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  It was so much fun doing the writing explorations of In Small Doses that I decided to return for more! This short story collection includes stories about animals (A Deer’s Time), business analysts (Never Go Down with an Issue), a spiritual/sociological encounter (Illuminations of a Lighthouse Keeper), work burnout (My Favorite Burnout Story), starting a space colony (Sunken Costs) and excerpts from two older unpublished books (Jane’s Story, Beginning of the End). Enjoy!
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  [This was not originally planned for this book. However, while vacationing in Eastern Virginia, this story came into being. It is another variation of the spiritual encounter theme that I often explore in short stories. However, this work also deals with the sociological ideas of sense of place and the anomie (sense of alienation) that often arise when there is no grounding with a community. (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Sense_of_place).The poem at the end is one of a series of poems that I created while staring at waves in Portland Maine.]




  




  It doesn’t seem that long ago that I was so very lost and adrift in this world. I was unable to hold onto anything. There was no sense of fulfillment while endlessly bouncing from one situation to another. I always felt rushed, anxious, and stranded from the mainstream of life. One day, I untethered myself from life’s hustle and bustle, quit my steady but well-paying job, and started to walk without any purpose. I started following the life of a pilgrim, a seeker. But for what that I was seeking, I did not know. Transparently, I slid in and out of numerous cities. Everything was in a state of always passing through. No thing or no body ever registered.




  Then after countless days of traversing the country, I suddenly awoke out of my daze and found myself on some unknown beach at land’s end. The only witnesses to my arrival were the sand and waves, the clouds and the sky, and a lone seagull. It was otherwise desolate and unwelcoming. Everywhere that I looked, I saw no trees, no houses, and no boats. The whole area was enveloped in an eerie silence.




  And then I saw it -- a solitary lighthouse that was just a mile or two away. Like a child about to open up a birthday present, I ran with lightheadedness and eager anticipation of what I would find. With my last burst of energy, I stumbled my way to the entrance. I knocked at the doorway at the bottom of this structure.




  The door groaned open and an elderly weather-beaten face emerged. “Ah, a seeker. It has been some time since I have seen one of your kind. Usually, I get all the other types:”




  “The Lovers coming in all age ranges. They walk here hoping to culminate their romance or love by taking one or five photos of them so happily together.”




  “The Burned-out poet/artist/writer that is so desperate to renew that spark of creativity which they once had.”




  “The Nature lovers that are drawn in by the power and majesty of the ocean and the skies. They try to experience what they do not yet understand.”




  “But your type, the spiritual seeker is rare indeed. In the forty years that I have been doing this, you are only the third seeker to grace this entranceway. The first one stayed to talk things over and left after a week. The second seeker wanted an immediate answer. I gave them what I thought was an appropriate response. They were unhappy with what I said and immediately left. After their exit, I had plenty of time to reflect on what I could tell the next seeker that I would meet. So I’m glad you are here and that I no longer have to wait. If you don’t mind, I would like start by telling you my life story as I perform my duties. You are more than welcome to help.” Gladly, I took her up on her offer.




  “I grew up in the small town ten miles away. It was a happy childhood and I enjoyed town life. It was at age twenty that my life changed. Many of those in town thought it ended then but to me, it was the start of everything. You see at that time, there was an opening to become the next lighthouse keeper. All of the young men in town were married or had died in the last war giving their life defending our country. I was the only one that volunteered. So it was at that time that I dedicated my life to the men and women that wished to travel safely around the Point. Without hesitation, I moved into the lighthouse and voluntarily isolated myself from the world. At first it was very hard. There was a good deal of having a sense of loss. I imagined that you have also faced this. But between my lighthouse responsibilities and the lessons of the sea, I started to transform from just getting by to having more of a sense of inner calm and satisfaction. I’ve had no companions except the friendly ships that would signal as they passed by, the seagulls, the sun or moon, and the ceaseless waves. That has been enough for me.”




  “You might ask what lessons did I learn from the sea. She has so many moods -- the deceptive calm and lullaby of low tide to the thundering gales and towering waves of a hurricane. There have been so many moments of beauty and joy. This included the nearly unending reflection of a sunrise/sunset on the water, the rare appearances of whales and dolphins rising to the surface, the various birds that would visit the lighthouse base, and timeliness and unexplainable nature of the whole thing. “




  “You have been patient enough to listen to my life story, so I will attempt to share the advice that I believe you are looking for. My suggestion is to find one location that resonates with you. This should be an area where you feel strongly grounded and binds you with a sense of place. It is a feeling that you can’t describe but will become obvious to you once you find it. Once there, stay in that one place and grow ties there. This is the home that you have been seeking but weren’t aware of. Start having a job with meaning. That means an occupation that just doesn’t fill the day but adds some value to that location. And after the rigors of the day, rest that evening and learn the lessons of that place. If you do that, it will all come together and you will be happier than you ever believed that you could be.”




  I thanked her for the information and said that I would consider trying it since all other attempts had failed. She then continued.
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