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	Psalm 139


	Even the darkness is not dark to you. 


And the night is as bright as the day.


	 


	 


	 




 


	 


	 


	 


	This book is dedicated to the brightest lights that shine in my life


	Giorgia and Keegan


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 




 


	 


	 


	Genesis 1


	Then God said ‘Let there be light’ and there 
was light.


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 




Plugging-in


	“We have to get back,” I was talking to Megan, my beautiful Meg.


	“I know,” she sighed as she spoke.


	I understood how she was feeling. A big part of me didn’t want to leave either. This field seemed to stretch out forever, and the tree we were sitting under was the only one in sight. There were plenty of bushes. But no trees. It was so peaceful.


	The heat of the day was subsiding. The grass was dry and almost brittle in comparison to the soft sheet we were sitting on. I always have a sheet in the truck. Blankets give me the heebie-jeebies.


	Do you know what I mean? When you rub your hand over a blanket, it gives you a gross feeling inside. Like when someone scratches a knife across a glass plate. 


	“We could plug-in later,” she suggested.


	“I’m tempted,” I smiled “but we both know the benefits of spending time with everyone before we plug-in.”


	“Why do we plug-in every day anyway?” she sounded a little annoyed. “Lots of people only plug-in every second day, and some only once a week!”


	She had this look on her face like she was entertaining the idea. I moved over to her and took her by surprise attack. I pinned her down and started tickling her. She was super ticklish. I knew that. Her laughter filled the silent field and echoed back at us. 


	I drove her home in my dad’s ancient rattling truck. She lived just a few houses away from me on the same street. She stared at me while I drove.


	“What?” I asked.


	“You are pretty good to look at.” She teased.


	“Yeah?” I responded, “and you’ll pass in the dark.” She knew I was teasing back. As far as I’m concerned, you can’t get much more beautiful than Meg. She was also very present. She lived in the moment, with lots of enthusiasm. 


	“Same time tomorrow?” she asked jumping out of the truck.


	“You betcha,” I winked and ruffled her hair.


	When I got home, everyone was already in the plug-in room. I was a little late. 


	“Sorry,” I said to everyone in the room.


	“Not at all,” my dad smiled “you are here aren’t you?”


	“Shall we begin then?” Mum said. “Jessi, why don’t you start today?”


	“don’t wanna,” Jessie answered. Jessie was my 5-year-old little brother.


	“How about you Jack?” mum asked my 11-year-old brother.


	“Okay,” he said “I’m grateful for my new second-hand phone. Even if I’m only allowed one game AND I only get to play it for half an hour a day. I’m still grateful for it.” 


	I got myself a new phone and gave my old one to Jack. He was obviously using the moment to express the fact that he would like more games and more gaming time. But he did say he was grateful, and that is something.


	“Jessi, do you want to go now?” mom asked.


	“What’s grateful again?” he asked.


	“It’s when you are thankful for something, or happy about something that happened in your day,” Mum answered.


	“Oh that’s easy then, “Jessi grinned “I’m happy Gail had a birthday coz we all got chocolate cake at school today.” 


	“Joe?” Mum looked at me.


	“I’m grateful for friends that enrich our lives,” I said.


	I was thinking about Meg. Boy was I grateful for Meg.


	My dad spoke next, “I’m grateful for my beautiful family and for my health. A healthy body enables a man to provide for his family.”


	Mum smiled at him and then spoke “I too am grateful for my lovely family. And no matter how modest it is I am always able to prepare a meal for them every evening.”


	Mum was being modest herself; she was a great cook. She could make eggs taste like lobster. 


	Then we all sat back in our chairs, stuck the warm plastic square onto our chests and put our headphones on.


	The plastic square feeds warmth to the area in our chests where our spirit lives. And the headphones relay messages to us. We all get our own individual messages because we are all in different places in our lives. 


	When I was Jessi’s age, the messages were about how much I was loved and appreciated. And that I should use that love and appreciation to be kind to others at all times. Never to hit anyone or throw things out of frustration because love and kindness always get you what you want. And anger and frustration never get you what you want.


	But now at the age of 18 and in my final year at school, the messages were different. 


	The love and appreciation were still there, but the rest was more like instructions. Always walk on the path of light. Do not be tempted by the other path; it leads to destruction. Be aware of the company you keep, because it will affect your thinking. Do not be tempted by beautiful women; always think of them as family.


	That sort of thing. I have always plugged-in. I know the value of it. I receive wisdom beyond my own ability. And I need that. Everyone needs that. The other thing is that when you have a really good plug-in, sometimes supernatural things happen. One time mum was suffering from extreme lower back pain. It went on for months. Then she had a really intense plug-in session, and the pain just disappeared.


	But unfortunately, plug-in is a choice. You don’t have to do it. No one has to do it. So many people don’t. And you can see the difference in their lives. Mum says if people don’t plug-in they go a bit crazy. 


	She says that plugging-in gives us an anchor. And people with no anchor just float wherever the wind and tide takes them. 


	I know how some kids look at me at school. Like I’m Mr. Do-no-wrong. Mr. Goody-two-shoes. I don’t have many friends because I don’t have a cool image. Sometimes it gets to me. But mostly I just know that if they were to plug-in for a month or so, they would get it. 


	 




 


	 


	 


	 


	Psalm 7


	You have prepared the light in the sun


	 


	 


	 




School


	I didn’t enjoy school much. I mean I know the value of an education. But school was a rough place. Now don’t get me wrong. I’m not scared or anything. I’m a big guy. Working on a farm will do that for you. There is no better workout than plowing fields or digging trenches or loading hay bales. The truth is I’m bigger and taller than dad. Both my brothers are built more like dad. Kind of skinny.


	I know I could handle myself in a fight, it’s just that some days I think all I do is avoid fights. The other guys always seem to want to fight with me. It’s almost like if they can flatten the big guy, they would earn some cool points. 


	Getting from the car to the classroom goes something like this. First, I walk past the dope smokers — the getting-high-is-cool guys.


	“Dude how many did you bring?” Skinny dope-head number 1.


	“Dude only one, I got no cash.” Skinny dope-head number 2.


	“I feel you dude, I also only have one.” Skinny dope-head number 1.


	“Well, let's share yours now and smoke mine at break dude.” Skinny dope-head number 2.


	I mean, do they realize how many times they say, dude? And can you even begin to imagine what a waste it is to spend your life in a haze? Living every moment a few steps away from it and never being completely there. Completely in the moment. 


	Life is so short. It passes by so fast. Sometimes when I’m with Megan, I wish I could have the moment again. Like experiencing it once was not enough! 


	Then I walk past the cotton candy girls. That’s how they look to me. Like cotton candy. All pink and fluffy.


	“Hey Joe,” Cotton Candy girl seductively smiles at me. “When you gonna come get some of this?” She runs her hands down the sides of her body. 


	I smile and look down.


	“C’mon Joe, everyone is doing it. You are missing out.” Cotton Candy girl calls after me. Her Cotton Candy friends all giggle.


	I can assure you, that as pretty as these girls are, what I have with Megan is better. 


	With these girls what you see is what you get. With Megan, there is an undercurrent of depth. Like an ocean that glistens and splashes and draws me in.


	Then I walk past the sports Jocks. They love the Cotton Candy girls. 


	“So how far did you get with her? Did you get to second base?” Sports Jock number 1.


	“A gentleman never kisses and tells,” Sports Jock number 2 smirks and then goes ahead and tells anyway. “I banged her so hard she hollered for her mama!”


	All the Sports Jocks start laughing and patting him on the back. One sticks his foot out as I pass. I trip but manage to keep my balance as I was expecting it.


	“Ever so sorry Joe didn’t see you coming.” Sports Jock addresses me.


	I nod my head to indicate it’s okay and walk past them. Something hard hits the back of my shoulder. I turn around.


	“Sorry, Joe just slipped right out of my hand.” Sports Jock is mocking me.


	Now I know the book did not slip out of his hand and go flying across space and time to ‘fall’ on my shoulder. He threw that book, with his good arm, as hard as he could. 


	I could still feel the heat of it on my shoulder. If it had been my head, he could have drawn blood. In which case, my reaction would have been the same.


	“No worries, could happen to anyone.” I smile and continue on the path to my classroom.


	It’s not that I want to react that way. I know that I must exercise self-control and discipline over my mind and my actions.


	What pops into my mind is the image of me picking that book up and walking over to him and shoving it down his throat. I’m pretty sure that would be the last book to ‘slip’ out of his hands. But I chose to override that thought and do the right thing.


	At school, there were only a handful of kids that plugged-in. And they didn’t do it every day. But at least they plugged-in. They were my friends. 


	Megan was also in her final year. She was at this school too, but she was not in the same class as me. It was great though because we got to spend breaks together and eat lunch together.


	 




 


	 


	 


	Matthew 5


	Let your light shine before others


	 


	 




Lunch


	Megan and I were huddled up at our usual table in the cafeteria. She always got cafeteria food, and I always ate the sandwiches mum packed for me. Sometimes we’d share.


	Today, for some strange reason one of the Sports Jocks decided to join us. I guess he must have been dared to do so by his friends.


	I got up to move to another table, taking Megan’s hand to indicate she should follow me. But she pulled me back down.


	“We always eat alone,” she said, “let’s see what it’s like to have some company.”


	Sports Jock smiled at her. I did not like that at all. Megan is a beautiful girl. But not in a Cotton Candy kind of way. Her beauty is all natural. She has really long coppery gold hair and a full beautiful mouth. Her top lip curls up when she smiles. She says she doesn’t like that, but I love it. She has a sprinkling of light freckles over her nose and cheeks. And the most beautiful green eyes. She doesn’t wear any make-up. Because she really doesn’t need any.


	“So, you guys are like the plug-in king and queen of the school then?” He asked.


	“You should try it sometime,” I said straight-faced.


	“Now, now,” he chided “you know the school rules. Each to his own and cause no harm.”


	He was right; I was not allowed to try and persuade anyone to come around to my way of thinking. They say it spreads contempt and hatred. How ironic since the only things that comes out of plugging-in is positive.


	“But seriously,” he continued “aren’t you tired of the indoctrination. That’s all it is you know. Brainwashing.”


	“A little wisdom never hurt anyone,” I said.


	“Is that what you call wisdom,” he asked, “you are literally being told how to behave and worse than that, what to think.”


	“That’s incorrect,” I responded. I was getting quite irritated with him. All I wanted to do was to tell him to bugger off. But patience was the key here; you never know what seeds this conversation is planting.


	“We are given the information, and we choose what we want to do with it.”


	“Look,” Sports Jock wasn’t about to give up “your parents have been filling your minds with this since you were born, so you wouldn’t even know if you were brainwashed or not.”


	“Well, I know I don’t like carrots,” I answered.


	“Huh?” Sports Jock was confused.


	“When I was a kid mum always put carrots on my plate. We had to eat what is served. So, I ate them, but I never liked them. When I got older, I told mum I don’t like carrots. So, she doesn’t put them on my plate anymore. Our parents respect our decisions.” 


	Sports Jock smiled at me. He pulled his wallet out of his pocket and opened it. There was a lot of cash in it. “I had a good day with my little side business here at school; my wallet looks like this most days. You could join my little business. Within a month you wouldn’t have to drive that piece of scrap of your dad’s. You could afford a brand-new truck. How do you like them carrots?”


	Megan stretched her hand over the table and touched the money. 


	I stood up and looked sports Jock in the eye “The thief comes only to kill and destroy.” I said.


	Then I turned to Megan “We’re leaving.”


	As we were walking away, the bell rang. Break was over. I felt uncomfortable inside. Megan didn’t say one word to defend our way. In fact, she looked quite intrigued when Sports Jock pulled out his wallet. 


	She knew he earned that money by selling some kind of ability-enhancing drug. 


	“Well, a new truck would look good on you.” She said smiling. 


	I couldn’t believe it! She was actually entertaining the ideas of the thief! 


	“Cast down those thoughts!” was all I had time to say. We had to head back to class, or we were going to be late.


	 




 


	 


	 


	John 12


	Whoever walks in the dark does not know where they are going


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 




Later that day


	I didn’t see Megan after school. I usually give her a ride home, but she sent me a message saying she would catch up with me later. I guess she meant the field. 


	We’d been meeting in that field every day for over a year now. I remember the first time. I was driving past when I saw her. She was so beautiful I had to stop.


	As I approached her, I realized that I didn’t know what to say. What came out of my mouth was “do you know that you are trespassing?” I could have shoved my fist right in my mouth. What a stupid thing to say. Now she would probably leave, and that was the last thing I wanted. But she surprised me.


	“Really?” that was the first time I saw her smile. Her upper lip curled up. I think I fell in love at that very moment. “you think man can own a piece of the world?” 


	“I guess you have a point there,” was all I could respond.


	She continued to speak, “we are nothing but mist that appears for a while and then disappears.”


	Right then I knew that she plugged-in. I had heard that before. I also knew that I wanted to marry her. I wanted to get to know her. I wanted to smell her hair. I wanted to laugh with her and cry with her. Watch sunsets with her and eat ice-cream with her.


	“My lifetime is as nothing before you, my days on earth merely a shadow,” I responded.


	She patted her hand on the piece of grass beside her, indicating that I should join her. I did. We didn’t speak. We just sat and listened to the earth, the birds, the leaves rustling in the trees and the heat lifting from the ground.


	When I took her home, I realized that I had seen her around, but I had never noticed her. Noticed her, as in, you are my future wife. 


	Now, a little over a year later I was sitting in the very same field waiting for her. But it looked like she wasn’t going to show up. She always got here first. It was our special way of re-creating that first day. 


	Everything around me was incredibly beautiful and peaceful. Yet I could find no beauty or peace. I have a phone. Megan has a phone. Why didn’t she just message me? Wait, what if something happened to her? What if she is hurt or needs help? No, I doubt that’s it. She wasn’t on the same page as me after lunch. She is not here because she doesn’t want to be here.
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