Early Spring, 1938 – Waynesburg, PA

Two men stood on the crest of a hill facing each other in a heated debate.
“Teater, don’t do it,” said Jediah.  “You don’t know what might happen.”
“I’m afraid you can’t stop me, boy,” said Teater.  “Listen, I’m as certain of this as I am about the Prophecy.  I know in the very essence of my being that I am supposed to do this.”
He rubbed the back of his neck in exasperation.  Jediah made some valid points, and it would seem that his best retort, as feeble as it was, fell on deaf ears.
He placed his hand on Jediah’s shoulder, and forced his gaze to his.  “My whole life has been what I needed to do for others.  This I have to do for me.  Can’t you understand how important this is to me?”
Teater shoved his hands in his pants pockets to stop from waving them around.  It would do no good for Nancy Jane, who stood at the bottom of the hill, to see them arguing.
Jediah dropped his shoulders.  “I just want you to fully consider the ramifications.  We are Sensates; we have powers we must use cautiously; we live our lives quietly without drawing attention to our group; we live by a strong moral code and if no one kills us, we live for a very long time.”
Teater turned away from him.  “Don’t you think I know that?  I’ve given my share.  I’ve devoted my life to others since I was a young lad.”
Jediah grabbed his arm and forced Teater to face him.  “What I’m saying is: we are not gods,” he said.  “We are merely humans with special gifts.  We’re not meant to go traipsing among the stars, and if we were, we would do so with much more forethought and consideration to the consequences of our actions.”
“How do you know for certain that we aren’t meant to be the ones who make first contact with others?” asked Teater.  “If we sat on our hands and did nothing different from the guy sitting next to us, nothing would ever change.  We’d stagnate and get old, nothing more.”
“But this is so far-fetched,” said Jediah, shaking his head.  “There’s no telling what might happen.”
Teater’s face hardened.  “To Hades with your consequences. With or without your blessing, I’m going.”
Jediah threw his hands up in exasperation, and then dropped them to his side.  “You will never get my approval.”
“Then I’ll leave without it,” said Teater.
Jediah pressed his lips together in a firm line.  “I can see you’ve made up your mind,” he said.
“I have,” said Teater.  “I made my mind up years ago and held off doing this as long as the compulsion would let me.  I am out of will power to fight the urge, so I’ve given myself to it wholeheartedly.  It may be foolhardy and a grievous folly on my part, but the decision rests with me.  I wanted your support, but you apparently don’t comprehend my need.”
Resigned to his mission, Teater gave a half-smile to Jediah.  “I ask you one thing…”  He hesitated a split second before continuing.  “Promise me you won’t tell Nancy what I’m up to,” said Teater.  “I don’t want to scare her.  I promise, if this fails, I’ll stop wandering and never do it again.”
Even as he said the words, if he failed, he wasn’t sure he could keep his word to Jediah.  If the compulsion persisted, he would end up in the same dilemma again.
Jediah sighed, “This one time, I’ll agree, and I do so against my better judgement, but never again.  After this, your escapades are on your own shoulders.  I’ll not be part of your schemes any longer.  Either you tell Mom what you’re up to, or I will.”
Jediah turned away from him and headed down the hill to meet James Dawson and his mother.
Teater couldn’t stop the spread of a slow smile.  Partial acceptance from Jediah, no matter how miniscule, was better than none.  Excitement filled him until he thought he’d burst.
He’d fulfilled one of their cardinal rules: don’t attempt an unknown ability without telling another Sensate.  When he told Jediah, he hadn’t planned on Jediah’s lack of vision.  If they were given an ability, weren’t they meant to use it?  As far as he could ascertain, the action would do no harm to anyone other than himself, and if he was willing to risk his life, wasn’t that his choice to make?
He looked to the base of the hill.  His darling wife, Nancy Jane, motioned for him to get a move on and join them.
He ran down the hill with euphoria speeding him onward, passed Jediah like he was standing still, scooped Nancy Jane up in his arms and flung her around in a circle.
Her cries of delight filled the mountain air as the sunlight sparkled in her hair and her skirts wrapped them in a cocoon of pure love.  She was the light of his world since he was sixteen and first laid eyes on her.
His family had ‘given’ him to some distant relatives who had fallen on hard times.  The sharing of workhands allowed two families the opportunity to make good instead of one - his family in Wheeling didn’t have to feed the extra mouth, and the Madison’s family in Waynesburg received a strong male worker for their farm.
As he worked in the field, a clear voice entered his mind.  She introduced herself as Nancy Jane and she told him he was special and that he had a part to play in the grand scheme of things.  He came into his powers with Nancy Jane acting as his guide and learned all there was to know about being a Sensate – a powerful person with abilities linked to his senses.
Years later, he’d followed her instructions to return to Wheeling and marry.  The years away from Nancy Jane and the Sensates were not without love and happiness, but internally, he yearned to return to Waynesburg and his beloved Nancy Jane.
He stayed in Wheeling and provided for them until they were grown.  Only then was he free of his obligation to the Sensates.  Teater had fulfilled Nancy Jane’s instructions.  
  After his wife died, he was free to marry Nancy Jane.  Nancy’s fire and Teater’s quest for the unknown were the root of many disagreements.  However, nothing ever came between the two or diminished their love.
“Teater, you’re crazy,” said Nancy Jane.  “Put me down before I get sick.”
He set her down with care.  As she straightened her skirt, his palm caressed her stomach.
She pushed his hand away and looked around to see if anyone noticed his loving touch.  Nancy glared at him, then linked her arm in his as they all headed down the mountain.
On the way, they stopped to glance at the cistern Teater created.  The walls were intricately formed of stones laid one by one.
“That’s quite a bit of talent you’ve got there, Teater,” said James.  “Those stones look like they were cut with precision instead of carefully planned.”
“Thanks, James,” said Teater.  “Now, if it just happens like it’s supposed to.”
Jediah leaned over and moved the cover off.  He glanced up at Teater and said, “I just want to see that hole one more time.”
“There it is,” said Nancy Jane as she pointed to a small opening in the otherwise solid walls.  “Let’s just hope she finds it.”
Jediah slid the cover back over the opening.  “She has to; if not, we’ll be left with a Prophecy and only a partial resolution.”
He could feel the solemn air around him.  They all knew the importance the mountain and cistern played in their future.
“Remember,” Teater said, “no matter what, no one touches this cistern.  It’s important that it be left alone.”
They heard a click and turned to see James, who stepped away from them and snapped a picture with his new camera.
“Gotcha,” said James.  “You’ve now been caught as a moment in time.  You can never go back again, but I can.”
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