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			1

			Pandemics are on the horizon feels Dr. Robert Benson as he dreams in his sleep. Suddenly, the German mechanical alarm clock went off loudly; so early in the morning, one could ask if it wasn’t the late night. He shuts off the alarm as he gets up from bed then gets dressed for work at the hospital. “Yes Robert, you are a medical physician and a scientist of biology that has to go into work.” He says to himself out loud. Then Dr. Benson ponders a spike protein he is researching to invent a vaccine, however, he knows the human heart and brain after inoculation could have myocarditis and pericarditis. He knows people’s food diets are deplorable, therefore their cardiovascular systems are not strong enough for powerful vaccinations. A person may get a heart attack or thrombosis at any time. The world and America Dr. Benson knows has a public health crisis that revolves around such conditions as obesity, diabetes, hypertension, cardiovascular disease, and cancers of various kinds. 

			Yet soon, he knows a huge Pandemic of a deadly virus throughout the world will come soon—killing many people, yet the virus will become variant, and more dangerous if not treated with action. Different genetic variants within a species are referred to as alleles, therefore a new mutation can create a new allele. Therefore, to impede respiratory diseases from taking host in the lungs, the lungs through action must be exercised for strength. Also, humans must have their lungs and body flushed to remove toxins every week for omnipotent health. He feels an upcoming Pandemic virus will have an impact on the nation’s collective response to it. However, the medical world’s system and governments will be remiss and possibly fall into chaos when this Pandemic is only the start of a more fatal Pandemics that will come from variants that mutated. Then shortly, and unfortunately— followed by the pestilence of no food to feed the world due to climate change. Finally, most of the world will be plunged into darkness due to computer hacking that turns off the electric grids that will create mass hysteria. Then followed shortly after the order has been restored— the world’s superpowers begin biological warfare, unbeknownst to all. This is what Dr. Benson believes, sadly through talks with his father the army general.

			Dr. Benson’s mind is always moving as he knows there are many parts of the mind not used by normal people, however, he wants to change that, “Make one cup of joe!” He says to his voice-activated coffee maker. Dr. Benson is finally dressed for work as a medical physician. He grabs his three small plastic food bags in the refrigerator that he prepared last night which are filled with raw broccoli, carrots, kale, celery, and bok choy, plus his bag of raw walnuts, almonds, and pistachios, plus his bag of various berries to nibble on at work. Then he grabs his ‘cup of joe’ as he walks to his garage then says, “Open!” To his voice-activated AMG supercar. The car door opens as he gets in, turns his car key ignition…varoom! The powerful Mercedes Benz supercar that was special individually made has part solar, part engine, and part computer artificial intelligence from Saman Industries. He departs his self-contained luxurious house in Beverly Hills and roars down the road en route to the hospital. He parks his vehicle in the secured basement of the hospital as the security guards wave him in. He drinks down his last drop of coffee, gets out of his vehicle then walks to the elevator. He looks into the eye recognition camera and says, “Dr. Robert Benson. The computer says, “Recognized and proceed.” The elevator opens up for him as he says, “Staff office floor please.” As he gets out of the elevator he wonders if the world is ready for various Pandemic of huge multitude where a human’s respiratory systems are attacked, famine, yet followed later with a World War of biological war by the greed and power of the world. The world needs 7 ply respiratory masks protection with non-defogger eye protection, so when people breathe, their eye protection does not fog up. Yet, they do not exist in this world. And unfortunately, the world is not ready for the upcoming pandemics.

			“Medical science and the creator!” proclaimed Dr. Robert Benson as he gazed out in reverie through the hospital’s staff office window. He felt the warmth of the sunlight strike his skin and the vitamin D produce endogenously. He stood motionless, leering out through the window at the daily beauty of life. He saw a young boy smiling on his skateboard do two 360-degree spins effortlessly and an athletic, beautiful woman jogging. He saw an old man sitting on a bench and feeding pigeons, and a very well-dressed old lady walking her nicely clothed toy poodle in this beautiful city of Beverly Hills. He desired longevity in life for all people while he questioned conventional medicine and marveled at the mysteries of biology that struck others as mundane.

			“Thoughts in my mind inform me that monocytes and stem cells can form a symbiosis to cure cancer!” Dr. Benson said to himself. He knows he must focus on his definite chief aim of finding a cure for cancer. Suddenly and out of nowhere, a glowing white dove perched on the window ledge next to him. He felt a sudden celestial inner peace and smiled at the beautiful, glowing white dove. Then he looked up at the fluffy clouds in the sky and proclaimed, “As I promised you; I will find a remedy for all cancers, Mother!”

			Meanwhile, a few feet away, Dr. Benson’s staff, and several key governments, and political high officials impatiently awaited him. “Come on, Dr. Benson!” urged his assistant. “This is Beverly Hills, in sunny California. Why are you still over there standing like a tree? You’re supposed to be at our staff meeting. You think too much. 

			Please sit and talk with us.”

			Several new voluptuous female medical interns sat and leered at him, pondering why the handsome, athletically built Dr. Benson with piercing, attractive eyes were somehow not attracted to them. “Maybe he is not attracted to women,” they murmured. “Or maybe he’s married without wearing a wedding ring?” “Oh no, here he comes. He heard you.” One female doctor said.

			Dr. Benson with bearing says, “Ladies and gentlemen welcome to our mastermind meeting. An upcoming pandemic is coming and we need to get this hospital prepared to save lives. Furthermore, we need 7 ply masks for all employees and patients when they arrive at the hospital. I also want all employees to have a face and eye protection.” Dr. Benson sees the shock on his staff’s face of disbelief. He also informs them that a food pandemic is coming shortly after the virus pandemic that will attack people’s lungs. Therefore, he wants his staff to grow as much food as they can. As for his belief in a biological war that will come after the food pandemic, he keeps this information to himself.

			“Listen up please.” Dr. Benson continues, “This hospital needs powerful solar generators and more solar panels, plus it needs new wind turbines to create electricity, so this hospital is prepared for electric grids being turned off.” A sudden silence comes over the meeting. Yet, a young female intern says, “Sir, what if the powerful utility companies do not, or try to stop this hospital from going off the grid?” “This will only be a temporary defeat and not failure. We know people in high places, therefore we shall overcome this obstacle. I assure you. We Must!” Doctor Benson concludes, and he also recommends for everyone at this mastermind meeting to have a generator at their house, and any green power source to produce electricity for the pandemics to come.

			Suddenly, the emergency room’s alarm sounded. Dr. Benson and his medical staff quickly scrambled. “Come on, people. Let’s go! Teamwork!” Dr. Benson shouted. As he entered the emergency room, he observed the ambulance. The emergency medical team had brought in an elderly Japanese man, and Benson placed a gentle hand upon him. “I’m the attending physician, Dr. Benson. I will take care of you, Mr. Musashi.”

			The elderly Japanese man mumbled to the doctor, “Munegaitai. Tasukete!” Suddenly, Mr. Musashi’s eyes ballooned open with fright.

			This worried Dr. Benson. “Mr. Musashi, please relax!” Dr. Benson tried to soothe the patient because he did not believe in paranormal events.

			But Musashi’s frightened eyes stayed open like large full moons as he said, “Watashi wa karui ishi no shindan o ukete kudasai! Tasukete!” Then his eyes closed.

			Dr. Benson quickly said, “This man is suffering from myocardial infarction. The blood that carries oxygen to his heart muscle has been stopped somewhere. Synopsis, nurse?” Dr. Benson requested while he lifted one eyebrow to look directly at Nurse Bianca.

			Feeling the burning focus, Nurse Bianca quickly replied, “Dr. Benson, unfortunately, Mr. Musashi collapsed from an apparent acute heart attack while in town on a business trip. Saman Industries recorded Mr. Musashi all the way through to the middle of his 4-hour informative seminar on living life with peace eternal, while he walked on stage from side to side, exhibiting his character. Then suddenly, he experienced tightness in his jaw and chest. Unable to speak, Mr. Musashi then collapsed on the convention floor in the middle of his presentation.”

			“Hurry, people! His heart muscle is dying. Time saves muscle!” Dr. Benson commanded. The team hooked up Mr. Musashi to an EKG machine, which identified an acute heart attack. The catheter team quickly inserted a tube into Mr. Musashi’s bodily passage and then took pictures, which revealed heart artery blockage. Blood thinners and painkillers were immediately administered to Mr. Musashi while he was taken into the operating room. Dr. Benson scrubbed his hands and put surgical gloves on then a face mask. The medical team monitored Mr. Musashi’s heartbeat while Dr. Benson observed the video of the blocked artery. Then Dr. Benson, using a catheter, carefully inserted a stent that looked like the spring of a ballpoint pen into Mr. Musashi. The stent also had a collapsed balloon inside it, which expanded as Dr. Benson threaded the stent into the lining of Mr. Musashi’s blocked artery.

			“Heartbeat is steady, Doctor,” the nurse said.

			Dr. Benson smiled with confidence and then expanded the balloon, which in turn expanded the stent to scaffold the blocked artery open. Instantly, oxygen-rich blood flowed to Mr. Musashi’s heart. “I’ll insert another stent, which makes two,” Dr. Benson said. The medical team continued to monitor Mr. Musashi’s good, steady heartbeat.

			Eventually, Dr. Benson authorized the patient to be placed in the recovery room. The jubilant medical interns beamed with joy. Mr. Musashi’s life was saved. “Good work, team!” Dr. Benson concluded. “Hmm,” he murmured while he reviewed Mr. Musashi’s laboratory blood results. “Nurse Bianca, please bring my special medication disease formula to the recovery room.”

			“Yes, Doctor, right away,” Nurse Bianca responded.

			Dr. Benson quickly reviewed his hospital appointment schedule, observing that an important patient was due to arrive in a half hour. Dr. Benson then stepped into the recovery room to consult his patient, Mr. Musashi.

			“Watashi wa karui ishi no shindan o ukete kudasai,” Mr. Musashi said as Dr. Benson entered the recovery room.

			“If you’re thanking me, please wait, Mr. Musashi. Unfortunately, you have other health issues that need to be addressed.” Mr. Musashi was ethically informed of his Parkinson’s, Alzheimer’s, and arthritis. “The good news, Mr. Musashi, is that I have been working on a remedy for all these health concerns. With your permission, I could administer my special new medicine. However, I would need for you to be available for follow-up medical appointments.”

			“Ossu,” Mr. Musashi replied.

			“Hai! Yes, that’s right! My Japanese is very rusty. I haven’t practiced it since I was a child, but I know a little from my father’s military tour there. Are you able to speak to me in English, Mr. Musashi?” The old man nodded yes, and so he continued. “Good, then. Because we now have an understanding, I project you living many more years.”

			Meanwhile, right outside Mr. Musashi’s room was a man with pig facial features that grunted like a pig when he spoke. He was from Saman Industries and gave Nurse Bianca a form for Mr. Musashi to sign the consent for recording his character, voice, and spirit if you will during his peace eternal presentation. As the Saman Industry representative hobbled away with movements of a pig—the lovely, well-educated Nurse Bianca brought in the new medicine to Biologist and Biochemist Dr. Benson. For he had created this medication in his own laboratory. Nurse Bianca enjoyed being next to Dr. Benson for many reasons, however, she did not enjoy witnessing the administration of the new medicine prototype. “Here is the new medicine, and I’ve brought several consents forms, Dr. Benson,” she said.

			“Yes. Thank you, Ms. Bianca.” Dr. Benson handed the consent forms to Mr. Musashi, and he signed them for Saman Industries and for Dr. Benson to receive the new medication. Then Nurse Bianca departed to file the forms as the pig-faced man retrieve his form from her.

			After a short pause, Dr. Benson went over Mr. Musashi’s blood laboratory results. Mr. Musashi attempted to read Dr. Benson’s mind by looking into the spirit of his eyes, which some said were the windows to a human’s soul. Dr. Benson felt this, and so he broke the staring game and said, “Mr. Musashi, I understand that you give seminars on peace eternal?”

			“Hai. I mean yes, Doctor,” Mr. Musashi said.

			“What is peace eternal?” Dr. Benson asked.

			“Find your gift inside you,” Mr. Musashi proclaimed. “However, this alone does not give you peace eternal. Peace eternal takes time to explain. It involves a personal journey. In my seminar, I explain the inner self and the journey a person takes along the way to achieve peace eternal.”

			“Does poor health harm or interfere with peace eternal?”

			“Yes, Dr. Benson. Poor health interferes some with peace eternal,” Mr. Musashi said. “A person needs to be pure in good thought and not worry. You see, if a person is ill and worries about his illness, then this distracts him from achieving the goal.”

			Dr. Benson said, “Do you have family or children?”

			“Yes.” Mr. Musashi looked at Dr. Benson firmly. “Dr. Benson, do you also have children?”

			“No, I do not have any children. However, we have to focus on you, Mr. Musashi. Your poor health and your peace eternal, as you say, is what we need to address,” Dr. Benson reaffirmed.

			“Dr. Benson, have you found peace and your gift 

			inside yourself yet?” Mr. Musashi asked.

			“No, I have not found my peace, but I’ve found my quest. I’m searching to impede and remedy all cancers in humans, virus pandemics, and biological wars!” Dr. Benson said with a determined face.

			“Good. You are on your personal journey?”

			“Yes, and it’s a hard personal journey. When I’m not working in the hospital, I’m in the laboratory all night long.”

			A nurse brought a cold glass of water that has high levels of dissolved oxygen for Mr. Musashi, and a cup of super alkaline coffee inside the recovery room and handed it to Dr. Benson. “Thank you, Nurse,” Dr. Benson said as the nurse gave the cold water to Mr. Musashi, then she departed quickly. Dr. Benson smells his coffee, then tastes it. “Mmm. Now that’s one good cup of joe!”

			“Again, I am very grateful, Doctor,” Mr. Musashi stated. Then he drank all his water.

			As Dr. Benson drank his super alkaline coffee, he reflected on the day. “I am very grateful too, Mr. Musashi. It’s an honor for me to help all humans.”

			Mr. Musashi paused for energy and then focused completely in the direction of Dr. Benson. “One day I will honor my gratitude by giving you honor,” Mr. Musashi proclaimed.

			“Ossu?” Dr. Benson said. “But for now, Mr. Musashi, I’m ready to administer my new medication, so prepare yourself.” Mr. Musashi took in a few deep breaths of air and closed his eyes for meditation. When he slowly opened his eyes, they frightfully ballooned up like large full moons again. He observed Dr. Benson holding a huge, thick needle. Dr. Benson slowly squirted out some medicine to get out the air bubbles. Dr. Benson said, “Relax, Mr. Musashi! This won’t hurt me, so it shouldn’t hurt you.” Then Mr. Musashi slowly felt the huge, cold needle inserted into his thick shoulder muscle. “Please don’t worry, Mr. Musashi. I’m a biologist. I really, truly need this big needle to insert the large dose of my thick, special medication,” Dr. Benson said with a comforting voice. Nevertheless, Mr. Musashi felt the thick medicine trickling into his veins, and so he moaned a little.

			Upon administering the medication, Dr. Benson monitored Mr. Musashi for a few minutes, and then he exited the recovery room. “Nurse Bianca, please continue to monitor Mr. Musashi. I have to go see a scheduled appointment,” Dr. Benson instructed before he departed the area. As he walked away, he sipped on his cup of coffee.

			Suddenly, Dr. Benson’s cell phone rang. It was his father, General Benson. “Yes, Father?”

			“Robert, my mission is about wrapped up, and so I’m going to visit you for a while,” General Benson said as he scanned the perimeter through his huge binoculars, witnessing his soldiers in hand-to-hand combat against the enemy element.

			“Yes, Father. Please let yourself in when you arrive if I’m not home. I still have a mission of my own!”

			“Yes, I know, son. I miss your mother, but we still have each other. I love you, and I’ll see you soon, Robert.”

			“Be careful, Father. See you soon,” Dr. Benson said. Then he took an elevator to go upstairs several floors away from the operating and recovery rooms. Upon arriving, he gulped down the last few drops of his quality coffee. Thinking of osteopathy, Dr. Benson looked forward to treating his scheduled patient. As he exited the elevator, he did a few basketball shuffle steps and then dunked his empty coffee cup into a nearby trash can.

			With proud medical confidence, Dr. Benson smoothly entered the room to see his scheduled patient, Adolfo, who was an aging male ballet dancer. Nurse Bianca entered the room and brought in a cold glass of high-level dissolved oxygen water for Mr. Adolfo to drink. She also brought in Dr. Bensons special medicine and consent form. Adolfo willingly signed the consent form and drank down his water as Nurse Bianca departed the room. Adolfo then received his medical treatment administered by the young but brilliant physician and biologist. However, Dr. Benson’s main concern and the direct chief aim was to cure all cancers as he promised his late mother. Furthermore, he desired to prepare the world for the upcoming lethal virus pandemic that will have variants, and a possible biological war, so he may keep humans living as long as medically possible. He did not violate the Controlled Substance Act of 1970, and he was registered as a health professional with the Drug Enforcement Agency. Dr. Benson did have ethics based on the Blanchard and Peale model. However, he used medicine with an unbeknown secret substance, using imagination and diligent concentration. Dr. Benson studied the DNA of the Cockroach; consequently, he discovered their powerful immune systems and detoxification systems. Therefore, modeled after the Cockroach omnipotent survival abilities, horned dung beetle for its strength, and the Dragonfly because of its graceful speed of flight to his newly created and effective medicine that targets supercharging and rebuilding powerful human genome immune systems. He further gives his patients a super daily detoxification liquid to be consumed once every day or twice depending on the health of the patient. Also, and very important, he instructs his patients on lung breathing exercises for health to impede virus respiratory diseases. Unfortunately, only the rich and famous knew about his medical wizardry. A malpractice lawsuit did not worry Dr. Benson, and he had not yet been subject to any lawsuits. As Dr. Benson said, “Res ipsa locuitur” (The thing speaks for itself).

			In a far-off country, there were the sounds of heavy gunfire. A war was in progress while General Benson took out of his pocket a cigarette rolling paper. Then he placed it in his left palm, between the crease of his thumb and middle finger. A little on edge, he grabbed a small pouch of tobacco and sprinkled it into the paper. He used his fingers and thumbs to quickly roll the paper firmly, keeping the tobacco inside. He licked the edges of the paper horizontally left to right and sealed the tightly rolled cigarette. Then he put the smooth-tasting cigarette in his mouth as he pulled out a wooden matchstick from his tanned Stetson hat. Needing a hard surface, he struck the match on the steel helmet of Captain Malarkey, who was next to him. General Benson brought the match’s fire slowly to the edge of his cigarette and puffed. “Mmm!” he said to calm his nerves. General Benson looked through his wide-lens binoculars downrange. He saw a muscular army ranger stealthily moving through enemy territory. General Benson lost vision of the army ranger as he disappeared like a ghost. At that moment, he saw a civilian with a camera around his neck, unnoticed by the enemy, dipping and darting around like a jackrabbit, slithering children out of the enemy territory. General Benson continued to hold his binoculars with his left hand, and he twirled his right index finger in a small circle around his right temple and said, “Das ist kaput! (You are crazy)!”

			Then after surveying the perimeter for enemy elements, General Benson said, “Captain Malarkey, who is that yahoo down there?”

			Captain Malarkey zoomed in using his own binoculars and said, “That’s Angelo, civilian news photographer.”

			General Benson said with American pride, “Wow! Angelo just saved a large group of children hiding in a ground hole. I wish he was one of my soldiers.”

			Suddenly, there was a loud boom in the area where Ranger Bill had disappeared, followed by heat smoke in the air. As it appeared, the dangerous enemy element that had caused General Benson so much havoc was no more! General Benson scanned the area with his binoculars but saw no movement. “Not even a mouse stirring down there, but …” General Benson whispered as he lowered his binoculars to hang from the strap around his neck. “It’s quiet down there, Captain, but I feel uneasy.”

			“Yeah, me too,” Captain Malarkey said. “But it appears Ranger Bill took out the element almost single-handedly.”

			General Benson raised his binoculars and got on the radio, breaking the silence. “Kremlin to Tiger, what’s your 10-20?”

			Ranger Bill’s rustic voice comes over the radio, “Higher! Tiger to Kremlin. Mission 10-4!”

			General Benson beamed with pride as he lowered his binoculars to hang by the strap around his neck. “Now I feel easy and safe.”

			Captain Malarkey said, “General, sir, I worry about your safety, wearing that big old Stetson hat! It’s not a helmet, and when shrapnel flies, doggies cry!”

			General Benson looked Captain Malarkey straight in the eyes. “Dummkopf! (Idiot)! I wear this big cowboy hat to keep the sunlight and moonlight out of my eyes. My increased vision keeps my soldiers safer, and I feel more in control of winning!”

			Captain Malarkey was at a loss for words, and so he simply nodded his head up and down in agreement.

			Meanwhile, for appreciation of Dr. Benson’s medical help, Adolfo offered him tickets to the next English Ballet Theatre show. Dr. Benson chuckled and smiled. “Thank you, but I’m very busy and probably would not have time to attend.” “Young man,” Adolfo says, “it’s good to have goals in life, but a person should fill his time with all the good, fun memories life can offer. Just remember that the end of days is approaching, and there’s no guarantee there will be a tomorrow. Tomorrow may never come!”

			Dr. Benson pondered Adolfo’s advice. “Wise words, Adolfo, but there’s currently nothing inspiring me to have more fun in life. I appreciate your thoughtfulness, but I am content with my life as it is now.” He then informed Adolfo that he probably wouldn’t be able to walk very well for a few days, but with Dr. Benson’s special medicine, he should recover well enough to do a few more years of ballet.

			Adolfo, who learned of the great Dr. Benson in confidence from a celebrity entertainer, didn’t know what was in the medicine other than natural herbs. Dr. Benson explained that his medicine was a combination of extracts from various super plants, minerals from the ocean, minerals from the mountains, natural spring super alkaline water, oxygen is drawn from healthy ocean air, and insect enzymes such as the Horned Dung Beetle, Dragonfly, and the Cockroach. This special blend was specifically designed to work with improving the human genome once in the patients’ system. Dr. Benson believed his medicine could provide a foundation for cures and preventative compounds for cancers, AIDS, and other diseases. Adolfo simply wanted to be able to perform again.

			“I have other patients to help now, but I’m worried about how you’ll get home because you can’t walk,” Dr. Benson said. “A nurse can get you one of the hospital wheelchairs, and I will be glad to call a cab for you, but once you reach your house …”

			“My daughter is coming to pick me up,” Adolfo assured him. “Dr. Benson, young man, you should see the beauty of the ballet. It will inspire you and bring enthusiasm to your life.”

			A few seconds passed, and then Dr. Benson replied, “I wish I had the time, Adolfo.”

			Just then, Adolfo’s daughter walked into the room, gliding gracefully with each step. It was as if a beautiful flower or angel had just arrived. Young Dr. Benson’s eyes lit up, and he heard music in his soul. “What is her name?” Dr. Benson asked quietly.

			“I know she warms your heart, young man, so let me introduce you.” said the old dancer. “This is my daughter Olivia, and she is the best ballerina any theater will ever have. She is what she is: an angel. She shows how very beautiful life can be.”

			Olivia smiled with beautiful teeth and a lovely face of perfect health. “Thank you immensely, Dr. Benson. My father is my biggest fan. May I please wheel my father out of the hospital?”

			“The rules of the hospital state that only medical staff can escort patients outside,” the doctor explained. “But Adolfo is my patient, and somehow I cannot say no to you, Ms. Olivia. Yes, you may escort your father to your car. But Adolfo, doctor’s orders: do not get out of the wheelchair! Let your daughter push you.” As Olivia took hold of the wheelchair, Adolfo presses the ballet tickets into Dr. Benson’s hand. “Thank you, Adolfo,” said Dr. Benson. “And you may keep the wheelchair.” Olivia’s eyes connected with Dr. Benson’s as she smiled in gratitude. She waved goodbye with her lovely hands to Dr. Benson— as they left the office. Dr. Benson watched in glee until she was out of view.

			Dr. Benson couldn’t stop thinking how Olivia looked like a most beautiful flower, or how her aroma was like the most wonderful perfume he’d ever smelled. After meeting Olivia, Dr. Robert Benson’s mind, heart, body, and soul could not focus on anything but getting to the ballet to have a chance at seeing her again. He felt something stir in his chemistry. Something awoke inside him. He convinced a few of his colleagues to treat themselves to some leisure time and join him for the ballet, but in reality, he knew he was simply trying to find an excuse to attend himself.

			The ballet opened with an orchestra playing harmonious classical music that calmed the soul. Olivia, as the star of the English Ballet Theatre, had requested it, and she got anything she asked for. The show’s director and producer required only that the ballet show must go on, but the rest was up to her. This particular performance had been choreographed by Adolfo and Olivia. As the music began, a huge array of beautiful flowers was placed on stage, allowing the audience to enjoy its wonderful scent while listening to peaceful celestial music. A spotlight came on and lit up center stage, focusing on Olivia and illuminating her beautiful face and body. In Dr. Benson’s eyes, she looked just like an angel. She started to spin gracefully with the music, enchanting the audience as she glided across the floor. The music changed pleasantly, and then more dancers entered the stage and formed a human wall. Suddenly, Olivia leaped high in the air over the other performers. It seemed like she could stay in the air forever. The audience gasped in awe at her extraordinary athletic ability. Olivia landed softly sur la pointe—one leg in the air—her arms open as if to hug the audience with her exquisite feminine muscular body. Ballerinas are usually thin, however, Olivia is a rare full female muscular figured ballerina. Her gorgeous eyes sparkled, making the audience swoon in their desire to hug her back.

			The music changed again, and Olivia began to dance to a harp solo, charming the spirit of the audience to sweat beads of perspiration while they watched her extraordinary performance. The harpist was a great musician called Jubal, just like the musician in the Holy Bible. Olivia leaped what seemed to be about twenty feet high in the air, and as she started to glide down to earth, a hand emerged out of nowhere to catch her. It was her father, Adolfo. He held her high above his head, and the people started to cry with joy and clapped till their hands hurt. The full symphony swelled as all of its musical instruments sung in a harmony so pleasing to the ear that the audience began to hug one another as if they were brothers and sisters. The lights dimmed, and the music faded away. The show was over.

			Dr. Benson lingered in his seat, reluctant to see the evening come to an end. Suddenly, a soft hand touched his shoulder. “Thank you again, Doctor, for curing my father,” Olivia said. “Without him, the show would not exist.” Adolfo overhears his daughter’s words and laughed. “No, no, Olivia! They all come to see you. You know that I am also one of your biggest fans, my beautiful daughter.”

			Dr. Benson’s testosterone begins to surge through his veins as he looked at Olivia. “May I invite the both of you for a ‘cup of joe’?”

			“A cup of joe?” Olivia asked.

			“It is honor enough to be invited, Dr. Benson, but my old bones must go home and rest,” Adolfo said. “However, you have my permission to ask my daughter.”

			Dr. Benson considered the ethics of the situation. Adolfo was his patient, so was it wise or proper for Dr. Benson to date his daughter? But he was overwhelmed by Olivia. It was as if he was in the presence of an angel from God. He let his eyes meet hers as he considered what to say.

			Before he could say anything, she smiled at him and says, “Yes, I would love to, Dr. Benson.” They continued to smile at each other and then said goodbye to Adolfo.

			Dr. Benson interlocked his arm gently with Olivia’s and escorted her to a small cafe nearby. He opened the door affectionately, allowing her to walk in first. He held her chair out while she sat. “Two cups of joe, please!” he called to the waitress. They drank their coffee companionably.

			“What do you have in your suit pocket, Dr. Benson?” Olivia asked.

			He laughed. “You have enhanced observation skills. Is it because you’re an entertainer? And please, call me Robert.”

			“All right then, Robert. What is it I see in your suit  pocket?”

			“It’s a book I am currently reading. I always carry a  book with me.”

			“May I see it?”

			He handed it to her.

			She was astonished. “Plants of the World. I love botany too!” They looked at the book together and found themselves holding hands, sipping their coffee, and sitting like two lovebirds who enjoyed being close to each other.

			The waitress came over and said, “Another cup of joe  for the gentleman and lady?”

			They looked into each other’s eyes. Both want to continue their enjoyable companionship. They said at the same time, “Yes, please!”

			Then Olivia asked, “Robert, why is coffee called a ‘cup of joe’?”

			“It’s military slang. My father, Arnold, taught me the phrase; he’s still in the military. It was my mother’s favorite slang term. She would use it to get us all laughing.”

			“Your mother sounds like a fine, charismatic lady.” A sad look came over his face. “I’m sorry, Robert. Did she pass away?”

			It turned out that both of their mothers had died from cancer. Dr. Benson explained that this loss prompted him to become a biologist as well as a medical doctor and that his chief goal was finding a cure for cancer. Olivia said that she has already achieved her first life’s goal: mastering ballet and becoming a successful ballerina. Her next goal was to tend a splendid garden and to create a beautiful family. They continued to enjoy their coffee and each other’s company for hours.

			At the end of the night, Dr. Benson blurted out, “Olivia, may I please see you again?”

			Her face shone with happiness. She looked deep into his eyes and said, “It would be an honor and pleasure to see you again, Robert.”
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			Dr. Benson lamented to himself that a day that lasted only twenty-four hours was not long enough—not long enough to allow him to find a cure for cancer, anyway. “I must find a cure for cancer! I will find a cure for cancer!” he shouted. To find subjects for his unconventional trials, he had resorted to adopting cats and dogs from various animal shelters. He particularly liked adopting animals that were sick, believing it was more humane to attempt to cure a sick animal than to allow the shelter to kill it. He also looked in the newspapers for offers to adopt free animals, like when owners could not take care of their pets any longer for various reasons. Some of the animals had cancerous skin growths, which pleased him. He hoped his humane experiments might cure them. Dr. Benson worked many hours alone, and he sometimes talked aloud to himself.

			“I know I’m not supposed to experiment on humans the way I do on animals,” he mused. “But how will I know if my cures work on people?” There was not a second, minute, or hour that Dr. Benson did not concentrate on his burning desire to cure cancer. He remembered his mother’s last moments when he’d cried with her and promised he would find a cure.

			One day, an amazing thing happened. Dr. Benson received a package that said, “Hopefully from a rich old man named John Hughes.” Who is a patient of Dr. Benson’s? Inside he found unidentified materials and a well-kept secret manuscript of Sir Isaac Newton, a brilliant scientist, and alchemist who was well-known for believing he had deciphered a code in the Holy Bible. He had calculated that the world would end in the year 2060. The package had a letter from Mr. John Hughes.

			Dr. Benson,

			Sir, this package was recovered by my lead investigator from a monk at an unidentified monastery in an isolated region of the world. The monk was tactfully interrogated by my investigator, and whether true or false, this was the information retrieved from the now unfortunately deceased monk. Recorded by Monk Fritz is the following:

			In Isaac Newton’s last days, he saw God as the masterful creator whose existence could not be denied in the face of the grandeur of all creation. Newton had searched, his colleagues later confessed to me, for the scientific evidence that God existed. He had discovered it. Unfortunately, before Newton went public, Jesuit Samhain discovered Sir Isaac Newton dead in his laboratory. The Jesuit also discovered recent manuscripts burned to ashes in Newton’s fireplace, close to his dead body. Later, the authorities took hair samples of Sir Isaac Newton for an autopsy, which revealed Newton expired from a combination of arsenic and mercury poisoning. In conclusion, Jesuit Samhain believed Newton died of self-inflicted wounds.

			“Hmm. I wonder,” Dr. Benson said. Fortunately for mankind, Dr. Benson, a brilliant biologist, and biochemist would stop at nothing to find a cure for cancer, and prepare the world for the upcoming pandemics. He systematically searched the package for clues. “Yes! This could be possibly my missing link!” He reflected on Newton’s life while he methodically read through Newton’s manuscript, wondering if they mentioned any plants that Newton used through innovative ways. Yet the sleepless and tired Dr. Benson had only found in this package mathematical formulas of various metal experiments, which included arsenic and mercury, along with personal religious materials. “I will send these mathematical formulas to a newly formed company, Saman Industries. Maybe they can decipher the unusual mathematical formulas.” Like Newton, Dr. Benson believed there might be a connection between God and science. Because God created the world, Dr. Benson reasoned, he could also use science to manipulate the world to create earthquakes, floods, tsunamis, and volcanic eruptions. Dr. Benson believed such events were one way God cleansed the world and let humankind know he existed.

			At nine the following Saturday morning, Dr. Benson was getting ready to leave his home on the outskirts of Beverly Hills to begin making house calls. He got into his Mercedes-Benz SLS AMG supercar and fired up the ignition as the red light of the artificial intelligence glowed on the hood bright red. “I love the way this engine sounds,” he said to himself. Although he could switch his vehicle to run on solar batteries, instead of the gasoline super-powered engine with one word to his artificial intelligence. Feeling in a jubilant mood, he played his favorite music on the car stereo and made his way to the estate of John Hughes nearby. Mr. Hughes’s cancer had gone into remission thanks to Dr. Benson’s latest medication and subconscious mind therapy. Today, Benson would administer Mr. Hughes’s medicine and give him a physical examination. Dr. Benson drove up the private road to the mansion and arrived by quarter to ten at the security checkpoint.

			A large man with darkly shaded glasses and a suit had a facial expression of in awe of the car he was viewing and motioned for Dr. Benson to get out of his vehicle. Dr. Benson complied with instructions and raised his hands, extending them horizontally, as armed security guards gave him a clothed pat down to be searched and checked for weapons. Then the security guards used an electronic wand to search Dr. Benson for any concealed weapons. The guards just gave a thumbs up, for they seemed afraid to go inside Dr. Benson’s car for it was humming with artificial intelligence. Mr. Hughes was overcautious and anxious to live an extremely long life, and thus this was routine. Dr. Benson was cleared and instructed to proceed ahead to meet with his patient Mr. Hughes.

			The medical evaluation finally began with Dr. Benson palpating his patient’s lymph nodes to check for any deformities. “Let me see you smile, John,” he said. “Don’t forget the subconscious constructive mind therapy.”

			“Yes, Dr. Benson, I know! I keep repeating to myself, ‘I feel great! I have no cancer! I am cured!’” Then he asked the question Dr. Benson feared was coming. “Are you close to finding a cure for cancer yet?”

			“Yes, I am close. I have discovered how to extend the life of animals with cancer, just as I have for humans, but they still die eventually. I believe a plant extract that has not yet been discovered will help, possibly from a species that lives in an extreme location, like in the crater of a volcano or the deep ocean.”

			“Look inside my greenhouse at the plants my scientific and archeological teams just brought in,” Mr. Hughes said. “If you do not find what you need, rest assured that I will send them on another expedition.”

			Dr. Benson visited the greenhouse but did not find anything he had not used before. He returned to Mr. Hughes and asked, “When is your next shipment of plants coming in? And when I come next time, may I bring a lady friend?”

			“Sure, young man, bring your girlfriend. There should be a new shipment of plants coming soon.”

			Thinking hard, Dr. Benson quietly said goodbye. Since his brain drifted into intuitive thought processes, he did not see the evil smile that flickered across Mr. Hughes’s face as he pulled out a cigar, bit off the end, put it in his mouth, and lit it. He puffed away, and a cloud of smoke surrounded him as he snickered.

			In the backyard of her father’s home, Olivia had set up a customized ballet exercise gym. Every morning, Olivia began her rigorous training regimen of flexibility, core strength, feet strengthening, leaping, balance with Tai Chi rooting, and mind-stage control. She started her regimen with flexibility. She would lie down on the gym mat floor to find a comfortable spot while she opened her legs in a splits position. “Yes, that’s good,” Olivia said. She then placed one foot forward and the other foot to the rear as she switched feet to get an even stretch. She moved on to powerful core Pilates exercises. This was to maintain her powerful ballerina abdominals essential for her pointe preparation. “Replenish time!” Olivia said. She ate a piece of fruit, drank some water, and wiped her face with the towel that was by her workout station. She took a few relaxing energy breaths and went into foot strengthening. She moved into the first position and faced the barre. Then she rolled up adagio (slowly) on the ball of her toes to full pointe, then rolled down to three-quarter pointe, and pressed back up to pointe. She then rolled down to flat, demi-plie in first and straightened her legs.

			She took a break and then went into her balance regimen as she stood on one foot for half an hour. Then she switched to the other foot to do the same. She would also use one foot at a time to stand on her front toes for a good period of time. She took a break to drink some water that she has close by. Next, she prepared mentally for mind stage control. She turned on her backyard noise and music system. It had a combination of abusive phrases, fans jeering and clapping, but on the other side was music. She put the music lower than the people’s noise as she smiled in front of a large mirror doing ballerina moves. Olivia smiled with joy because her favorite time was the leaping regimen. Olivia ran fast and then did a brise, or jump, onto the trampoline. As she rocketed upward with each jump, she used her mind while attempting to touch the clouds, and she got higher and higher.

			Adolfo happened to walk by the family room adjacent to the backyard. He observed Olivia springing high on the trampoline, fluttering her legs. He cried with pride, “That’s my little girl!”
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			Though Dr. Benson was extremely busy, he talked to Olivia on the phone whenever he could. If several days passed by without seeing her, it felt to him as if it had been weeks. But then an exciting day came. His beautiful ballerina was returning after a tour, and he was going to John Hughes’s greenhouse to inspect various plants that had just arrived. It was a warm Sunday, and Dr. Benson started his ocean-blue colored Mercedes and said, “Play music please.” The voice-activated computer started playing a mysterious song. He took off so fast that he burned rubber, yet he didn’t care; he had the money to buy new tires. Also, the cars artificial intelligence kept it from overturning. He flew down straight roads, singing along to the music, and slowed just a little since the supercar has a speed tail in the rear that moves with physics keeping the car on the road enough to take turns safely. Suddenly, with no obvious cause, Dr. Benson feeling melancholy, allows the artificial intelligence to take over complete control of the supercar. Slowly, he allowed his mind to drift back into the past as he remembered being eleven years old again.
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