"The last few days were too much for her, poor soul.  Too much for all of us, for that matter.  She'll be alright.  Sooner or later she's going to run into a main road and civilization.  And you, Geoffrey," Diane said, exasperated, as she turned towards him.  "I guess time has come to do all that explaining we were talking about earlier.  But before anything, for God's sake, Geoff, how on earth did you manage that amazing stunt with the bloody sphere.  Don't tell me that that was another technique you learned on our trip into the Philippines.  I won't buy it this time."

"It's not, Diane.  It has nothing to do with that trip.  I just barely know how I managed it, myself.  It is the first time I ever did it in this body..." Vaton suddenly interrupted himself and quickly looked at Diane.  He didn't mean to put it this way but the truth simply popped out of his mouth.  He hadn't spent quite enough time on this mixed-up planet to learn about lying.

"'This body?'  How many bodies have you got, my dear.  If you don't mind my asking.  I'm just curious."  Diane's hard stare made Vaton feel uneasy.  Made him feel small, helpless, a foreigner, and an outcast.  A bloody intruder.  His cheeks were glowing red when he looked directly into Diane's eyes.  He didn't know how to start, what to say or how to put into words what he wanted to tell her.  Helplessly, he looked at Peter.

"I need your help, Peter.  I don't know how to handle this," he said, locking eyes with the black boy.  Peter sustained his gaze and he immediately felt it deep inside himself, that Vaton meant every word he said and that he really was at a loss in this tense moment.  

"All I can tell her, Vaton, is what you told me and showed me in the last few days.  I believe in you, Vaton," Peter said, his large black eyes  moist with tears ready to burst.  Bravely, he managed to hold them back.  For a while, anyway.  Playing with the curls in his thick, black hair, he turned toward Diane and wordlessly stared at her for a moment.  His  quick young mind was frantically processing the chain of events and words conveyed between he and Vaton during the last couple of weeks.

"Diane..."  his words trailed off in uncertainty as he pulled the locks of his black hair.  "I ain't good with words myself.  All I can tell you is that Vaton's my buddy and I love him...I...He...He showed me his..."  Suddenly Peter's bright eyes charged up in intensity.  "He really is from outer-space. He's here visiting and trying to make friends with the Human race.  Vaton, why don't you start with the spaceship image you showed me.  It's a start."  Quickly turning toward Diane, he searched her curious, expectant eyes.  "His spaceship crashed when they tried to land on the planet, Diane..."  Peter sounded excited.  His eyes were glittering bright, recalling or rather visualizing in his mind the images formed after the previous conversations with Vaton.  "Yes.  Vaton, I know it's painful for you to do it again, but you gotta do it for Diane.  She must know."

"Know what?" Diane asked Peter, her turn now to be puzzled, anxious to get to the bottom of this twisted charade.

"That Vaton and Uvigadva, a crew member, were the only two survivors of the crash.  Vaton, you tell her.  You know the facts better than me.  For Diane.  Please!?" 

Peter's compassionate tone of voice penetrated deep into Vaton's fragile soul.  He shuddered under the intensity of his recollections.  Large drops of sweat mixed with tears started developing at the root of his nose running down on his chin and finally dropping on the dry sand and disappearing without a trace.

"It is a long story, Diane.  And I don't know if this is the right time..." Vaton started slowly, carefully picking his words.  It was very difficult for him too but he clearly realized that Diane and Peter, were right.  This was the right time for the truth.  But it was so difficult to convey it in its truest sense, without altering millions of implications of this complicated situation.

"It just couldn't be a better time than this, Geoff...Vaton...Whoever you are.  The TRUTH!  Lets have it," she said firmly, but under that determined voice she was suddenly experiencing feelings of shyness, it was just a remote sensation she just could not understand.  In a strange way, she felt clearly that it was directly related to their present situation but she couldn't make the connection.  

"Something Peter just said."  The brief sentence echoed and bounced inside the boundaries of her awareness trying to process all the information and sensations she was experiencing.  

Vaton, watching her, couldn't help but smile at Diane's strong, clearly thinking mind.  Perhaps that's why he loved her so much.  She reminded him so much of Titinee, his beloved mate.  A sharp pang of pain flashed through his human heart, making him lose his breath for a moment.  It was a strong human emotion but at the same time, it was so closely intertwined with the way he would have felt in his own Vestal-Ozuru body.  He looked at Diane with shining eyes.

" The truth is so..." started Vaton when Diane, who was carefully listening and watching him closely, suddenly got distracted.  Her attention was diverted,  Diane took a few paces away from Vaton and Peter, her head cocked, as if listening to a voice or a sound coming from inside her.  

"You still cannot connect, can you, Diane?"  That voice again.  It was the same voice she had heard earlier, back at the warehouse.  It was the voice that had saved their lives.

"I know you.  You're the one who threw me over the pavement, back there, in the abandoned plant yard.  Almost broke my neck in the process."

"Almost.  Not quite," the friendly feminine voice whispered with a small giggle.

"What's your name again?  I got a hunch that you and this handsome fellow in front of me, here, know each other somehow."

"My name has been recently mentioned by the young boy.  Ask him.  He knows, the soft voice coming from inside Diane giggled again, slightly amused.

"Hey, Peter.  What were the space  cadets names again? The two survivors of the spaceship crash you were telling me about earlier?"

"Vaton, here in front of you.  The commander of the ship, according to his owns words, and Uvigadva, or something like that.  She's supposed to be his communication expert.

"Uvigadva, that's it, Peter.  Thanks a million.  You're a wonderful kid," said Diane, slowly putting pieces together. 

Vaton looked startled at Diane when he heard her mention his missing, dear friend and partner.  

Diane, her head cocked even more toward her right shoulder, gave out a light laughter herself.

"It is about time," the soft voice from inside Diane said.  "Vaton, that handsome dude, as you Humans call his type, is indeed your husband, Diane.  The one and only Geoffrey Henshaw.  Vaton, my commander and lifetime friend, is inside your Geoff.  It was Vaton I first connected with who in turn connected with Geoffrey who in turn connected with you telepathically in order for you to fly the helicopter..."  

"Hold on, Uvi..." Diane interrupted her, thinking fast, recalling vivid images.  "In front of the danger I totally..."

"Ignored Geoffrey?  Is that what you are trying to say?  That's good.  Because that's exactly what happened, Diane.  That is what we wanted, Vaton, Geoffrey and I.  You decided to rely on your survival instincts instead.  Which you did.  But it was your Geoffrey we connected to your psyche to feed you the information.  And it worked, thank heavens...it was Geoff guiding your controls Diane.  Believe it or not.  Vaton and I don't know how to fly those choppers.  You and Geoffrey did a wonderful job together.  All we did, is connect you two to one another.  We were quite impressed with the outcome."

"What about that huge blood drop we traveled in to get away from the terrorists?" Diane asked, her medical mind itching for a logical explanation for that marvelous achievement.

"That was one of our tricks.  I mean Vestal-Ozuru biochemical technology.  Remember that you nearly fainted back there by the wall with the soldiers breathing down on our necks?  It was me draining your energy, trying to do the same thing Vaton did, but I failed.  Vaton managed and brought us all to safety." 

"That explains it.  That explains a lot of things from the near past.  Did you guys got involved in saving Peter's mother's life, as well?"  asked Diane, slowly understanding.

"Not really, Diane.  We just helped Geoffrey tune in into his knowledge banks...and ours.  He did it all by himself.  That was truly amazing, indeed."

"It sure was, Uvi.  I want to know more about you two.  A lot more," said Diane, feeling quite attached to this being inside her body.

"Everything in due time, Diane," the soft voice coming from inside Diane whispered.

"Time is now due, Uvigadva," Diane responded eagerly.

Vaton and Peter watched Diane curiously, trying to figure out her strange conversation with herself.

"Diane..." Vaton called to her in a soft voice. Diane, her head cocked on her right shoulder, her eyes looking aimlessly in the distance, raised her hand stopping Vaton's attempt to finish his sentence.

"Not now," she said firmly, listening to her inner voices.  "Let's have it, Uvigadva.  The truth."

"It is not as easy as it may seem...back there in the marshlands close to your cottage, that is where everything started.  It is very difficult for me to tell you all these things, but sooner or later you have to learn it."

"The truth.  Let's have it," Diane said impatiently, her mind tuned into her inner self, carefully listening to Uvigadva's words.

"I'll try to jog your memory.  Several weeks ago, you and Geoffrey went for a short boat ride before dinner...you and Geoffrey..."  Uvigadva went silent for a moment.  She was carefully tapping into Diane's memory banks, retrieving bits and pieces of stored events, putting them together in her own mind, trying to make it more bearable for Diane to cope with the truth.  

It was a difficult task.

"And?" Diane whispered, her eyes closed now, listening carefully to the friendly inner voice.

"As you two were cruising the marshes, you ran across another boat.  They were bad people.  When they saw you and Geoffrey, they opened fire on you..."  Uvigadva paused for a moment, searching for words to present the events in a more acceptable manner.  Not finding anything appropriate, she resumed to the plain truth, "They killed you both and sank your boat with you two dead in it..." Uvigadva fell silent, allowing Diane time to digest and cope with the shocking truth.  

It was a difficult moment for everyone.  

Diane, her eyes wide open now, was staring into the blue sky above them, her mind frantically processing the latest information string.  Swallowing the hard knot in her throat, her head cocked again onto her right shoulder, she closed her eyes.

"And where were you and Vaton when this happened?  Why didn't you do something about it to save us?"

"We did, Diane.  At the time you two were shot, we two, I mean Vaton and I were up in the tree foliage in our own spheres, taking shelter from all the dangers of the marshlands.  An alligator nearly killed me only hours before we witnessed you being murdered.  We were scared, Diane.  We still are.  This planet of yours is bizarre and very dangerous."

"So, if we both got killed, how come we are here now, talking to you, Uvigadva?" Diane asked, her voice humble, instinctively sensing that somehow this very truth is partly due to the two strangers she was learning about.

"After the other boat left, Vaton and I descended from the foliage and pulled your bodies out of the sunken boat.  We didn't know what to do at first, so we ran some tests on your dead bodies, learning more about them in order to save your lives.  We were lucky.  Your brain cells were still alive.  It was a difficult task to bring you two back to life again.  We had to learn first about your bodies' workings and we didn't have much time.  But we did it in the end and here you are," explained Uvigadva as simply and clearly as she could.

"Holy Shit, Uvigadva.  This story of yours is hard to take," Diane said in a low voice, her heart pounding in her ribcage with the force of sledgehammers.

"You wanted the truth, Diane.  There it is.  And of course, there is a lot more to this but I just don't know how much more you can handle at one time," Uvigadva said thoughtfully.

"How did you two get into our bodies, Uvigadva?  I'm really interested to know all this," asked Diane, now that she was learning the truth she needed to know it all.

"I know.  Your medically trained mind is just etching to learn more about this aspect of the events..."

"Itching," Diane corrected Uvigadva with a small smile.

"Whatever.  I always had a hard time with your language, Diane.  There is one thing you and Geoffrey have to understand and  that is that Vaton and I are your friends.  We really like you two and we will do everything possible to help you out in whatever area we can.  I tell you what.  Let us get you back home to safety and then we can talk more about it.  We need your help, Diane.  Yours and Geoffrey's.  We just 'borrowed' your bodies temporarily because Vaton and I are also scientists and this was the best possible way to learn more about the Human race.  By 'being' Humans.  We are here on your miraculous planet as ambassadors of friendship and goodwill between your civilization and ours.  We are your friends, Diane.  You've got to believe us."  

"I believe you, Uvigadva.  After all you guys did for us, there is no doubt in my mind that you are here on a friendly mission."

"We will tell you all about once we all get to safety.  Now, let us help your friends here.  They must be confused out  of their minds with our conversation."

"I bet they are," Diane said as she smiled at Vaton and Peter who watched her silently, not daring to interrupt her mysterious conversation with herself.

"You okay, Diane?" Peter finally asked shyly, reading compassion in Diane's shining eyes.

"I'm better now, Peter.  Yes, indeed.  I guess we better try to get back home before the terrorists catch up with us again.  And about you, Vaton-Geoffrey, save your explanation for later.  I just had a nice talk with Uvigadva and she told me a few things about you two.  We'll talk about it later." 

"Diane.  You understand?"  Vaton put so much passion in these three simple words that Diane, who was looking at him at the time, blushed to the tip of her ears.  She suddenly realizing that she was sharing intimate moments with this stranger standing humbly in front of her, not knowing what to do, not knowing what to say.  The thought alone made her look at Vaton differently.

"I understand a small part of it.  Most of it is still mystery to me, but I know that the fog will clear out soon.  I'm just going to wash some of this blood off my face and try to look a little more presentable.  We need to try to get back to the house.  Hey, Peter.  Which way you think, is the safer way to follow this small trail?" asked Diane as she knelt down near the water and started washing off the blood.

"I'd say this way, Diane," Peter said pointing in the opposite direction from where Cassandra disappeared in the lush vegetation.

"Well, let's go then," Diane said simply as she stood up, looking considerably cleaner, she took off down the trail.  Peter and Vaton followed her wordlessly.  

They followed the windy trail through the thick marshes for several hours, fighting the overgrown brush the whole way.  It didn't seem to be a well-beaten path.  It probably was a hunting path, Diane concluded after they found a few shotgun shells on their path. 

The sun was fading as dusk approached when they finally came to a more significant crossroad.  The path cut across a well-beaten country road, wide enough to drive a four-by-four vehicle on it.  

"Now we're getting somewhere," Peter said excitedly, as he looked down at the dirt road to check some fairly fresh tire tracks.  "The truck drove that way," he concluded pointing his hand in a westerly direction.  "According to the tire pattern imprints in the sand," Peter explained when the two looked at him curiously.

Nearly an hour later two hunters in a four-by-four Blazer  finally picked  them up.  

"It’s hunting season, folks.  It's not too safe to wonder around the marshes at this time of the year," the old, snow-haired fellow driving the truck explained.

"We just went for a long walk and got lost," Peter fed him a white lie in order to ease any suspicions. 

The hunters dropped them off at the closest small community located at the intersection of several country roads.  

"There's a float plane, run from the docks down there," the old hunter explained, pointing to a gathering of small buildings at the edge of the water.  "They'll fly you anywhere you want from here, if you folks're willing to pay the pilot.  His name is Guss Vercourt.  Tell him that you're friends of Peter the Bear," the large man said smiling and put his truck in gear after the passengers got out.

"Thanks, Peter," Diane called after him.  

Peter the Bear waved a small farewell as his truck disappeared into the dense shrubbery. 

It took the five of them a while to locate Guss, the bush pilot.  Everybody they asked seemed to know the pilot but nobody could pinpoint his whereabouts.  

Finally, after wandering through the small community, they noticed a large bonfire at the edge of the water.  Several hunters were gathered around the roaring fire, talking about the day's adventures.  When Diane's small group approached the fire, the hunters stopped their heated conversation and stared at the newcomers.  

"We're looking for Guss Vercourt, the pilot," Diane said, trying to be friendly, as they came closer to the fire.  

"You must be new 'round her'.  We never seen you 'fore," said one of the hunters, a large man with a long gray pony tail dangling down between his broad shoulders.  "You folks hungry?  There's plenty food here.  It's been a good day in the bush today.  Come on and join us," he said, pointing to a few empty spaces on the two logs placed around the fire.  There was a wild boar roasting on a spit over the fire. 

"We'd rather get back home, we're really tired," Diane said, looking at the people.  

"You folks wanna fly out tonight?" a hunter dressed in old, worn military outfit asked them, he was sitting beside the fire where he was turning the pig.  "Where about's you wanna go?  I got fuel for about two hours flight.  About two hundred and fifty miles," he said, looking at Diane with his sunburnt, open face, bright blue eyes.

"You must be Guss," Diane said, looking at the stocky man in his forties standing alone by the fire.  "Peter the Bear sent us to you for help.  He just dropped us off here a while ago."

"Peter the Bear?  He still roaring around these marshes?  Son of a gun, I haven't seen that big ol' teddy bear since our last hunting trip in Alaska.  Many years ago that was.  Where is he?" asked Guss.

"He dropped us off there, at the crossroads.  He kept on driving into the marshes.  He didn't stop," Diane explained.  

"He's a good buddy of mine.  Where you folks headin'?"

"We're from Miami.  We sank our boat in the marshes.  Anything close to Miami would do." 

"I got enough fuel to get us pretty close to Miami.  I might have to stop over in Gurwall for a refuelling but maybe not.  When you folks wanna leave?" Guss asked looking at them.

Guss didn't need an answer.  Just looking at the small group's eager eyes, stained and torn clothes, black pouches under their eyes. He understood the situation.  "So be it," he concludes turning the roasting pig another two inches.  "I'll meet you folks down there by the docks in fifteen minutes."  He pointed his hairy hand toward the edge of a canal where a small dock was lit up by several orange-glowing lamps.  "Unless you wanna have a bite with us first," he said looking at the group.  

Diane turned toward Peter and Vaton with questioning eyes.  She noticed Peter staring at the appealing roast.  Diane nodded silently.  "Actually, we will have a bite.  That'd be great.  We're all starving to death."

XX

The flight was rough and bumpy, but the bush pilot handled his small dual engine floatplane in full confidence as they flew over the dark marshes, and the small communities on the edge of the everglades.  



Vaton had been silent during the whole flight back to civilization.  His mind was busy processing the series of dramatic events that had happened to them during the last few days.  The dual-reality he had been living in had been very confusing and he was occupied with trying to organize his thoughts.  He was fully aware that the moment of truth had arrived, which almost took him by surprise.  He recalled Diane's conversation with Uvigadva. It made his skin shiver with goose bumps when he thinks of her relaxed and serene state of being immediately following their conversation.  

Vaton had tried several times to get in touch with Uvigadva during the flight but he never was successful.  Diane's powerful mind was alert and at its fullest potential, sealing off any inner communication strings toward Uvigadva.  

Vaton was thrilled, scared and happy all at the same time, recalling the development of the last day's events.  He knew that an honest, open discussion would follow shortly after their arrival to the house, and he was not prepared.  He didn't know how to handle it.  

In the back of his mind he was still amazed at the way the human body responded and cooperated in his desperate effort to save the group, back there at the abandoned sugarcane mill.  The life-saving "blood drop" which helped them get away from their deadly enemy was triggered by Vaton, of course.  But, despite Vaton's influence, the human body still performed miraculous bio-chemical reactions in order to make the "bubble" come alive.  And it had done it in a completely different way than the Vestal-Ozuru body would have performed.  It was Geofrey’s human body expanding its limits under Vaton’s foreign powers.

The Vestal life-saving spheres were bred into their bodies for generations of refined genetic implantation and testing.  And yet, the human body produced the same effects with no genetic preparation, or alterations, whatsoever.  Vaton was fascinated by this new discovery.  There was so much to this miraculous, mixed-up human civilization.  So much to learn from and share with his own race.  This intergalactic odyssey was one of the most challenging and thrilling of all the numerous journeys Vaton had previously embarked upon.  In particular, these two special Humans, they were sharing their lives with, were especially fascinating.  

Vaton's heart filled with an inner warmth he was unaccustomed to when he thought of his two Human friends.  He felt like hugging Diane, holding her tight in his arms, smelling the discreet perfume of her long hair and...suddenly Vaton, as he watched Diane sitting in front of him, felt a powerful emotion pounding in his chest, blocking his respiratory avenues. 

 Minutes later, after the storming of emotions slowly waded out a trifle, he realized that for a brief moment he shared Geoffrey's very own emotions towards his wife.  The feeling was so warm and powerful, so upliftingly beautiful that Vaton started to cry.

Large tears were welling up in his tired eyes and rolling down his cheeks.  Taken aback by this new overpowering emotion his restless mind connected the emotion with his own, trying to associate a recognizable similarity in his own Vestal-Ozuru being.  

Feeling the inner storm rampaging through his palpitating arteries, he suddenly visualized Titinee, his beloved life-mate, "wife," in human terms.  His tired eyes launched another stream of tears.  "LOVE," Vaton whispered in a small voice recalling some of the human laser disk information retrieved from the mysterious human capsule.

Overwhelmed by powerful emotions strange to his heart, he looked at Peter sitting next to him. Peter was watching attentively as lights came and went under the plane's body.  That same storming emotion overpowered him again as his mind was frantically looking for the connection.  Moments later, Chical, his own little son, came into clear focus making Vaton's human heart beat at a frantic pace.  

"Chical," Vaton said out loud, his eyes wide open, piercing the several light-years of space between he and his family.

"You say something, Vaton?"  Peter asked, turning towards him.

"Just talking to myself, Peter.  I just came to realize that this trip was a beautiful thing, after all.  In spite of all our losses and the hardship you guys had to go through." 

"I don't know about the 'beautiful thing' part of it, Vaton, but other than that, I'd say that it's been a rather exciting journey so far," Peter said and turned his head to watch the lights of a new small town flashing under the belly of the plane.

The  plane landed safely at a small airport on the outskirts of Miami.

"I didn't know you could land a float plain on solid land," Diane said to Guss after the plane rolled to a safe stop.  

"I got special landing gears attached to the floats, Diane.  She's a good little plane," Guss laughed, tapping the instruments on the dash of his plane.

It was then that she realized that they didn't have any money on them.  Diane explained the situation to Guss.  He laughed understandingly and Diane took a small slip of paper from Guss with his mailing address.

"We'll send you the money as soon as we get home, Guss.  Don't you worry.  We owe you a lot."

"You folks have a safe trip home, you hear?" he said in his thick southern accent.

"It was a great flight.  You're a wild pilot, Mr. Vercourt," Peter said excitedly.

"You come down here one day with your folks, Peter, and I'll teach you a few tricks," Guss said in a deep voice, and shook hands with Diane, Vaton and Peter.

 An hour later they were seated in a cab travelling towards the city.  They could see the city lights displayed in a panoramic, flickering fair, which stretched out in front of them.  The lights seemed to go on forever, but when the cab finally pulled up at the front gate of the Henshaw residence Diane punched in the code to open the gate and door they drove through. 


At the main door she let them all into the house.  Grabbing some cash from one of their cash boxes she paid the cabby, who thanked her for the generous tip and drove away.

The house was the same as usual, neatly kept, warm and cozy, but this time, after all the hard barracks and machine rooms they'd spent their last few nights in, it was even more welcoming.  The carefully designed soft lighting brushing the interior enveloped the place in a welcoming intimacy.  The large wall-to-wall windows gave them a perfect view of the night's splendour.  

Just as they closed the main door and walked into the large foyer, with the vaulted ceiling, the soft metronome of the ancient pendulum clock chimed eleven times.  The lazy, chiming sound of the ancient clock snapped Diane instantly into her "old self", and her old life in this home which harboured many happy times for her and Geoffrey.

"I can't believe that we're all back here, safe after all this bloody chaos," Diane said smiling as she went to her packed pantry and well-stocked fridge to find something to eat.  "There's lots of food in the fridge, boys, if you're hungry.  I'll call the hospital and then I'm taking a long, hot bath.  I must have things crawling in my hair, by now," she said, walking to the upper levels of the house.  

The hospital personnel thought that it was in poor taste when she spoke with the switchboard girl and identified herself as "Doctor Henshaw".

"You shouldn't joke about serious matters like this, madame.  The whole hospital is still in mourning for Diane and Geoffrey Henshaw.  Please..."

Diane learned from Clara, the switchboard operator, that she and Geoffrey were two of the missing and presumed dead, of the gas-station terrorist aftermath.  It had been all over the local and national papers. 


It would be too much for Clara to handle if Diane tried to explain that herself and Geoffry were still alive, so she hung up the phone and sat down in one of the chairs thinking over the past events.  "And the police, too," she said to herself out loud, foreseeing the declarations and questions coming from the police when they found out that they had survived the terrorist attack.  

While undressing and setting the hot water temperature in the jaccuzi, she realized that she had to give a statement to the police, to help them nail down the bastards.  "The police and the army," she whispered, stepping into the bubbling, relaxing waters.

When she finally immersed in the relaxing jets of their large hot tub, the hot water encasing her in an aura of steam and bubbles, she suddenly felt like she was going to melt away from herself.  As the hot jets massaged the aching muscles in her body, Diane started to relax.  It was now that she realized how exhausted she really was.  

In a last effort of the day she tried to sort out the series of bizarre events she had experienced.  First, the crazy abduction, and the mysterious presence and help of the two aliens, secondly, the shocking conversation with Uvigadva via this new communication media, then the Geoffrey-Vaton duality, and finally, the mesmerizing escape with the aid of a giant, bullet-proof blood drop.  The hot jets finally stole the better of Diane.  Stretched out comfortably in the whirling waters, she fell soundly asleep.  

Several minutes after the timer of the hot tub shut down the pumps, she woke up, looking dazed around her own bathroom, trying to anchor herself.  She'd had an intense dream, which was still lingering on the edge of her awareness giving her an eerie and awe inspiring feeling that there was something very important for her to remember.  In spite of her efforts, the dream's residues gradually faded away leaving her empty and tired.  To her frustration, she could not recall any parts of it.  

Getting out from the tub and drying herself off with a large towel, she walked down to the living quarters of the house.  She was not surprised to find both, Geoffrey and Peter sound asleep. 

They had changed out of their dirty, stained, once white, hospital coats.  Peter was wrapped in one of Geoffrey's large T-shirts that nearly reached his skinny knees.

Vaton-Geoffrey was stretched out like a frog on the tan leather couch, his right leg hanging over the edge, almost touching the carpet.  Peter was snoring away tucked in the matching love seat, adjacent to the leather couch.  

Diane watched the two silently for several minutes then finally locked the main door, turned the lights off and walked up to their main bedroom.  

The rustling of the clean, wind-dried bed of the Henshaw residence sheets wrapped around her body in a gentle hug, Diane fell asleep almost instantly. 

The early morning sunrays penetrating through the drawn curtain, cast a small, liquid-like circle of light on Diane's sleeping face.  Her eyes twitched rapidly a few times and she finally opened her eyes, looking around the place.  A deep sense of security filled her heart when she recognized the familiar surroundings.  Releasing a light sigh she entered the en suite, and woke herself up by splashing cold water on her face, the way she always did.  

The living room of the large, sun-filled house was emanating a strong, familiar aroma Diane instantly recognized.  It was Geoffrey's Saturday morning cappuccino he always made with freshly ground mocha Java coffee.  Geoffrey loved this blend and he always saved it for Saturday mornings.  

As usual, Vaton was seated in Geoffrey's favorite armchair watching Peter, who sat beside him devouring a bowl of breakfast cereal.  She noticed one small difference though.  Geoffrey wasn't smoking this morning.  She knew all too well that this was the only time, according to Geoff himself, when he enjoyed, to the fullest, the "dramatic killing drug" both of them had been addicted to for several years.  

Not making any comment about the small change, Diane joined the two on the sundeck, poured a cup of the aromatic coffee, and lit up a cigarette.

"Good morning, Diane," Peter welcomed her as soon as she sat down at the table.  

"Good morning, gorgeous," Vaton said smiling, the way he always greeted her on Saturday mornings like this one.

"Good morning, boys.  I hope you guys rested well last night.  When I got out of the hot tub, you two were already sound asleep.  I didn't want to wake you up."

"I passed out like a rock myself, the moment you went upstairs," Peter said looking at her.

"Same here.  I feel really good now.  All rested up," Vaton said and Diane immediately noticed the genuinely cheerful tone of his voice.  

Geoffrey's features indeed looked completely relaxed and his deep blue eyes were shining with new energy and vitality.

"You boys look as good as you sound," Diane said, sipping from her coffee and watching the two.

While Diane and Peter were making small conversation, the wheels were turning in Vaton's mind.  He felt good this morning, indeed.  During the night, after Diane was finally asleep, he managed to connect with Uvigadva.  She filled him in on all the details of their escape and her lengthy conversation with Diane about their alien origins.  

Both, Vaton and Uvigadva alike, decided to lay the truth on the table for everybody sometime during the next day.  The time was finally right.  Diane and Geoffrey, now fully aware of the situation, were ready for the truth.  They had the right to know.   Both, Vaton and Uvigadva agreed upon that and they decided to let Peter in on it all as well.  The boy gave them extremely good vibrations.  His young, unbiased, curious and knowledge-thirsty mind deserved the truth.  

"I'm ready, Vaton," Diane said abruptly, turning toward him and looking into his eyes.  "Let's have it.  The truth.  Once again."

Knowing Diane, Vaton was prepared for the direct approach.  He knew her fairy well by now.  In fact, he knew all along that she was just itching to get out from the immediate danger surrounding them and learn about everything.  That was Diane, and Vaton loved her enormously for that.  

"I don't exactly know where to start, Diane.  I had a chance to connect with Uvigadva last night while you were asleep, and she filled me in on the conversation the two of you had in the last few days.  She told me all about the way you escaped from the terrorist base.  Geoffrey knows also.  I filled him in as well..."

"Slow down, Vaton.  What do you mean, you filled him in?" asked Diane.

"What I mean is exactly that, Diane.  Geoff and I finally communicate on the conscious level.  We had all along, at the deep, subconscious level.  That's how, as you well know by now, I knew all the little secrets between the two of you.  It's the same way I helped him operate on Peter's mother and helped you tap into you knowledge banks during some of your stressful, delicate brain surgeries."

"You mean, it was you two making the life and death decisions, for me as I operated on dying children?"  Diane's blood raced into her cheeks.

"No.  No.  No, Diane.  By all means, no.  Just give me a moment to explain.  Everything you and Geoffrey had performed on the professional level, were you two all the way.  We will get to that later, when we try somehow to show you how we simply guided you to look in the right direction for the right answers.  I think you Humans call it "The Akashik Files" or something like that.  We call it "Universal Wisdom".  Some very gifted people can access those files almost instantly, but those people are very rare and most of them would not have the systematic knowledge to apply them properly.  You and Geoffrey, and other highly trained professionals in your chosen fields, are only a whisper away from it.  Usually, the enormous pressure you operate under in your profession, builds a wall between yourselves and the "knowledge files" denying you access to the valuable information which could save a life, a whole family or even an entire race."

"I just barely follow you, Vaton.  Geoffrey, my husband, he has a much more in-depth understanding of these things.  Is he here with us, now?"

"I'm with you, beautiful," Geoffrey said, and both Peter and Diane immediately noticed a change in the tone of voice, it really was Geoffrey, not simply a fabrication produced by Vaton.  "Diane, give Vaton a chance to talk freely.  He's a good friend of ours.  And besides, I'm here with you.  Don't worry, bellissima."

Diane couldn't help but smile when he heard Geoffrey calling her the name he used to call her in the freshmen year, when the two first met in Med School.

"I love you, too, Geoff.  I'm so happy to hear your voice.  How's it hanging?" Diane asked smiling.

"Oh.  It's hanging, Diane.  You'll excuse our foul language, Peter," Geoffrey said, turning toward Peter who was chuckling away with teary eyes.

"I'm right with you, guys.  This is fascinating stuff," Peter addressed Vaton-Geoffrey.


"We're in good hands, Diane," Geoffrey resumed.  There was so much genuine energy in her husband's voice that Diane looked deeply into Vaton's eyes.  She recognized Geoff looking back at her.  "Trust me," he said softly.

Peter, who was listening carefully to the conversation between Geoffrey and Diane, was all eyes and ears.  He was fascinated by this unique event.

"Resuming where we left off..." Vaton continued, and Diane immediately recognized the slight, nearly imperceptible, difference between Geoffrey's own voice and Vaton's "borrowed" voice.  "We, I mean Uvigadva and myself, will try to present you with a visual kaleidoscope of images which, we think, will help you and Geoffrey comprehend the overall truth you are seeking, Diane."  Vaton's tone of voice suddenly took on sad overtones revealing that, for some unknown reason, it was very difficult for him to put into words what he was trying so hard to say.  He suddenly fell silent.  

As Diane looked into his eyes, she thought she recognized pain and suffering in those blue eyes, and she also noticed that they were not fired by Geoffrey's inner being, but Vaton's.  She wanted to say something, to come halfway for him, but then she heard the familiar friendly voice coming from inside her.

"Relax, Diane. I clearly sense the turmoil you are going through right now.  Take a deep breath and try to relax.  Your inquiring mind wants a million questions asked and answered at the same time.  You will not be able to assimilate it all at once.  Not yet, trust me." Uvigadva said trying to calm Diane down.

"I guess you're right, Uvi.  There's so much to learn.  It drives me crazy with impatience." replied Diane talking to Uvigadva with her thoughts.

"Some of the images you, Geoffrey and Peter will watch will be powerful and disturbing, Diane," Vaton continued.  "I want to warn you about it before we get into it in a minute.  As you will see, it will be as difficult for us, Uvigadva and myself, as it will be for you and Geoffrey.  We will try to project you through a way I believe the human words "Hologram Imaging," best describe.  It will be a replay of images showing what actually happened.  Peter saw some of them earlier.  I have already projected our ship's crash-landing on your planet to him.  It will also show you the plain truth about how we got in contact with you two and why. One last thing.  You will witness yourselves being killed by those bad people we told you about earlier, when they sank your boat in the marshes.  Unless you want us to skip those images..."

Diane's face suddenly turned pale, but after swallowing a hard knot stuck sideways in her dry throat, she reassured Vaton that she was ready for the truth.

"Whatever it is, we have to know it."

"I understand you perfectly.  I would demand the same thing, if I were you." 

"Geoffrey, are you ready?" Vaton asked out loud.

"I'm ready.  I've been waiting for this for a long time, Vaton.  Ready whenever you are, buddy."  Geoffrey answered with the same voice, only a shade different from the voice placing the question.

Once again, Diane clearly made the distinction between the two different persons' tones of voice.

