Wind, Sand and Cars


True psychic phenomenon does not involve changing the course of rivers, altering the shape of metal, or convincing the electorate of a certain opinion; rather the recognition that what is, is there to be understood within its own identity. To bend a spoon with the mind is to bring it in line with our own misshapen intellect. (Whew!)


Dar's earliest memories could not be described. His mother feared she had given birth to a child touched by the devil. Either that, or without her knowledge, someone had kicked her in the stomach when she was still carrying him, done him some damage.

Now, Dar didn't know that he was growing up in the Middle Ages. All he knew was the village people, the dogs and livestock, trees and all that. For theirs was a simple life. The only complications were poverty, disease, ignorance and superstition. Put simply, their life was cruel.


And he never got so far as to speak the language. As it turned out, this was to his advantage in eternity. Beyond that, no one speaks it now anyway. Language was an encumbrance in his existence; the past, present and future were all the same to him. However, the day-to-day disadvantages were obvious.

For example, one day he came running into the middle of the splay of huts they called a village, waving his arms to warn the others of a spewing, volcanic eruption that threatened to spread lava across the entire countryside. The others, their dull, pasty faces erupting with fear, became alarmed and panicked.


Two hours later, when they discovered that no danger approached, they found Dar playing calmly with a puppy. The lava was indeed heading their way, only two thousand years earlier.


Another day, he saw hundreds of men carrying metal sticks that shot fire. The men were dressed in a strange green garb and had heads shaped like grain bowls, with plants sprouting from the tops. This time Dar drew pictures of the men to help convince his neighbors of the danger. Their laughter hurt his feelings.


Still another time he was forced to throw his body to the side of the path to keep from being struck by a strange metal beast that had a large, clear, rectangular stomach which Dar could see within. The beast had already eaten two people and the simple village boy shuddered when he thought of how close those silvery teeth had come to biting him as well. The beast had farted in passing, and the smell was worse imagined than any dragon's breath.


As he grew older, Dar came to accept these phenomenon as figments of his imagination. Had he been more sophisticated, he might have been able to tell the farmers not to bother planting crops when a drought waited around the seasonal corner. Or warn his mother not to become too attached to a child she was carrying.

Still, the marvels of the past and future far outstripped the monotony of the present. Dar would admire the huge silver birds in silence. The constant parade of foreigners was never apparent to the others in the village, and his own reactions to them were necessarily muted for his and his family's peace of mind.


The geologic formation of the land around them never failed to leave Dar open-mouthed. Giant mountains would appear and then collapse back within secret folds in the earth. A strange, ammonia-like smell would fill the air and he would begin to choke. Sometimes he passed out.


After those rare occasions when the other children would deign to play with him, Dar was often left pondering his inability to speak the language of his parents and neighbors. His mouth would open and he was sure the proper sounds were coming out, but no one reacted to his sounds as they did to the sounds of the others. And worse for him, he felt he had something truly important to tell them.


One day a man wearing strange garb came into the village. At first, Dar thought it was another of his apparitions, but the villagers gathered around the carriage and greeted the man with reverence. As it turned out, the Bishop from Rome may as well have been the Black Pope from 1997 A.D., as far as Dar was concerned. Though he watched the man closely as Dar's parents came forward and kissed the hem of the Bishop's long garment. Then the boy grew frightened as every finger in the village pointed in his direction. The crowd closed in toward Dar, and he would have run into the woods if a dinosaur hadn't stuck his head out of the trees at that very moment.


Shivering slightly, Dar struggled to understand to the organization of sounds that came from the man's mouth. It was apparent this high priest was switching from one tongue to another in an attempt to break through the language barrier. After one particular stream of language, Dar spotted one of his silver birds streaking across the sky, and his eyes were drawn upward involuntarily.


The Bishop fell to his knees and made the sign of the cross. The stunned crowd followed suit. When the bird disappeared over the horizon Dar glanced back at the villagers. They were all prostrated on the ground and the sight caught his fancy. Then he made a grave tactical error; he giggled.


The Bishop's concern crossed his face like a cloud of ammonia and quickly spread through the crowd. It was apparent the boy was spiritual, the question was: which spirit?

Dar's mother held her breath, hoping the Bishop would take the boy away. This, her oldest, was nice enough for an idiot, but he ate as much as any of the other children and didn't contribute a lick of work.


Just then, an inspiration struck the Bishop. He withdrew a piece of parchment and asked his driver for a nibbed plume. Then he took the youngster by the hand and led him to a table, motioning for the child to draw or write with the pen.


Dar made another tactical error. Being ambidextrous, he could have used either hand, but since the pen was closer to his left, that was the hand he used. Two men grabbed Dar from behind and a hood was thrown over his head. His hands were tied securely, as were his legs. Dar felt himself being lifted off the ground and lashed to what he imagined was the back of the carriage.


In the flurry and darkness, Dar's concern for his immediate fate caused something quite out of the ordinary to happen. His intense fear for his physical safety allowed his psychic perception to become organized in such a way that the whole of his particular future was laid open to him in a single moment, in a flash.


He saw the carriage driving a long ways through a valley he didn't recognize. In the middle of a thick wooded area, the carriage was stopped by wild men wearing the skins of animals and brandishing long, broad swords. Their language was slightly familiar and Dar understood the essence if not the particulars of their commands.


Once rescued, Dar was made prince of the barbarians and directed them to many victories over Christian lands. The whole of the West would become consolidated under his rule. As prince, he was given his choice of the best women from the captured tribes. He chose a beautiful young woman with golden hair from a large island in the north.


This woman bore him seven sons, each of whom vied for Dar's affection, in hope of being named his successor. His fifth son would eventually lead a revolution against him and begin a reign of terror that would not be equaled for hundreds of generations.


Descendants of his fifth son would ultimately travel across wide bodies of water and the tyranny would continue. A great-great-great grandson would invent the firesticks Dar had seen years before and the carnage would multiply. Larger firesticks would be mounted on metal beasts, now tamed, and still more killing would ensue.


The large silver birds would also be tamed and taught to carry the firesticks. In retaliation for this domestication, the birds would begin dropping their eggs on cities, and instead of baby chicks, the eggs would burst into large fires, killing more than Dar could ever imagined having lived.


Finally, his descendants would hurl spears at each other across the wide bodies of water, and instead of sticking in the ground, the spears would explode as the eggs had, except the ground would burn and turn to harsh lava. And then there was only the wind and the sand, and the only activity on the earth was the sand catching in the wind and drifting a few feet away. 


The moment of Dar's perceived life passed. The burlap over his head was cut and he sucked in the fresh air, happy to be back in the present and the wet of the thick forest. The barbarian chieftain spoke loudly to Dar. The essence of his words was that any enemy of their enemy was a friend to them. The boy should join the tribe.


Dar looked at the barbarian and motioned for him to come closer. When the chief was only a few feet away, Dar mustered all the moisture left in his mouth and spat. The barbarian's face grew red as a fatal wound. Drawing his broad sword, the huge chief swiped at Dar's neck, missing him by inches. Even though he was bound and helpless, Dar couldn't help but giggle at the barbarian's bad aim.


Missing was bad enough, but having the boy taunt him increased the chief's rage. His sword was almost invisible within the flurry of cuts, but none found their mark. The animal-clad troop drew back in horror. This must certainly be some kind of demon, cried one and they fled, leaving the Bishop's party unharmed.



After consulting quietly with his aides, the Bishop decided the safest course of action was to tie the boy to a tree and let the beasts of the forests devour him, should that be God's will.


Now, for Dar, being tied to a tree was better than being strapped on the back of a jostling carriage with your head wrapped in burlap. For one thing, the air was better. And he stayed tied to the tree for years. No animals approached him, and whenever he grew hungry, he would just send his mind back to those times when he was eating in the village. And that sustained him. He fell asleep only once, but what a nap!


When he finally awoke, he was lying in front of the tree and the leather throngs that had secured him had long since rotted off. He was naked, his clothes mixed with the dust around him.


A beautiful woman walked up to him, smiling. He smiled back and she spoke, reaching toward him. "You must be hungry. Here, have an apple."


Dar's mind reeled back to the last time something had been offered to him; an empire. Now, an empire and an apple are two completely different things. But why take chances? Dar shook his head, but kept smiling.


"Not now. Maybe later."


Having turned down her simple offer, Dar knew that he would never again see his visions of the future and the past. But he knew he had something far more important; someone who understood him as easily as he understood her, and he felt he must certainly be in paradise.


For now.

