me.”

“Suit yourself.”

Mo requested a small size and then moved to sit.

“Are we sitting here?”

“Of course. It would not do to walk and drink.” He placed the pizza box on a sill by the shop’s glass window—an expansive window from corner to door, painted with letters and saucers and cups below wavy lines alluding to rising smoke.

The two sat by a tiny round table. Mo held an undersized decorated porcelain cup, appearing too small and delicate for his bony hands.

Kole waited and waited. Eventually, he leaned over the table and held his hands together. “About Burach,” he said.

“What about him?” Mo asked with no change on his face as if it were a sincere question on his part.

“Why do you think he can help you?”

He put down the coffee cup, coughed once, then said, “I cannot do my work alone.”

“Why do you think he will want to help?”

“I think it is in him to do good work. To help. Ahemmm. Ahemmm. As important, I will be helping him as well.”

“How did you find him?”

“Not important. No matter. I did not. He found me.”

“What do you mean?”

“He moved into the same building I live in. Now, mister, we need to move on to useful information.”

Kole nodded a few times. “Alright...”

“I believe he and I met in a past life.”

“Past life?”

“Wasting your words and breath again. Every click in a clock’s large hand brings us closer to doom.”

“A bit too dark, don’t you think?”

“Truthful. There is urgency in this life, and we all need every ounce of energy, every breath, every second.”

Kole moved his right hand a bit, showing concession, wanting an answer. “Why do you think you met in a past life?”

“He is too familiar. Ahemmm. Ahemmm.”

“Is that all?”

“If there is more, it would be between him and me... not for you.”

“Fair. I ask, however, because there is a chance that I met him as well, not in this life. If so, then it may mean that you and I are connected in some way.” Kole smiled.

“Wouldn’t that be a hoot.” He chuckled, then shook his head. “But no. I don’t feel we met before. I would know.”

“You could be missing something.”

“Correct. Ahemmm. Ahemmm.”

“Then we should explore, don’t you think?”

Mo picked up and tilted the relatively small porcelain cup and finished the last few drops. He stood with the cane in one hand and grabbed the pizza box with the other. “I must now return to my work.”

Kole followed. “I will accompany you.”

“If you wish.”

When they made it to Mo’s spot, around the corner from Burach’s employer, they found a younger man sitting on the crate. 

It was a funny sight, considering our world’s contemporary views of property and ‘mine’ and ‘your’... that is, how does one come to own a spot, or a corner, or a sidewalk.

For Kole it was at the minimum curious. He contemplated Mo...  What would Mo do? What would anyone in such a position do? 

“Ahemmm. Hello, friend.”

“This your spot?” the younger man asked.

“I would say it’s anyone’s spot. Can we join you?” Mo asked. 

Kole was surprised. By then he had come to know a little about Mo, enough to draw a picture of a certain personality and attitude.

“No. No. It’s your spot if you put the cardboard here.” The man stood up, then lifted the crate, held on to it tight, and embraced it as if it were a dear part of him. He stared at Mo and waited.

“Take it. I have no need for it. Ahemmm. Ahemmm.” The old man said, continuing to surprise as Kole watched with a sparkle in his eyes and something of a smile.

But the younger man did not move. In fact, he stared and stared, waited, wanting more. He shifted his eyes ever so slightly and barely for a split second to look at the pizza box in Mo’s right hand. Silent words traveled in the air between the two. Mo seemed to hesitate. He looked at the box, then coughed once or twice, and extended his arm to hand over the box.

The younger man grabbed with heft and speed and ran off around the corner and down that hill.

Mo coughed some more, said nothing, then lowered himself with his cane’s assistance and sat on the cardboard. “Sit,” he instructed Kole as if nothing had happened.

Kole had to recompose and bring himself back to what he had wanted to do with Mo. He looked at where Mo pointed and again noticed the remaining flattened cardboard. With reluctance, he gazed at it. “It’s filthy. I’m not sure I can...”

“Ahemmm. Ahemmm. Sit yourself down.” Mo moved a few inches to his right.

Kole slowly bent down as if allowing time to pass would help improve the conditions. He brushed at the cardboard a few times.

Now Mo turned about ninety degrees. “Sit yourself already, and face me. Ahemmm. Ahemmm. We will find out if our paths crossed.”

Mo gazed at Kole and looked into his eyes. Kole returned the favor.
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Part III – Introductions
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I MET THOSE TWO and Burach some months after that encounter. But it was this eye-gazing fling, I was told, that convinced Mo.

Of what? You might ask.

Of initiating the circle and pursuing what they decided was the goal.

Mo saw that he had, in fact, encountered Kole in the past. Several times. Yep. Several times over several lifetimes. And that meant, to him at least, that they had a mission together.

Mission?

Yes. Mission. Far out, right?! 

These... oh, I don’t know, men, believed in souls. That it’s all about souls, and souls rejoining, like drops of water becoming a larger drop, then a puddle, a pond, a lake, an ocean. From the tiny many to the larger one. Oneness. And, like drops of water being all the same—all water—so are we all the same—all souls, or rather, all soul.

What?

Exactly. That’s me too. Nonsense.

Regardless. Back to Kole and Mo. At that moment, Mo had not yet had a chance to do something similar with Burach. He was apparently being cautious and wanted more assurance. So he kept some distance in spite of living in the same building. He went as far as accepting food and saying a few words. But with Kole’s help, he saw more. And then, demanded that they work together, the three of them. Apparently, his old age provided some deference, despite the claim about age being not so relevant.

And what did he see exactly?

You see, apparently, looking into and through another’s eyes is a trip. It can take the looker into the other dimension. It is a portal, similar to a candle but also different. This I learned eventually. And how is it that they know about this eye-bonding trip? Apparently it wasn’t anything exotic, just plain interest, curiosity, drive, desire, annoying questions, years and age, encounters. They had been at it for years, learning a little at a time, small steps. I’m sure when they were kids, ages ago, and if ever they were kids, they drove their parents crazy.

No matter.

While gazing at... into, Kole, Mo first saw an encounter from their most recent past lives. Alas, Mo thought. He was but a little child of fewer than four years, and Kole was an old, old, old man. The encounter had come too late. They could not work together. So, Mo decided to investigate Kole's preceding lives. There, the encounter was almost significant. They were friends, grew up near each other, as neighbors both living in mud huts somewhere arid and bright. He searched deeper and further yet, life after life, eventually coming to a time when the two had attempted something to alter their surroundings.

Mo recognized himself through Kole’s eyes, in that distant life, saying something about sorcery. That he needed Kole’s help to shed... yup, you guessed it if you tried to guess... to shed his shell, his body. But in that life, Mo talked about shedding his shell and Kole’s. And Kole was on board. They were partners.

On the sidewalk, by the restaurant’s wall, Mo persisted. It seemed to him that they failed, and he wanted to know why. He assumed they failed at their mission since the two had subsequent existences. Many. In other words, he seemed to assume that, in some of his other lives, he knew and understood the “mission” but did not manage to achieve it.

Similarly, with Kole. It seemed they both drank and liked the same juice.

One thing about this work is that both of those involved saw. Kole was seeing his past selves through Mo’s eyes. He felt the experiences, the struggles, the goals.

In one instant, Kole felt, or saw, three men standing near one another. One was Kole himself. Another, to his left, he recognized as Mo from that life. The third, however, was not familiar, and his image came across hazily. It was a person, a soul, whom Kole had yet to meet in his current life, and so his mind could not identify.

These three were standing near each other, each with a horse by his side and a few hundred men behind them. An army. They were in battle form but set to hold their positions rather than advance.

Across the expanse, Kole saw another, on horseback, pacing gently across the opposing front-line of another army. They were also holding their positions. A truce, an agreement for peace, seemed within reach.

This past-Kole turned to look behind him. He saw armor, spears, and swords throughout and three distinct banners, each a different primary color, arranged in three columns. Both hope and suspense hovered above, indicating the fragility of peace and the possibility of another outcome.

Kole felt a move from the one he recognized as Mo. That man said to Kole he did not like what was to happen, that he felt danger coming. A danger beyond the battle.

The Kole by the restaurant willed his mind and inner eye a bit forward in time, from that instant—moments, hours—from the three and their horses to see what transpired, curious about Mo’s warning versus the hope he felt.

Another soldier, one of their own ranks, advanced from behind and moved between the three. The first three suddenly moved apart, and it was not long after that they pointed at each other. The army imitated its leaders, divided its ranks according to their banners, and began a battle within.

In that instant, Kole snapped out of the trance, not wanting to see more, avoiding knowledge of the final outcome.

“Ahemmm. Ahemmm. You saw three,” Mo said.

“Four.” Kole shook his head, feeling the undesirable vision on the edge of his mind. “The fourth interjected and...” He stopped before finishing the thought.

“The third is more important for now.”

Kole did not reply, still preoccupied.

“Ahemmm. Kole.” Mo attempted to awaken Kole from his anxiety-ridden mind.

“The third? I don’t know, Mo.” Another thought transpired in his mind. “The fourth...What if it’s Burach...” Kole began to ask. “I mean, I feel he is not familiar to me. This is the first time I see him and...”

“What if Burach were a part of this work? What if he’s the fourth, you fear?” Mo ventured into Kole’s fear. “We would have to look. Ahemmm. But I doubt it. You saw him already. You know his face. You would have recognized something about him. And, I would have recognized him.”

“Right. True. But maybe the fourth, the soldier who interjected...”

“Hello, Mo,” Burach said, appearing out of nowhere, standing opposite the wall and facing them. 

He startled Kole, who jerked his head to look up. It took him a moment to recognize and acknowledge Burach. “Hello,” he said while moving to stand and introduce himself.

“Mo, I brought you your usual,” Burach said, then turned back to Kole and smiled. “Sorry, friend, I did not know you were keeping Mo company. Else, I would have brought you something as well.”

“That’s generous of you. It’s not necessary... umm.” Kole seemed to have second thoughts and worked to rescind his words from his tongue. “Actually, I would love to try something from you, Burach. A wrap, perhaps.”

“A wrap, it is. I should be done in another three hours. Will you be here?”

“Absolutely.” Kole smiled back.

It was not dark yet, but the sun had set. 

After Burach returned to the restaurant, Kole addressed Mo. “I think we should try this with Burach.”

“I see enough reason in that if Burach agrees.”

“I mean the three of us together.”

“That we cannot... Three pairs of eyes cannot look at each other.”

“I know of another method,” Kole replied quickly.

~~~
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While the method Mo had used and its basis were not foreign to Kole, the magnitude and the significance Kole felt, however, were at a level different from any he had experienced in his forty years of adult life, or for that matter all that he remembered from his entire sixty or so years. Regardless, the hours moved as slowly as a snail might, for Kole at least. He watched the wall, walked away from it, and back. He went for a walk around the neighborhood and returned to find Mo unmoved and occupying the same spot on the cardboard.

“Sit,” Mo commanded at some point, feeling an unavoidable distraction from Kole’s absorption. “Stop your thoughts from dwelling.”

“This is too significant, Mo. Considering our numerous past encounters of truce, peace, violence, we both know that our paths crossing today is not a simple coincidence.”

“No. And your pacing and anxiety do not change that one way or the other.”

When Burach finally did walk out of the restaurant, Kole jumped at the sight of him. Burach only smiled and motioned for them to follow him back into the restaurant. With the shop closed and Spectacular Eyes gone, it was only the three of them. Burach locked the door, pulled a blind down, and to Kole’s dismay, began cleaning counters and putting away food. 

“Can I help?” Kole asked, wanting to keep himself busy and to get to his preoccupation faster.

“That is generous of you, but thank you. Please be comfortable. I will bring us something to eat shortly.”

Mo chuckled and coughed.

“That is unkind of you,” Kole whispered to Mo.

“Is it? Ahemmm. Ahemmm... forgive me. Perhaps we can discuss your home and the country from which you come.”

“Small talk? That would be wasting words, wouldn’t you say?”

“It is more wasteful to spend moments with anxiety occupying your mind and heart.”

Burach finished his work and came to them carrying three wraps. He set them on the round table between them. For Kole, the food only meant more waiting. With some incredulity, he watched Burach while battling in his mind between the push for questions against minding his manners.

The questions waited.

“I made this for you, new friend.” Burach moved toward Kole a white plate painted with yellow flowers and with a green wrap on it.

“Thank you, Burach,” Kole said.

“Excellent,” Mo started. “Let us appreciate this moment and the opportunity to have a meal together.”

One bite from that green wrap was all it took to transform Kole’s mind and evaporate his preoccupation.

It was—is—true. Burach is one heck of a master. Kole later described that bite as an experience from another world. It awoke and released his mind from the clutches of those visions of the past. The combination of colors, aromas, and flavors was too good. A layer of creamy red sauce sparkled between something white in the center and the green wrap itself. Somewhere inside the green were basil and mint. Kole later told me that it could have been a spell, a charm, that food had such effect if prepared well, and that Burach had that touch. Looking and sensing the wrap, he thought nothing of the visions from earlier until Mo finished his food and asked Burach a question.

“Burach, kind and Ahemmm. Ahemmm... generous friend, have you met Kole before this day?”

“No. I cannot say I have, not in this life.” Burach closed his eyes momentarily. His smile persisted like a permanent etch on his face—humble and content, not the creepy or annoying kind. “He is a friend, that is clear, just as you are, Mo. I am certain we worked together somewhere in a past time.”
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