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​Chapter 1

"Jeremy, you bastard!" Sheila jumped up as her scream got washed away in the yelling and laughing that came from near the pool.

"I didn't do it," said the accused person who tried to keep the rest of the chilled soda in the glasses he carried. "Not on purpose anyway. Someone bumped into me!"

"Sure, and I'll believe that!"

"It's true, miss," a middle-aged woman came to Jeremy's rescue, "I was looking for my children and didn't see him. Are you all right?"

Sheila felt immeasurably stupid. "I'm sorry for you, ma'am," she said and then looked apologetically at Jeremy. "Sorry I yelled at you but my back's all sticky now so I have to go wash that off."

"Not just your back," Jeremy noticed as he saw the soft-drink glisten on her butt and down her legs. He hadn't planned on splashing a drink all over her but the result was amazing. "Want me to come with you and make sure you're clean?"

Sheila first looked at the woman who had triggered all this. "I hope you find your kids soon!" she called out after her. The woman, who had walked on already, turned and waved. Then Sheila took a glass from Jeremy's hand. "Let's drink these before they warm up. Then we'll go for a swim. But no hands-on checking, okay? We're naked here, but we're not in private." Jeremy nodded and grinned. He'd learnt a lot about being a nudist already, Sheila thought to herself. And so had she, thanks to last year's events that had brought her here, to the Mighty Oaks nudist resort. As she didn't want to smear the soda that clung to her behind on her towel they remained standing.

"Have you seen Mike and Wendy?" Jeremy asked.

"Not since they left," Sheila said. She looked around and didn't see their friends, but that wasn't a big surprise; the weather was wonderful so lots of people had come out to enjoy the undressed freedom. Families, singles, young and old, for everyone there was something to do (or not do) in the park. "Maybe they went up to the waterfalls."

"And we're not going there," Jeremy said. The waterfalls had been the spot from where Sheila had disappeared from the park for months as they were searching for her friend Josy. Ever since the two had returned, Jeremy carried a very strong grudge against the waterfalls, which was a shame. The falls were in a beautiful part of the park where Sheila loved to go.

"Not even to find Josy?" Sheila teased him as if she could read his mind.

"Nope," her boyfriend insisted. "She's not here so there's no need for that."

For Sheila, Josy was the blueprint of a naturist, and the fact that she'd vanished in the park had brought Sheila here. At first she had refused to take off her clothes, but as she realised that people were staring at her for being dressed she's taken the bold step to go naked, and since then she had 'converted' to being a naturist, or nudist, or whatever someone would call it. Living the clothes free life had become something that she looked forward to. Sheila glanced at Jeremy and thought of how he had come here as well, together with their mutual friend Lizzy, and how he'd taken to being naked as well.

"Is something the matter?" the young man asked. "Is Acaraho talking to you again? It's not like I'm wearing something that belongs to you."

"No," the woman with her long, blond hair grinned. "He's not here. I'm just looking at you and I like what I see." Her hair was why her Native American spirit guide Acaraho had named her Shíile Isshiiá, Yellow Hair, in the language of the Crow tribe that he'd belonged to when he was still alive. In Sheila's veins flowed Crow blood too, from her mother's father. She emptied her glass, dropped it in the grass next to her towel and said, "Last one in the pool is a snail." Then she ran, laughing, knowing that Jeremy would try his best to catch up with her. He always tried, but only won if she let him. Today she was in a fantastic mood so he won.

***

After the swim Sheila and Jeremy returned to their towels. To their surprise they found Wendy there, together with Mike, and also a cooler-box with ice cream. "Hey, guys," said Mike as he waved a lazy hand. "We thought you might need to cool down a bit, seeing how much you still have the hots for each other." The man still looked like a hippie lost in time. Wendy's influence had made that his beard looked cared for a bit better, but that was all that had changed.

Wendy, Sheila's friend who'd always been a nudist without Sheila knowing, grinned. "We were up at the falls again. It's so nice there, so quiet. You should come along next time. Even you," she poked her finger at Jeremy. "There's no one lost, Sheila's not hunting for Joey any more, so things are all safe."

Jeremy tossed the lid from the ice cream cup into the cooler-box. "That's what you say. I don't feel like taking a risk." He looked at his girlfriend who pretended not to notice.

"You should stop being to manically protective about her, Jeremy." Wendy then lowered her voice; not everyone needed to hear what she was about to say. "We don't have a clue what happened a year ago, nor how Sheila managed to slip away from our time and into the one where Josy was. Who knows if there are more ways in which she can make that happen?"

"Hey, I didn't make that happen," Sheila objected, "it simply happened. And I don't plan on doing that again." She was convinced that strange time-jumps like that one could only happen if she really wanted them to occur, and once was really enough for her. Involuntarily she touched the scar on her right thigh which would remain a permanent reminder of that prehistoric experience. A big, wild, lizard-like animal had kicked her and torn up her leg badly. It was a miracle in its own right that her leg had healed so well. She knew that Jeremy was staring at her leg now and fought the urge to cover most of the scar with her hand. It was there to stay and she'd have to live with it.

"I'm sorry, sweetie," Jeremy then said, and pressed a kiss on her cheek. "I'll try to be better about this, okay?" The kiss caused a lot of grins but Sheila didn't mind them at all.

"I'll remind you when you forget," she promised. "And you can show me your good intentions." 

Her boyfriend looked at her, knowing what was coming. It took him a deep breath and a lot of power to nod. "Okay. We'll go to the falls."

"Now," Sheila added.

"As soon as I finished my ice cream," Jeremy said. "I'll never understand how you can eat that as if it's a hot-dog."

"I have good teeth," Sheila said and grinned her biggest smile. "Benefits of working at a dentist's office, you know."

Mike shuddered at the thought. "I can't understand how you live like that. Hearing the sound of that drill all day... man, only thinking of that gives me the creeps."

Sheila laughed. "And you don't even know how much I enjoy all the moans and screams of people!" She didn't, and everyone knew that, but the moment just asked for the comment. All of the friends then cheered Jeremy on to get the ice cream done, after which they picked their few things up and left for the waterfalls where they spent an enjoyable hour, talking, swimming and jumping from the overhang into the small lake below. The day was too short of course, and because it was a Sunday they had dinner together before they left for home.

As Jeremy pulled his car into the street where Sheila lived, he asked, "Want me to stay tonight?"

She grinned. "I like how you don't invite yourself in every time. What time do you have to get up tomorrow?"

"6:30."

"Jesus. That's too early for me. You can stay but don't you dare wake me up when you have to get going!"

"Promise," he said and switched off the engine.

***

Sheila woke up alone. For a moment she felt like kicking herself for telling Jeremy to leave quietly; she'd have loved to say goodbye, but the extra hour of sleep was nice too. "Acaraho?" she asked.

"Yes, Shíile Isshiiá?" Her spirit guide responded immediately. She was still impressed with his presence that was always there when she needed him. Well, almost always. A year ago when she'd been looking for Josy it had been difficult to get in touch with him several times.

"Life's good," the dental assistant said. It probably meant nothing to him but she needed to tell someone.

"Your friend is a kind person. You and he fit well together." The Native American never revealed much of his feelings about her relationship with Jeremy. Maybe he didn't even had any.

"I wonder if we'll ever get married," Sheila wondered out loud as she left the bed. On purpose she stopped by the big mirror and looked at herself. Despite being a nudist for so long she still sometimes had a little urge to see herself naked and confirm that she looked okay, even when that didn't really matter. It was for her, not for others. Okay, for her and Jeremy. She nodded at herself and headed for the kitchen where she found coffee made, and a note from Jeremy telling her that he loved her. "He's so sweet!" As she rummaged around for the rest of her breakfast she noticed that Acaraho hadn't reacted to her wondering about marrying Jeremy. He probably didn't know, or didn't plan to tell, so asking again wouldn't help.

The day at the dental office was a regular one. After picking up Josy, as usual, there were teeth to look at, complaints of people to listen to, and explaining several times that owning a toothbrush wasn't the same as actually using one.

"I should record a video of that," she sighed as the last patient had left. "If someone wakes me up tonight, the first thing I'll start talking about is a toothbrush."

Gary, her boss and owner of the dental practice, laughed. "I'd love to see that."

"You are not going to be in my bedroom, Gary," Sheila commented.

"Hah, no, I mean that video. I'm sure you'd be a hit on the Internet!"

"Oh, get real." Sheila wondered if she should kick Gary for that. Best not to. Kicking a boss had a bad influence on work relations, and after her being gone for half a year on the search for Josy they both should be glad they had gotten their jobs back. In a flash she remembered how odd that had been, because in her own perception she'd been gone for a few weeks at most. Time was a strange thing.

"I'll bring the camera tomorrow," Gary said as he walked out of the room with the chair and into his office. "Practice your voice tonight, Sheila!" He laughed far too loudly at his own joke.

Sheila sighed as she went looking for Josy, who also worked there. The oral hygienist sat cross-legged on a couch in the waiting room, reading a newspaper. "Hey you, been waiting long?"

Josy put down the paper and got up. "No, just a few minutes. What was Gary laughing about?" They left the practice as Sheila told Josy about the toothbrush video, and she had to laugh at that. "He's bringing a camera tomorrow, trust me." As Sheila didn't react to that, Josy asked, "Hey, Sheila. You okay, girl?"

Sheila unlocked the car. "Yeah, I'm okay. It's just that a moment before I left I got hit with what happened last year, you know."

Josy fell silent as they slipped into the car seats; she just nodded. The experience had made the closest of friends of them, and they had talked about it for hours. Still they were occasionally shaken up by it. Once Josy had suggested to talk to official counsellors about their 'trip', but Sheila had refused that. "They'll think we're nuts and we may end up locked up in some ward." Josy had agreed that such a risk wasn't worth it, so they had discussed things only with their friends; the few people who knew what had really happened.

"I know," Josy said as they were almost at her house. "Want to come in and talk about it?"

"Nah, thanks. Jeremy's coming over, we're having dinner with my parents."

"Oh, we're really going for the altar, aren't we?" Josy laughed. She knew Sheila wasn't a Christian and she'd never get married in a church. It would probably be an official marriage certificate and some witchy ritual in a forest, with a bunch of her friends who were mainly Wiccan, shamanistic and from other assorted pagan paths.

"Maybe," Sheila shrugged as she pulled over. "You'll hear, promise." She didn't feel much like laughter after the severe flashback.

Josy hugged her friend. "Just take care, Sheila, and don't brood. Jeremy knows what happened as well, talk to him if you need to. He's a good guy for you. See you tomorrow."

"See ya, Josems, have a good evening!" Sheila waved at Josy as she walked away, and then drove off. The sooner she got home, the longer she could be out of her clothes before they were scheduled for dinner with her parents.

***

As she entered her apartment, Jeremy lay naked on the couch. He seemed to sleep. Sheila had already taken off her clothes, as was her habit lately. Even in autumn she'd grown accustomed to it; only the winters were a bit too cold for that despite the heating in the house. There always was a nasty chill in the air then. As she sat down on her towel, Jeremy woke up. "Oh... damn... I fell asleep, huh?" he said as he scrambled up and hugged her. "Sorry."

"Don't worry, Jeremy, I'm glad you're here," Sheila said. "How was work today?" She looked at his hands. He worked at a car body shop and often his hands and fingers were full of scratches and bruises. Today they weren't too bad though.

"Nothing special," he shrugged. "Just that I got a raise and something of a promotion."

"What?" Sheila threw herself at him and together they fell off the couch and rolled over the floor. "You're almost management now?"

Jeremy laughed. "Hardly that, but I'm assistant work-planner now, so that's pretty cool."

"Mom and Dad will love to hear that. Do your parents already know?"

"Yeah, I called them before I passed out here, they were happy too. They send their love and demand to see us in a few days." Jeremy's hands rested on Sheila's bare back. "You know, I can't believe that I'm here. With you."

Sheila kissed his nose. "Nor can I, but sometimes things just happen, don't they?"

"I had a cruch on you for long, Sheila." He'd told her so many times already in the year they'd been together, and somehow it still seemed to be a big thing for him.

"And I never noticed," she said. "You hid your feelings well, mister. Now come. We have to shower and look pretty for the evening." She rolled off him and got up. "And I demand that we shower together."

From his position on the ground Jeremy looked up at her. "You can't get any prettier than this, Sheila Williams." Then he got up. "I love you, babe. It'll cost you a kiss to make me move." She didn't have a problem with that.



​Chapter 2

After a week of work, enhanced with a flat tire on Sheila's car on Wednesday and a visit to Jeremy's parents on Thursday, the weekend was finally there. Sheila and Jeremy were on their way to the Mighty Oaks where they'd meet Josy, Wendy and Mike for a big party that was organised at the resort. They'd also stay at the resort, in one of the small bungalows they'd rented for the weekend.

"It's a bit odd that we haven't heard from the coven lately," Jeremy said as he manoeuvred his car around a swerving Beetle in which people were having more fun than attention for the road.

"Yeah. Maybe they're all busy with other stuff." Sheila knew it wasn't so. Since the strange happenings with Josy and her, most others from the witchy group had slowly but in a painfully noticeable way reduced contact with her. The same had happened to Jeremy not much later, after he and Sheila had announced to be a couple. "Maybe Wendy knows more about that."

"Or Lizzy," her boyfriend confirmed. Lizzy was the only other person of the original group, apart from Wendy, who had been in on most of what had happened. "She might be there tonight too."

"We'll see." Sheila leaned over and kissed his cheek. "Whatever happens, we'll be fine. We have a bunch of good friends."

It didn't take long for them to reach the entrance to the Mighty Oaks. Since they were members now they had their code to come in, and as soon as they had closed the gate behind them they took off their clothes, put towels on the seats and then drove to the parking lot all nudist style.

"We're not the first ones in," Jeremy grinned as he had to drive his car to a far end of the parking lot. After leaving the car, he held the small case with things they needed for the weekend. Their clothes stayed in the car, they wouldn't need them for a while.

"Hi Mathilda," said Sheila as they reached the reception desk. "Still not tired of working here?"

The elderly lady behind the counter laughed. "God, no, child. I was so glad they accepted me here. After a half year of retirement I was going crazy. Now I live here most of the time and I get to meet kind people like yourself." She handed them the key to their little bungalow. "You'll probably know where it is, don't you?"

"We do, thanks," Jeremy said. "Will you be at the barbecue and the bonfire as well?"

"I wouldn't miss it!" Mathilda beamed at the attention he gave her.

"Wonderful, we'll save you a patch of grass," Jeremy grinned. As they left the office, Mathilda was still laughing.

"You're such a sweet guy." Sheila held his hand and looked at him. "I'm lucky to have you."

"Well, that makes two of us." He returned her smile. It only took them a few minutes to put their little case away and then they went looking for their friends. Mike had to be here; he lived and worked at the resort. Josy would show up on her own, as would Wendy, so they first checked the pool bar and then had a look around the pool area.

"That's weird. They don't seem to be here yet." The couple was very surprised about that, as they had agreed to meet up here.

Sheila grinned. "Let me ask my backup." She referred of course to Acaraho, her Native American spirit guid. Jeremy knew about him. It had taken him a while to understand the idea and he was impressed with Sheila's ability to talk with someone that no one could see.

"Acaraho? Do you know where Mike, Wendy and Josy are?" Sheila asked in her mind.

"I do not, Shíile Isshiiá," was the somewhat disappointing answer. "I am your guide, not theirs." As usual he called her by her Indian name, the one he'd chosen for her. Yellow Hair.

"He does have a point," said Jeremy as she relayed what Acaraho had said. "We'll just grab a drink then and sit around until they show up." They turned back to the pool bar and...

"Surprise!" All of them, including Lizzy, were standing there, holding drinks in their hands. Sheila and Jeremy were entirely baffled about this literal surprise. As they asked for the occasion, Wendy hugged each of them.

"You're together for eleven months now, we thought that a reason to celebraten" she said. Hugs from the others followed. Even when their eleven month anniversary was a bit of an odd occasion, neither Jeremy nor Sheila complained about the little party that their friends had setup for them. Not long after that fun surprise there was an announcement asking everyone present to join the Mighty Oaks Party Committee at the large centre lawn, where a huge stack of firewood had been built up. Around the fireplace where at least a dozen big grills and tables with bread, salads, tea, soft-drinks and many other goodies. Once the big fire had been lit and everyone had gotten a plate loaded with food, the friends found a spot to sit and talk while music rang out from several speakers, and many people started dancing. After a while Sheila asked Lizzy about the coven.

Lizzy looked serious. "Tess and Geoff are behind that," she knew. "They're avoiding you. Last time I saw them they said that they get some bad vibes from you, and you know how their voice counts to most others."

"Bad vibes?" That sounded weird. "Nothing more than that?"

"Not really, but this is long ago already. I haven't heard much from them either but I've been busy myself and didn't have the time to go there that often. That's why I never missed you." Sheila understood. Lizzy had started her own company together with a friend and they were working their asses off. "Maybe Wendy knows more."

Wendy didn't know any more than Lizzy'd already told them. "Since I met Mike I didn't keep much contact with the group," she said. "Besides, you and I are still friends, and you're more interesting than the whole bunch together."

"Thanks, pal," Lizzy said who overheard that.

"Hey, Liz, we're friends too, right?" Wendy hugged Lizzy. Sheila grinned and in a flash she remembered the first naked hug that Wendy had given her. It had felt so weird, being skin against skin with a woman, and that while there was nothing behind it but true friendship.

Jeremy pulled her from her reverie. "Do you want to come and dance?"

Sheila almost threw her plate aside as she jumped up and they almost ran to the group of dancers. The music was fast and pushed everyone to dance wilder. Sheila felt her body burn as sweat poured from her. She wasn't the only one; almost every dancer around her was glistening. The effect was deepened by the fire and the dusky sky. Almost feeling as if she was in a trance state she could imagine her long-gone Crow forefathers dancing around fires like this, their bodies sweating, their hearts racing and their minds reaching a state of transcendence in which they could commune with their gods. The beat would be in their drums, the music would be in their chants, but the rest would be much the same. Sheila threw up her arms and screamed and laughed, until she bumped into someone and lost her balance. Jeremy was there to catch her but he lost his balance as well, so they both tumbled over the grass while people around them jumped away and laughed.

"What happened?" Jeremy asked, panting as he was out of breath from the dance.

"Tell you later," she promised as her lungs fought for breath as well. They simply lay on the ground until they were able to stand up, and once they did they saw more people lying on the ground, panting and laughing. "Gods, this is some party!" she yelled as they left the dancers. They made their way to a table with drinks and then located the spot with their friends again.

Only Lizzy was there. She explained that she had danced for a while too, and that Wendy and Mike were still out there somewhere. "You guys really went crazy," the young woman beamed, "it was so cool to see you dance!"

Sheila and Jeremy laughed, still coming down from the high of the experience. "I'm not going there again for a while," she said. "I'm still shaking everywhere, but it was really great to do." They talked and laughed, and after a while Mike and Wendy, equally pooped, joined them again.

"So trippy that you're here, guys," said the bearded man, "really coolio. And you're staying the whole weekend too. Tomorrow we'll go hiking and swimming, and Sunday we can get a few canoes and go out on the lake nearby if you want."

"First let's see if we wake up tomorrow," Sheila grinned. "It's been a long time since I danced like this." For herself she knew that she'd never danced like this before, and she told that to Jeremy as they walked to their little bungalow.

"Wow. You really felt as if you were dancing with natives?" her boyfriend asked, in awe of the fire in her words.

"Really did. I know I wasn't, but it felt like it. I also felt as if I was somewhere else, at a powwow or how they call that kind of gathering." Sheila loved how he pulled her close. "I'm glad I'm here with you though, and not anywhere else."

They reached the small building and shared a quick shower. The hot water relaxed them, taking away the excitement of the big party, but it also made both of them very drowsy, and soon they were asleep.

***

"Promise that next time you'll stop me before I take the 900th beer, Jeremy..." Sheila didn't feel well. She'd drunk too much at the party and now she was paying for it.

"900? You only had three." Jeremy didn't try very hard to hide his pleasure. "And they were light ones. Some party-animal you are." He gently kissed her on her hair. "Come. Put on your big girl sunglasses and we'll get some food and coffee into you."

The walk to the restaurant, everyone's preferred food-place, helped Sheila to recover herself a bit. The prospect of coffee helped most.

"You must watch yourself, Shíile Isshiiá," Acaraho suddenly said. "You do not take well to alcohol. Avoiding it altogether would be best for you."

"Oh, shut up," was her comment.

"What? I said nothing." Jeremy frowned.

"Sorry, love. Acaraho was telling me to stay off the booze entirely." Sometimes it was difficult to remember that not everyone shared her experiences.

"He may have a point there," Jeremy said. "Sit down, talk with your Indian, and I'll get something for us."

"You're so sweet," Sheila said as she looked up at him through her big girl sunglasses.

"I know." Jeremy laughed, bent over for a kiss and then walked off towards the tables where the morning buffet was waiting.

"You and your tips," Sheila muttered to her spirit guide. "Now Jeremy thinks you're right too."

"I am, Shíile Isshiiá. You never do well when you drink more than two glasses of beer, so there is little use in drinking three and then feeling the way you do now." Acaraho's calm voice made too much sense. She almost immediately agreed with him as she rubbed her temples.

"Oh no, look who's drunk!" The loud voice - it was Mike's - made Sheila wince. "We should be very quiet around her!"

"Mike, you bastard, quiet down," Wendy said who was of course with him. "Morning, dear, how's the head?"

"Waiting to be cut off," Sheila growled. "Sorry, ignore me until I've had a gallon of coffee." Coffee didn't take long, nor did the rest of breakfast, and after that all had been devoured Sheila felt a lot better. She even took off her sunglasses. "I faintly recall some ideas for today?" she then asked.

Mike repeated the ideas of hiking, swimming and the canoe trip. "It's all possible, I'm free all weekend, so pick what you like and we can get going." This of course meant that everyone picked something else to do and so they had a vote on the options. The canoe trip won, and then they waited for Lizzy to arrive. Once she'd joined them, they walked off to the spot where they could rent their boats.

***

"That was fun!" Lizzy climbed into the canoe again, water dripping from her. She tried to stand up in the boat while Sheila and Jeremy were rowing, and they in turn did their best to make her fall overboard as often as they could. "Give me that oar, Sheila, and we'll toss you in without touching you!"

Sheila however planned to hold on to the oar and wrestled Lizzy who tried to take the thing from her. Lizzy proved amazingly strong. She pulled Sheila up from the small wooden seat and at that moment Jeremy grabbed the opportunity to rock the boat. Both women keeled over and splashed into the lake. As they emerged, they both laughed. "You get that oar, Lizzy," Sheila said, pointing at the item that slowly floated away. "You wanted it and you earned it fair and square." She swam back to the canoe and climbed back in with Jeremy's help. Soon Lizzy was with them as well.

"Shíile Isshiiá." It was Acaraho's voice, and he sounded worried.

"Acaraho? What's the matter?"

"You must go back. Now. There is a problem," her spirit guide told her.

"What kind of problem?" Sheila didn't like this at all. If Acaraho called something a problem it usually equalled something bad, something in which she might have to use the strange powers she'd discovered over a year ago.

His reply to her question didn't make much sense though. "Some children have found a pouch."

"Sheila? Are you okay?" Jeremy touched her arm. He'd noticed how she suddenly seemed somewhere else with her mind. She looked at him and quickly explained that she was talking with Acaraho about a problem.

"What kind of pouch?" she asked her native American guide. "Acaraho says we have to go back, guys," she warned her friends, ignoring their questions for now.

"I am not entirely certain yet, but there is something evil connected to this pouch and it takes a special person to contain that."

Sheila sighed. "Oh, great, and I guess I'm that special person, huh? Do you have any idea how evil this evil is?" She looked at Jeremy and Lizzy. "Sorry about this, guys, but I think we really should go back."

"You are that person," Acaraho declared as the canoes turned and set course back to shore. Or course all the others wanted to know what was happening, but Sheila could only tell them what she knew about the evil pouch, which was very little. As they came walking towards the main area of the resort it was obvious something had indeed happened. Something out of the ordinary. People were standing around in a circle and an ambulance was parked on the grass.

"Jesus, that looks bad indeed!" Wendy exclaimed as they all rushed forward to learn more. Finding out what the problem was proved difficult through. Too many curious people blocked their sight and at first no one responded to their questions.

"A child went crazy," a calm voice behind Sheila said. As she turned she recognised Winny Schneider, the old lady with one breast. "Some say it's a seizure, but that was not a seizure."

"Did you see what happened?" Sheila asked.

"Not everything. Three kids came back from somewhere. They had a leather sack with them and were yelling that they'd found a treasure. Where the medics are busy now, the kids opened the bag and a few moments later one of them went crazy." Winny shook her head. "That was scary to see. He threw his arms and head around, had convulsions and screamed until he passed out."

"And the other two kids were fine?" Mike asked.

"Yup, nothing wrong with them. That's them over there." Winny pointed at a wooden bench near the office, where two children, a boy and a girl, sat with a few adults, probably their parents.

"Shíile Isshiiá," Acaraho said, "the boy on that bench contains the problem."

"What? What about the kid on the ground? And how can a boy contain a problem?" Sheila wondered as she walked off a few steps. Jeremy followed her silently, as if he was aware that she was talking to her spirit guide again.

"Something not right is inside that boy. A spirit. We have to locate the pouch that they found," Acaraho said. He sounded worried.

"Winny, where's the sack they found?" Sheila asked, walking back to her friends. "Did you see it?"

"It's probably in there somewhere," the older woman said, pointing at the crowd that now was slowly dispersing. "If you want to see it, you'd better hurry before someone takes it."

"I'm coming with you," said Jeremy as Sheila walked towards the many naked people. This time it was fairly easy to push through them because the ambulance was just driving off. No matter how much they searched though, the leather sack wasn't there. "Do you think the ambulance people took that with them?"

"Could be," Sheila said as she brushed some of her hair aside. "I hope not. Acaraho says he needs to see it." They asked a few people about the pouch, but no one recalled seeing it, so they joined Mike, Wendy and Lizzy again. "No pouch here."

"What is so important about the pouch?" Winny wondered. "I'm more worried about the child."

"I'm sure the kid will be fine," said Sheila. Something wasn't right and she knew it. Her feeling told her so. Maybe her special sight could help her, so she switched that on. The world became an avalanche of strange colours and hues, with incredible, looming shadows in the weirdest shades. Sheila however was prepared for that; she'd seen this many times before. Slowly she looked around, trying to make sense of the energies that she saw dancing everywhere. Nothing looked out of order on the lawn, nor among the people who walked and sat there. Then she looked at the bench near the office where the other two children were still sitting with the adults looking after them. And something there was very wrong, she noticed. It was hovering around one of the two children. The thing looked like a dark grey cloud with a few tiny, blinking, silvery stars inside it. The cloud was in constant motion, as if in turmoil or as if a storm raged inside it. "Acaraho," she whispered, "what's that?"

It took several seconds before he replied. "That is grave danger, Shíile Isshiiá. Be very careful if you plan to approach it."

"Who else can do it?" she asked in another whisper. "No one else can see that thing. What is it, and where did it come from?" And how do we get rid of it, she added for herself.

"I only can tell you that it is dangerous, Shíile Isshiiá," said Acaraho.

Sheila slowly started walking towards the bench but she'd gone a mere dozen steps when the strange cloud faded and flew away over the lawn. It faded as it disappeared among the many naturists who had come to enjoy the sun and now were probably talking about the ambulance and the child.

"Damn, where did it go?" She looked around once more, but the cloud was gone. She did see a strange colour near the bench, so as she switched off her special vision she quickly walked over to it. Only then she heard a few people coming after her; Jeremy no doubt, and probably Mike and Wendy. The children and the adults who sat on the bench looked up at Sheila as she arrived. "Are you guys okay?" Sheila asked.

"They're still getting over the shock of Arnie going spastic," said the man, "but calming down, thank you. Do you have any clue what happened there?"

"No, sorry, we just got back from a canoe trip, and we then saw all the people and the ambulance." Sheila noticed all of her friends close by but keeping a distance. Then she saw a leather pouch lying on the ground beneath the bench. "Where did you get that?" she asked, pointing at the thing with odd signs and faded colours.

The woman, who held the young boy in her lap, looked down. "Oh. Arnie dug that up somewhere. He was proud of his treasure but when they opened it there was nothing in it. Not sure how that thing ended up here."

"I took it," said the young girl who sat between the man and the woman. "I like the colours."

"Shíile Isshiiá. There are ancient symbols on the pouch," Acaraho said. That was enough for Sheila to understand that they had to have it.

"Do you mind if I take it with me for a while? We'll get it back to you."

The girl frowned and looked at the sack that lay under the bench. "Yes, you can have it. It made Arnie sick. I don't want it any more."

Wow, that was easy, Sheila thought as she picked up the sack. It shocked her as she felt how cold it was. Holding it by the leather straps that had kept it closed was the best way, she noticed. "Okay you guys, take care. I'm sure Arnie will be fine soon. Maybe you should go for a swim and have some fun. Arnie would like that, don't you think?"

"Arnie doesn't like to swim," the little boy said, "but I do."

"Good for you. Thanks for the bag." Sheila turned around after the two adults had thanked her for the attention, and at that moment Mike came back from the office, carrying ice creams for the children. That was a great idea of him, Sheila thought. She appreciated her big hippie friend even more because of that. Then the small group of friends walked back into the sunshine and found a spot on the lawn to sit and talk.



​Chapter 3

"What is that thing?" Lizzy wanted to know.

"I don't have a clue. Let me ask, maybe Acaraho knows," Sheila said, keeping her voice down. She stared at the bag which still felt as if it had been pulled out of a freezer a mere moment ago. Acaraho asked her to turn it over and used her eyes to studied the symbolism on the sack.
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