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	Revelations 20


	…Then I saw a great white throne and him who was seated on it. From his presence, earth and sky fled away, and no place was found for them. And I saw the dead, great and small, standing before the throne, and books were opened. Then another book was opened, which is the book of life. And the dead were judged by what was written in the books, according to what they had done…


	 




 


	 


	This book is dedicated to


	 


	Peter Calitz & Colina Thom Mercer


	The anchors in my life
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	gh, my head! Wow, that hurts! Well, I did just fall out of a tree trying to save a cat. I opened my eyes. My girlfriend and my best friend’s brother were leaning over me. My vision was a bit blurred. I closed my eyes again. 


	I heard Patti’s voice “Are you okay Paul? That was quite a big fall.”


	I didn’t try to talk straight away. I opened my eyes again. My vision seemed better. Not so blurred anymore. But I closed my eyes and opened them again. Then again. Mm, something was wrong. I could see Patti and Andrew. It definitely was them. But it wasn’t them.


	Patti’s face was thin. She doesn’t have a thin face. She has a roundish face. And her hair was really long. Her hair is actually just shoulder length. I looked at Andrew. It was Andrew. But his hair was grey at the temples and he looked older. I looked back at Patti. Yes, that was it! She looked older too.


	“I’m fine,” I said trying to sit up. I held my head in both of my hands. Andrew was supporting my back.


	“Maybe you should go to the hospital and let them check you out.” He said. He looked very concerned.


	“I’m sure I’m fine, it’s just a bump,” I answered.


	Patti spoke to Andrew “Go and fetch him some honey tea, it will help with the shock. Then let’s see how he is doing in a little while.”


	Then she turned to me “Oh Paul you gave me such a scare, I can’t believe that you are still climbing that tree after all these years.”


	What was she talking about? After all these years? I stopped focusing on the pain in my head and focused on Patti. Okay so maybe I should go to the hospital. Something was really wrong. Patti is my girlfriend. She is almost 18. She is about a half a year older than me. She loves to eat and she lives in jeans and leggings. She has a great sense of humor and is very comfortable with herself.


	This Patti is at least ten years older. She is skinny! She is wearing a short skirt; some kind of lacy top and shoes with heels. She is sitting next to me on the grass and she looks uncomfortable. Her legs are sort of to the side because it’s not so easy to sit on the ground in a tight short skirt. She doesn’t shine either. The Patti I know has incredible shine. 


	To be honest I could not imagine playing chubby bunny with this woman. She seemed so stiff and proper. The idea of it made me laugh. Oh, this was all pretty crazy. But I guess it’s temporary. It must be because of the bump. I’ll just give it some time and try and act as normal as possible in the meantime. 


	Prim Patti was right about the honey tea. I felt better. Even the pain in my head was subsiding.  I looked around. All of my friends were here. But they were all in the bonkers bump on the head here. Not the real here. They were all older. 


	From what I remember we were having a staff party when I climbed the tree to save Chicken. She used to be Chicken the kitten. But now she is not so much of a kitten anymore.


	Before I fell out of the tree, I was at this very same staff party. It was a BBQ. Johnny and Ruth and baby Josh were here. Johnny is my best friend and Ruth is his girlfriend. They had an unplanned baby. His name is Josh. Ruth works here. Here is Nature’s Nest. Andrew’s farm store.


	Heinz and his little brother Florian were here. Heinz is a German guy who works at Nature’s Nest. I work here on weekends and Heinz and I are good friends. Rosemary and her son were here. Rosemary used to be Andrew’s cleaning lady but now she is his girlfriend. Her son Sebastian goes to school with me. He is a few years younger than I am. And of course, Patti was here.


	I looked around. Heinz was at the fire with two young men. They looked to be around 20. Heinz was standing on a small bench; he had a bag of flour in his hand. He was pouring the flour into the fire from above. The flames were huge. The two young men were laughing.


	I heard Ruth’s voice “Josh move away from that fire right now. That is very dangerous!”  The boy she was talking to looked to be around ten years old. He totally ignored her. My guess is that he didn’t even hear her. He just loved that fire. Each time Heinz poured more flour the flames leaped to extraordinary heights. 


	“Josh! Move away right now!” Ruth shot Heinz a nasty look. She was obviously not impressed with his pyromania. 


	“Paul” Patti was talking to me “maybe we should go home. That was quite a big fall and even though you say you feel fine. I just think a staff party isn’t what you need right now. Let’s get you home so you can rest.”


	I nodded at her. This was all too weird anyway. Plus I felt like seeing mum and Gabriel. Gabriel is mum’s boyfriend. He lives with us. He is deaf. I felt like being around the familiarity of them.
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	e said goodbye to everyone. They were all very understanding of course. It was very weird for me. They were all just normal. The thing is that I wasn’t sure if they just looked older to me or if they really were older. Then again baby Josh did say ‘see you later alligator’ and I know that he can’t talk yet. Maybe I’m actually still lying under the tree and I haven’t woken up yet. Maybe this is some sort of dream.


	I figured we would get the bus since I wasn’t really up to riding my bike. But when we walked out of the front door Patti slid her well-manicured hand into her pink purse. I kid you not. She actually has a pink purse! My Patti! She pulled out a set of keys. And a beep and flash of lights later I was climbing into her car. 


	Yes, that’s right! Patti has a car and it’s a pretty sweet ride too. Maybe a bit too sleek for my taste. It was also very clean. Although I could detect the slight smell of cigarette smoke.


	I didn’t say anything. I had decided to just let this run its course. It couldn’t last much longer. Now, where was she going? She wasn’t driving me home. I stayed quiet. We pulled up to an apartment block. 


	“We always take the stairs,” Patti said “any form of exercise is good. Are you up to taking the stairs? It’s only two flights?”


	“Yeah, I’ll manage,” I answered wondering where we were going. We walked into the apartment and Patti said “sorry Paul I know you have had a traumatic day but I really need a ciggie now. I’m going onto the balcony. You lie down.”


	Patti smokes! My Patti smokes! This is just too weird. And look at this place! Do I live here? Do I live with Patti? If I am supposed to live here then I no longer have any personality!


	Everything is modern and cold and clean. It was an open plan kitchen and living room. The sofa is white! I guess we don’t have a Chicken. Well, that settles it for me. This is definitely a dream of sorts. Patti and I would never live here! We would live in a cottage with a garden. And we would have animals. Definitely a cat. 


	Okay so, for now, I’m stuck here and it seems that I can do whatever I want. So I went to the kitchen area. That was worse than the living room. Everything was stainless steel. I opened the refrigerator, just out of curiosity. Okay so maybe we do have a pet. 


	“Patti!” I called out to her “do we have a rabbit?”


	“Rabbit? What are you talking about?” she called back.


	I answered quietly enough so she wouldn’t hear me.


	“All the rabbit food.”


	What were we supposed to eat? Lettuce and carrots? I want to go back to mum. She cooks wonderful food. Patti came in from the balcony. She took a tube of toothpaste from a cupboard above the spotless sink. Put a little on her finger and licked it off. Then she opened the same cupboard again and sprayed some perfume on her neck.


	“Smelly ciggies” she smiled “now what are you talking about rabbits? Do you feel okay? Maybe we should go to the hospital after all.”


	“I told you I’m fine. I'm really feeling fine, no pain anymore either.” I said.


	“Okay,” she said “because I’m ovulating now. And if we don’t try tonight then we have to wait another month.”


	What was this woman talking about? Ovulating? I didn’t know what to say in response so I just stayed quiet.


	“Our baby Paul” she seemed to be irritated with my lack of response. 


	WHAT BABY? I almost shouted out loud. You mean you want me to have SEX with you? Are you BONKERS? Geez, the first time I will ever have sex and I’m supposed to make a baby! No pressure there Paul! This is too much!


	“Maybe I don’t feel so good after all,” I said, “I think I’ll go and lie down on the sofa.” I was too scared to lie down on the bed. What if she tried to jump my bones or something? 


	Patti sighed “Well please wash up before you do. Or you will dirty up the sofa.”


	I didn’t feel comfortable enough to have a shower so I just washed my face and changed into some running pants and a t-shirt I found in the closet. 


	Later that evening Patti ate some rabbit food and went to bed. I lay on the sofa thinking about the crazy day. I guess if I went to sleep I would wake up in the morning and be normal again. I decided not to think about any of it too much. Just get some rest and go back to my normal life in the morning.
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	 woke up to the sound of wailing. It sounded like a nasal cat. Not that I have ever heard a cat sound nasal, but you get the picture. It was still dark. I wasn’t sure what time it was. I decided to go and investigate the origin of the wailing.


	Oh no! I am still on the white sofa! That means I’m still in bonkers-bump-on-the-head time. I’m going to go to the hospital today. This needs to be fixed. 


	The noise was coming from Patti’s room. Well, our room I guess. Maybe she was having a bad dream. Very quietly I peeped around the door. The bed was empty. There were another two doors in the room. One was the on suite bathroom. I know because I washed up in there last night. The other must be a closet of sorts. That is where the noise was coming from. I tiptoed over and put my ear on the door. Patti was definitely in there and she was chanting in gibberish.


	I opened the door. Oh boy, I should not have done that! 


	“I have told you a thousand times not to interrupt me when I’m meditating!” Patti was very annoyed. 


	She was sitting on the floor of a walk-in closet. She had some kind of little Buddha statue and a small gong. There were a few silk looking materials on the floor in front of her and even a small tea candle. 


	“I need at least an hour and a half each day. I can’t ever expect to reach any sort of self-improvement or enlightenment if you interrupt me” Patti continued.


	I closed the door without saying a word. The crazy cat sounds resumed immediately.


	I had this intense urge to laugh. I pulled my t-shirt over my mouth. The laughter came out with such force it sounded like I was hissing. Tears squeezed their way out of the corner of my eyes. I went to the sofa and pushed my face into a cushion. I just could not stop. After about 15 minutes the laughing fit subsided.  I got up from the sofa because I wanted to leave but then the laughing started again. Oh boy. I need to pull myself together. 


	I decided to go for a walk. The sun was just coming up and the streets would be quiet. Once the fresh air hit my face I realized that this was actually no laughing matter. What in the world was Patti thinking? 


	Okay so nobody died and made me the judge of the world. But what did she expect to find in a little pot-bellied idol? She used to know Friend. What happened with that?


	Friend lives in paradise. That’s where he wants all of us to go one day. He is everyone’s friend. And the best thing about him is that you can talk to him and he communicates back. It’s actually a relationship. Sometimes for no reason at all, he will do something really awesome for you. And you just feel like ‘why would you be so good to me?’ That just leaves you feeling all fantastic.


	I know that I laughed when I saw that spectacle, but it was really not funny. I actually saw the shadows. Good people shine under their skin and I can see that shine. Bad people have shadows. I can see and hear the shadows. Well, that wasn’t really correct. No people are bad, the shadows are bad. They whisper and whisper until the person listens to them.


	If I were planning to stay here in bonkers land I would really want to know what happened to Patti. But I am going to the hospital today. I need to see if something is wrong. Well, obviously something is wrong. Maybe they can sort it out.


	After the hospital, I’m going to see mum. 
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	he whole hospital thing was a bit of a bizarre experience. When I got there I said I wanted to see a doctor. They just handed me a set of forms to fill out.  That was the first weird thing. Because when I was at Patti’s place I cleaned up before I got on the white sofa. The mirror in the bathroom told me that I just look like me. Not ten years older. Just the same old me. But no one asked me if my mother was there so maybe I look older to them. That is such a bizarre thought! I wonder what I look like to them.


	Anyway, once I got the forms I realized that they needed a lot of information. Information that a person usually keeps in a wallet. So I put my hand in my pocket and guess what? It was all there! Driving license and social security. Of course the photos also just looked like I do now except the dates made me ten years older.


	Like I said all very weird and bazaar! By the time I got to see a doctor, I realized that I could not tell them that I had lost ten years. Obviously, they would lock me up or something. Like in a mental facility. So I just said I fell out of the tree and I didn’t feel myself.  And guess what? There is nothing wrong with me! He said that I could get an M.R.I. but I would have to pay for it myself since he didn’t really think it was necessary. I declined; I mean if the doctor didn’t think it was necessary I believed him.


	It’s all so crazy and I seem to be stuck here. Maybe here is real and it’s not bonkers land. Maybe I really just forgot the last ten years. In the movies when something like this happens they always look at old photos. Maybe I should ask mum if she has any. That’s exactly where I am going right now. To mum.
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