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My intention with this book is to awaken parts of you that bring you a
greater sense of Self and skills that help navigate in the great Life we live in

this world.
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*

Sumi

How I got my wings 

By no means am I going insane….at least I would like to think that.

This book is so extraordinary – for me, that I can’t even begin to tell you. Simply because I am not a
writer at all. When the thought came, I was laughing and in shock, as no one knows better how much I
don’t know how to write, but me.

And then, in a meditation, when I was told that I should start writing this book, I was like, hm, ok.
Then, my husband and good friend said the same thing to me, as they “saw me with a book”, I said “Are
you, too, kidding me?” Then the meditations and visions continued with the same theme, and in one
particular one, I looked around me, and next to me, were two scribes (angels, nonetheless). They were
sitting behind really old-fashioned typewriters, and they were pu�ng away and signalling me to listen
and to start writing. Moreover, they actually tied a rope to my hand, as if to lead me to write, so I could
believe I was doing the work, but really, I was just typing… so there, now you know who you are dealing
with!

Then, shortly after this, the names were given to me: Angeli & Angelous, and at �rst, I was like, hm,
nice, but it’s not really me… hah, little did I know these names were not for me, but of course, the names
of the angels behind the typewriter!

Sumi is the name of the little boy, whom I am going to bring alive in the following pages (don’t ask me
yet, I have no clue) and how he got his wings, as he is a little boy who comes and goes between the
angelic world and the human world, as a little messenger of some sort, and only a few people can
actually see him with his wings. (Now, this wing part, a little bit he reminds me of my Golden Doodle
dog, who also has wings, I saw them twice so far in the past couple of years…but no one else has…)
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Before we start this story somewhere, I would like to say thanks to all the characters who played parts in
my life, short or long, easy or hard, karmic or not, nevertheless, you all know who you are.

Most of all, my husband, soul mate, whom I owe a great deal, thank you for your patience, love and
support now and all through our years; and Katie, thank you, for the impossible made possible.
And to my parents, family and friends, most of all Eda K., who kept telling me that she sees me with the
book…and J.P., in ON., who helped to bring this book alive with editing and �netuning; thank you for
your patience! We are grateful… 

… and to my adorable pets… gone and living, in loving memory of them all. How I adore you all. Thank
you for all your love and patience!

So, now, let’s see what comes next…

The Chapters.

*

-Sumi! Come here at once! How many times do I have to tell you, child? You are like your father!

Sumi was not easily summoned in such manner, but he did as he was asked (told!), because, perhaps out
of fear of his mother, or out of respect, he had no idea, but still, it was not a good idea to piss mom o�.
Especially on such a lovely, summer sunny day as today. He wanted to be about and play in the grass, in
the �eld, with his old friend, Sammy, the Golden Retriever dog, who was about 8 years old by now, and
he had really long ears – thank Gosh for that, as he needed to hear all about what Sumi had to say at
times.

-Dinner is ready! Come, clean up yourself, child, wash your hands, you know what to do, don’t let me
tell you all the time.

With that, she got back into the kitchen, and took some cookies out of the oven, freshly baked, still
golden on the top, (see, golden, not Golden) and smelling deliciously.
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-Sumi, how many times do I have to tell you to sit properly at the table and not bang your legs into the
chair, you will end up breaking the chair, for one, and also will hit Sammy. Poor Sammy. Have some
sense, child.

She turned around and tucked her apron stronger at her back, making diligent, strong movement in the
kitchen, nonetheless, noisy. But that was Mum. She was allowed to do that, to do such things, she is
after all a Mum. No kidding either.

Only Sammy knew how Sumi really felt about things, and thank gosh for his long ears, he has been a
kind listener to his complaints, lately more than ever.

Who knows why really, Sammy? I am only a kid. But kids know these things, don’t they? My friends at
school just shush me o�, saying to mind my own business. Things will never change; this is how it’s
supposed to be. I guess so. 

*

After dinner he went up to his room, looking around sheepishly, as the yummy food rushed to his
stomach, all he felt was that he was ready to sleep a bit. But I have to do some homework, as Dad will
come home soon, and if he �nds out that I went to bed without doing my homework, let alone getting
a bad mark for it next day, he will probably beat me up for it, the good old way he used to. 
He has not done it for a long while, but Sumi knew well how that old leather belt felt on his naked skin
just around his buttocks. At times when his dad beat him, he could not sleep on his back for days, not
until it healed up properly. Mom used to put some honey and some more stu� on it, some herbs I guess,
and warm milk, (I think she used to make it into a kind of paste, but because it was on my back, I could
never see it or taste it…) thinking to himself and shivered.

Sumi was ready to snooze a bit. I guess no one will notice, only Sammy; he thought. He is such a good
dog, my best friend, really. The only soul he could tell how bad his dad used to punish him for bad marks
in school, or if his dad got too drunk and didn’t know what he was capable of doing, leaving no choice
but for Sumi to run upstairs to his room, it was always only this furry friend who was there for him,
listened to his crying while drying his tears in his fur coat, which got wet pretty good at times.
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*

Sumi was afraid for his Mum sometimes. She sent him up to his room as soon as she saw his dad drive up
to the porch from her kitchen window, and saw him wobble in his steps, she knew what to expect. At
least only one of us should get it tonight…she thought it often, but not always right, because Sumi
feared for her safety, he usually run down and stood there in the doorway, listening, and ready to step in
to help his Mum. He did his best to put a brave face on when he saw his dad striking her with his dirty
big hand, and run to her, only to be

found myself on the kitchen �oor, often times being kicked o�, like a dog. Sumi, resting on his bed, was
re�ecting on his mom and himself, and what he could do to make things better for them. I should not
even think that, about being kicked like a dog. I don’t do that to Sammy. Not for the world. Who would
do such a thing, anyhow?

I hope tonight is not a bad night. Really, my Mom deserves a nice night. She has worked hard lately, all
the house chores, cooked a really nice dinner, baked his favourite cake and bread, did all the laundry as
today was such a lovely sunny day, the clothes dried easily on the lines. She does work hard, you know.
Even if my dad says she is a lazy bastard, (like she was a boy) and that she is useless piece of shit, (I only
know because I hear him yell these to her, and other things that I would not want to say here) but I
know it hurts her because she always cries. Poor mom, even then she tries to protect me, I am her biggest
concern, as she shows me the stairs to go up into my room and lock the door from the inside. Like that
works really well. How many times he just kicked it in, boy. My arse hurts as well after he comes in, but
because he beats me silly, I usually don’t even remember why. I see mom’s face, and her bruises and it
makes me cry. My pain must be nothing compared to hers, or how she feels.

I don’t know why she tells me next day, when it’s only her and I in the house, that is all right, it will be
all right and di�erent some other time, but it is just not true. It always is the same. Same old story. I once
or twice I asked her why she doesn’t run away, when he is not here, at home, and her answer is always
the same, because of me, she would not leave me here alone, and perhaps we will do this together, one
day, when I am older. Thanks, mom. I am older now. I am 8 years old. I can help. I can run. I can even
carry your bag and run. We can even hold hands and run together.

6



Anyways, I am planning on doing that with her, any time now, soon, as I am older. She knows this. I
just hope its not too late. Sammy must come with us; I will not leave him home either. So, we have to
wait. I guess I understand what my mom says, about waiting, as I must

make sure Sammy can come with us as well. So, it has to be the right time, and even the season. We can’t
go in big winter. The snow gets so terrifyingly high at the edge of the farm, that we can swim in it. And
I think it will also give us away, our footprints in the snow. I know. I tried it. It leaves a mark. Perhaps
spring is better, but it rains a lot. Its so much mud everywhere. So, summer. I decided, summer is the
best time to do it. I will have to tell mum. So, she can get ready. With me. With Sammy. But I also have
to tell her not to pack too much stu� in her bags, as if it gets too heavy, I won’t be able to hold her hand,
and her bag and run. I only have a knapsack. That will do. Sammy don’t need a bag. His load is the least
of weight, literally. Next time, I will want to be a dog like Sammy. But I don’t think I want to be one in
my house. Fur sure.

*

As he was thinking this through, he did not even realize that his little head hit the pillow, and started to
doze o�, so ever smoothly, soundly, into wonderland. Into imagination land, as he would call the only
place he knows to be so absolutely safe for his little, sensitive soul. He loved dozing o�, when it was safe
to do, even if for a short little while. No one knew why. Not even Sammy. Now, that is something very
important to say, as his furry friend was the only other soul that he trusted with his deepest secrets, but
to this point, not even Sammy knows what happens to Sumi when he closes his eyes and �oats to magic
land, to the fairground of his dreams, where colors become so real and surreal, that when he wakes, it
takes him moments to come back to full reality as he is transferred completely into the magic of the
other world, where kids are safe to play, and people are nice to each other, and the animals, domesticated
and wild, can play along, together, in fantastic lands of scenery. Even more, he, Sumi, can �y! Wow! He
just loves that so much!
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And he can paint. As he touches the colors of the paint, I guess he says it’s like oil paint, he has seen
them on tv, it becomes him, and as he strikes the colour through the canvas, everything becomes alive.
He has to be careful what he paints, as they become instantaneous, like last time, the blue, black
butter�y he painted on the watermelon, just for fun, as soon as he gave it a breath of color, eyes, wings
and so on, it just took o�, right then and there, in front of his own eyes. He jumped so suddenly back
from the canvas; he almost knocked all the other colors o� from the stool stand. He gasped. He
absolutely loved it, the idea of it �ying o�.

But he also got scared a bit, that he did not expect to happen. Not supposed to happen. He stopped as
he was not sure what had happened. It was so miraculously wonderful, that this joy took him by
surprise, but also made him laugh out so loud. It also made him back away from his painting for a while,
as let’s face it, you don’t just paint a butter�y and then see it �y out of your painting! What kind of a
place is he in? then he remembers he is dreaming. Ah, thank gosh, that’s ok. In dreams, butter�ies do �y.
Maybe I should paint more of them? Di�erent colours? Sizes? Do girl and boy butter�ies exist? He
wondered. “I have to check that out”.

*

Most of the time he did not know where he was at all. In a dream, or in a fantasy, or even in a di�erent
dimension? Really, that is not what it supposed to be like, as the adults would say. He was sure of it.
Most cases would indicate that he was going mental. Who would blame him under his circumstances?
But he knew better. He knew he was di�erent, he was lovable, yet nobody ever really said it out loud to
him. Did it matter? He often wondered. How did his classmates do in life? What would they do, if they
were in his shoes, if they knew that when he goes o� to dreamland, he would experience such
magni�cent dreams? Who could he tell it to? Mom was out of the question, as much as he had loved
her, there was no way she could understand, let alone agree, with such nonsenses. She has enough on her
plate. He felt it would be too much to impose on her such deep ideas and thoughts.
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Forget about Dad. He is, as far as he was concerned, an asshole. There were days when he was ok, like a
regular dad, but quite often he was not. Not one piece of him, part of him, would want to share his very
personal, deepest inner voyages with such a man like him. Sumi wondered often if his memory of his
father one day would be anything else but remorse and shame, sadness – and anger. Now, that is a word
he tried very hard and poorly, mind you, not to entertain in his mind. What else can he feel towards
him? What else was he suppose to feel for a man who does not give a rats’ ass how he makes others feel?

Then there is Sammy. As much as he adored his best friend, the furry companion, he did not feel that
the burden that he, Sumi has to carry, would be a good thing to transfer over to the dog, just in case
Sammy feels it, too. He did not want to be sel�sh and give his anger, sadness to those where it did not
belong.

Forget about his school mates. Not one, really, that he can think of, would be even close to a category
that you would call true friends, like Sammy for instance, so what would be the purpose of pouring your
heart out to these boys, only to hear it back next day in class, better case, worse case in the whole school.
He has seen enough hurt there already to learn and know his lesson, thank you very much, where other
kids, who did not match up to the “stronger” boys, had to take their abuse, verbally, but often physically
as well. He had enough to bear at home. He still got a few remarks from the smart ones, like “hey, there
goes the hermit, ha-ha”, or “mommy’s boy”, or “hey, Sumi, how is your father tonight, is he going to
beat the shit out of you again?” stu� like that. He learned to mind his own business and not to get
involved with anyone. Especially the girls. They could not be trusted. One or two would be cute to chat
with, even to play with, but he has seen it before, that they lure the victim into their sweet smiles and
playfulness, only to be played by and with the strong boys next day or occasions. They are all the same.
If he felt it in his heart that there is a girl he likes, really, he still stays quiet about it, especially to her,
because he did not want anything to jeopardize either his or her position.
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There would be one girl, Jenny, but she comes from a similar background, family, so what could two
poor heart broken kids talk about except their issues? Now, that would be really boring and even scary,
as it would almost be like a natural competition as to whose parent would be a bigger arse that evening,
and what could they do in their little mind about it, or against it. Better not get involved. Hard as it was
already. No need to add a drama queen to his theatrical play. He knew these words, as the tv is on often
enough, lot of the times as a background noise, but it �lters through. 

*

So, why did he not involve Sammy in his happy journeys? First of all, he did not want Sammy to think
that he is crazy, therefore, he did not want Sammy to turn crazy, either. Totally understandable. So, he
rather thought he would just go on, and perhaps try just one more nap, one more night, to see if he can
get into his dreams, his land of freedom, fantasy and wonderful beings and nature. Only one more time,
he kept saying, but the pull got stronger and stronger for him to try again and again. And every time he
did, he succeeded. Hm. He was beginning to wonder. Does this mean the more I do it the more I can
get in? If it is so, what may happen next? What else can happen next that I did not experience the last
time?

-Hang on a minute, just take it easy, boy. You are going too fast.

He felt it like a spinning motion, at times he just could not get out of it, even though he was fully aware
that the spiral vortex of dreams pulling him deeper and deeper into, what was the movie called, like
Neverland, or something like that. He was beginning to feel really excited about his private journeys, but
at the same time he could not help but feel a bit worried, because he so often heard the word by others
as addictive, or addiction, he could not help but feel, is this what it is like? Is this what people mean by
addiction? But if it is so cool and great, what is the problem with it?

Now, for a young 8-year-old boy, this was great fun. He could go to and visit places nobody has ever
talked about. And he did it on his own. So, he thought.
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The butter�y. He is here again. He could see it again. Beautiful, white, so delicate. Hey, but it is not the
same he had painted. Never you mind. It is still beautiful. He reached his little �nger out, he could
actually feel that he did this as he was laying in the bed, but just half aware of his hand, his �nger
moving, but there, ever so gently and lightly, this small �ying creature just landed on his �nger. A small
butter�y on a small human �nger. Who is more vulnerable, he thought? What he knew at this moment,
was, however, that if he had moved his �nger, his hand, all would be gone, his experience, and the feeling
in his heart. What exactly did he feel? He was not sure, something he only feels when he is happy,
perhaps when he is eating mom’s yummy cookies or when he cuddles Sammy, like really cuddles him,
with his arms around his fur and neck, and the dog just sits there, panting and smiling happily as well.
Yes, Sumi knows that his dog is happy at that moment. Now he wonders if the butter�y is happy, too,
just like him? To be so utterly quiet and still, for a moment, almost to feel that heartbeat. Who’s? Well, it
must be both of ours, he thought, as I am sure butter�ies must have a heart. Would they go and sit in
dad’s �nger, he wondered? Or would they know bad from good? Not so sure. Must ask the butter�y
one day.

*

Out on a �eld not far from his home, he marched on. He was on a mission. But what kind of a mission?
He did not know. He was just angry. Really angry. For he did not know what to do anymore. He did
not know why he was running away from home, even from mom, or Sammy.

Good old Sammy, he is not getting any younger. He is slowly slowing down, he has di�culty coming up
the stairs to sleep with we, thought
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Sumi, and this made him even angrier. What can I do for him? Why is he getting older? He is supposed
to be with me, always. This is just not fair. 
Sumi was thinking hard, very hard to come up with a great idea to help his furry friend to get older.
Nothing is working at the moment. He was disappointed, in himself, in his dog, thinking how dare
Sammy for getting older. He is the only true friend I have, and we were meant to be together for a long,
long time. How long, he did not know. But much longer than what Sammy is showing signs of getting
weaker and fragile. His spirit is still there, yet his bones, his muscles and organs don’t support his
beautiful nature and love for his human friend, as he knows that every time they look into each other’s
eyes, deeply, only those who have this very special connection with another soul, can feel what Sammy
and Sumi feels.

This is more than love. More than understanding. This comes from the soul. 
This one last sentence he did not truly understand, as he was not quite capable of understanding what a
soul was, and he just said it because he had heard it said many times before by others, mostly grown ups,
so there must be some truth to it, otherwise grown ups, like teachers, moms and school masters would
not say such things. But, no matter what, he knew that there was something very special about how he
and Sammy communicated when they were together alone in the bedroom, and Sammy would put his
head on his lap or on his pillow, laying comfortably on Sumi’s blanket, while the little boy would just
pour his heart out to his beloved dog, who just looked at him with such knowing, compassion and
understanding, that Sumi sometimes would just shiver in this joy of heartfelt, fuzzy and �u�y warmth.
Who knows, he thought, what it is but I like it. Like it a lot. So, there is just no way I am going to let my
friend leave me… 

*

Sumi was senselessly on a mission to �nd a solution to this major issue in his life, yet there was
something else that bothered him, deeply. It was his Dad. Not much changed since his childhood, but he
kept on wondering more and more when will the day come when Sumi and his mom, as she promised,
could leave home. For good. He is still waiting for that day. Yet, Mom always �nds a reason to say “not
today, Sumi, not yet. Soon.” How many times has he heard that?
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His dad did not change. Some people also say that a man can change, but he wondered who was kidding
whom? Or, under what circumstances would this statement to be true? Because, nothing in their
circumstances changed, so what would be the reason for Dad to change?

Actually, he was lying. Even to himself, he realized just now. That realization made him really angry. 
To be true, his dad got worse. He drank more. Not too noticeably �rst, but week by week, month by
month, the results showed more, at home, too. More bruises, more �ghts with mom, more of
everything.

Sumi was still a very young kid, but he did not think that way. 
He was responsible. For his mom, and for his dog. What can he do? What is he suppose to do? 
What can he do to make mom realize that they need to get out, get away from him? How can he talk
sense into her? Why can’t she see the truth? He was angry. 

*

AND, he just realized, he was angry with his mom.

‘Oh, boy. How can I be angry with my own mom?’ She has done everything in the world for him, and
she would do anything to this day to protect him, to her best abilities, but now, Sumi realized, he was
furious with the only person he loved, his mom. It is this inability to make her see what she is going
through with this man, that froze

Sumi in his walk, stunned at the discovery in his muscles, deep to the core, that he understood now his
mom would never leave. His tears were �owing now freely on his sun-dried face, and in his pain, all he
wanted to do was to yell out loud. Perhaps even worse, he would have liked to run home and confront
his mom, he wanted to tell her what he just thought to be the truth, and deeply wanted her to say that
was not it. But, he did not. Somehow, some level in his core being, in spite of his young age, he knew he
did not want to do this. Why? Because he knew that he was right. He did not want to hear his own
mom lying to him. Not after what dad does to them, did not want his heart to break. So, he ran. But
where? Did not know. Did not matter. Away, far away. From home, from anywhere. From everywhere.
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There comes a time in everybody’s life, when too much is much. Whether you are 8 years old, or 80, one
still feels the burden of hard life. 

*

He ran until he could run no more. He collapsed under a tree. Right there, in the middle of nowhere, at
this moment in time, Sumi did not even care where he was, what time of the day it was, how long he had
been out, and how far he had gone from home. Everything was better than being home. The only thing
he felt sorry for is that Sammy could not be there with him now. 
Sumi was really panting now; he had run a lot. Senselessly. At least, it was worth it. He could feel the
tears �owing now ever harder, more, as he felt sorry for himself. Right at this moment, he had nobody.
At least, that is what he thought. It felt good to feel sorry for himself, as it justi�ed his agony, believing
that he was such a poor little boy that nobody loves, he did not deserve to be loved, and who could he
love? And why?

What was the point? I mean, yes, I love Sammy. But Sammy is di�erent. He is a dog. Not just a dog, but
a dog. Even if he is mine. He wondered on. And mom. I mean, I love you, mom, but why can’t we just
run away together, with Sammy, as you keep promising?

This was agony. Sumi was smart enough to know that he was lying to himself as well. About his mom,
about their future together, and he knew that even though mom loved him, and always will, he is only
secondary to her, her �rst priority was with her husband, his dad, and Sumi for the love of it, could not
understand why. He beat her. He abused her. He tortured her, even with words, not just physically. Not
to mention he hurt the boy as well. And the worse feeling was to him is the knowing that mom knew all
about it. And, there were the days when dad was ok, to her, and to Sumi. Those were the seldom days,
but it seemed to Sumi, that those were the days mom preferred to remember, because he must be doing
something then to her, or to her mind, because she is staying with him. And, she even covers for him.
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How many times in school the teacher would ask what had happened to Sumi, because they can see the
marks of a strong man’s hand on his fragile skin, no matter how hard he tries to cover them up, but
sometimes it still shows. By accident, as he does not want to cause any more trouble at home, he covers
for mom. And mom covers for dad. It’s a viscous circle. By the time his mom is called in to speak with
the head master at school, she usually comes up with a pretty good lie. Do they believe in her? Sumi does
not know. He wonders. But, nothing changes really. Perhaps those who think there must be something
really wrong in this “God dammed household”, “it’s best to leave it as it is, alone. Let them sort it out”.
“We can’t be there for every kid, and he is no better than the rest of them.” He did not make this up, he
overheard the principal talk to his teacher. She agreed. And the day went on like usual. Nothing
happened. 

*

A very beautiful bright sunlight woke him up, he just felt the warmth of it dazzling in his face, in his
eyes. He did not know what to think, what to do. Or even, where he was. He was dazzled by the light.
He felt very relaxed, nice, warm and fuzzy, �u�y, just like when Sammy looks at him with his big brown,
deep eyes as he does on his bed, while cuddled up on his blanket. But, this was even fuzzier. He did not
know why. All he knew that he was �oating. He almost could �y, he felt he could almost �y. FLY! Him!
Flying! Then, he realized, he must be in one of his dreams again. This time, it was nothing he had ever
experienced before. 

Let us be very correct here to say that Sumi was not aware to what was happening to him on a conscious
level, for one, he was only a little boy, and as such, these things don’t normally occur in our conscious
awaken hours, secondly, if he knew what he was doing, he probably would have been very scared, at �rst,
for sure. Not because there is anything to be scared about, quite the contrary, but for anyone who is not
sure what is going on at �rst, the experience, if one just looks at the fact that one feels he can �y! is
something to be weary about. At least, that is what most people would say or think.

Sumi, however, was not your average young man. He was brave. In every way. He was brave because he
felt he can protect his mom. He can protect Sammy. He can even protect himself at times, most times,
he thought, but not always.
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Little people are known to be able to communicate with weird creatures, like butter�ies, or like fairies or
even animals. Most even have invisible friends, but they don’t talk about them to their parents, because
they would think they are crazy. Or moms and dads would get angry, simply because they don’t believe
such creatures. Or, Sumi sometimes wondered, perhaps because they are jealous. Even forgot how to talk
to them, or if they had such friends when they were growing up, but now they don’t remember. Who
knows, maybe they would like to remember but don’t know how?

*

This was more than normal. It was not your average dreams, de�nitely. Nevertheless, Sumi enjoyed it to
beyond words. He was �oating, �ying around. “How can I �y? How am I able to �y?” He remembered
asking this of himself, but he did not know that answer. Yet. So, he continued the sensation, not
realizing �rst that the further he �ew, the deeper he got into the sensation. And he absolutely loved it.
No matter where he looked, he saw beautiful scenery, some like what he saw on tv documentaries, but
even lovelier, more vivid in colours, fuller of depths, dimensions, and boarders. Wow! Even can see
creatures! “Wow! I thought dinosaurs died out millions of years ago! Why can I see them? I don’t
understand! Please, someone, explain to me, why I can see dinosaurs on the ground grazing trees and
grass?” He was beginning to feel panicky, and he tried hard to concentrate and not to lose his balance as
he was literally �ying in the high skies, air, or he would de�nitely fall, and oh boy, if he does, he might
end up on the �oor right in front of one of the ancient creatures, and that would be not good. That
would be – most likely, deadly. Poor Sammy. He would miss me. Mom too.

Just as he was franticly concentrating, �ying and wanting to stay up in the air, but also enjoying the new
adventure, he was utterly confused in his little but smart human mind. He could not understand all this
at all.
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- Never you mind, just enjoy and breath easily, staying very relaxed. All is well. You are not alone. I will
not let you down. Literally. Said a very calm, beautiful voice. 
He could not tell if this voice belonged to a lovely lady or a man, it was just very light and reassuring, so
much so, that Sumi felt completely relaxed by it and trusted it fully. As to why he trusted this voice, he
did not know, he could not even see anybody around him! Who spoke? This was really getting out of
hand!

He noticed, however, that when he started analyzing what was happening and why, he would slowly lose
his balance, and would tip to one side like a small plane that zig-zags the skies in a beautiful sunny day,
the one without the engine, gliders, he thought were called or something like that.

Then, very suddenly, but very gently, subtly he felt something. In a split second, millisecond, he had to
chose if he was going to start to question again what was going on, and losing balance again, risking it to
be a reason for his falling down to the ground in the middle of a big forest ground, or just go with it,
and whatever happens happen, will decide on it later, on safe grounds, no matter how he gets there. This
he chose almost automatically, as he was a very smart boy, and learns fast, he did not want to make the
mistake of falling down from heavens… ending up on the wrong side. So, he gave himself up to this
invisible help, voice and feeling of being safe, and let himself being carried on in the sun, high in the sky,
enjoying the scenery even more now, somehow feeling that all will be well.

*

So, what happened next?

This was a strange feeling, he said much later to me. It was like I knew what was happening to me in a
deep, core level, but you can’t explain it, can’t really put it into words.
“I just went with the feeling of giving myself up to whoever was holding me up, trusting to my gut that
whatever was meant to happen will anyways, and might as well enjoy the ride. “
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Of course, it’s easy to say now, we all know that. But before I continue, there is one more important
thing you need to know about this little boy, Sumi. 
He, at this point, in the meadow, under the tree, remember, when he was running like mad, this little
boy then did not care whether he was going to die or not. That is important for our understanding why
he ended up the way he did, without any pre-exercise, just simply giving himself up to life, he was open
to miracles. And miracles he did get.

Up in the sky, as he was �oating ever so gently, without a care (except that he would not have liked to be
breakfast to a dinosaur) yet utterly trusting the soft voice, he was sold. Sold on this whole experience. It
was like a dream, yet still more and more vivid. More so, because now he was aware what he was doing,
what was happening to him. So, he thought. For now, this was enough for him. He was not falling!
Something was keeping him �ying, and now he was really beginning to enjoy this, and a thought
prompted him to think of his favourite place to visit. 

-Really? I can do that? he asked, not fully sure if he was going to get an answer but he did anyway. 
-Why don’t you try? said the same soft voice.
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Ok, so he thought of a place. First, he thought of home. There was nowhere else he knew, and that
instant he saw himself �y above his house, his farm, the land, saw where he had run not long ago, and he
let out a huge gap of air, of unbelievability. “How can this be?” 

The soft voice prompted him to think of something really lovely for himself, somewhere where he
always wanted to be or go to, and shortly following this train of thought, he had heard of such a place
on tv before, so he wanted to try it, he thought of Disneyland in California. “WOW! This is crazy!!!”
He was laughing, zigzagging with his hand, losing balance in his excitement as he was moving his hand
left-right-centre, pointing to places and people, dressed up characters, and all the fantastic things he
could see in such a short moment in time, from such a distance, being a bit far but not too far, enough
to see the important parts and bits that he was supposed to see: happy, smiley people, especially kids,
children, all ages and kinds, with or without their parents, and or grandparents, but he could see how
happy they were. They were in a transferred world of magic as well, but a di�erent kind. For a split
moment he did not know which was better, being there, on the ground and enjoying that kind of fun
magic, or being in the sky, looking down, and also being part of the earthly fun, but in a di�erent way.
This was magic as well. He chose to stay up where he was with whomever was with him, still not sure of
that, but decided to stay.

-Can they not see me from where they are?
-No, little one, they can’t.

-Why not? Asked Sumi in his amazement. He thought it was weird that nobody heard him yell, scream
and laugh from above, nobody shouted back at him or waved at him, as he was waving like mad from
the sky… so that is why. But why not? Still did not make any sense. None of what was happening to him.
It would be so easy to say it is again yet another weird dream of his, but he knew now that it was way,
way more than his dream. Wonder what can happen next! He thought to himself. 

-Whatever you want to happen next, little one.”

-Wow! You can hear me talk? I mean, think? 
He was more than amazed now.
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Better be careful what you think, Sumi, he gave himself this order. Whoever is with you, took you under
his wing, can hear not only to talk, but to think. That is weird. No, that is crazy!

-Not as crazy as you think. Sumi could almost detect a smile, a gentle laughter in this person’s voice, but
so loving, it hit him. The love, that is. Di�erent kind of hit, to be sure. And we must make a very strong,
distinctive di�erentiation on this hitting with love and kindness. This gave him a similar �u�y, fuzzy and
warm feeling just like Sammy does with his gaze. This almost kicked him o� balance again. How can this
be? This was a bit too much to comprehend, and take. Again, it is a di�erent kind of kick. Dad’s kick
hurt. With that instant, he directed himself o� of his dad, as -we have seen, Sumi is a quick learner, he
did not want to feel the feeling of kick, as he began to understand that every time you thought of
something, it became real. Thank you, but no thank you.

There is nowhere else that I can think to be. He thought to himself, and felt a bit sad by this realization.
With that, he felt himself landing back to under the tree and falling asleep. Deeply.

*

He woke startled. He was not sure where he was �rst. Then, as he was coming around, he started to
panic. For two reasons. First, it was getting a bit dark. Bit by bit, minute by minute. I better hurry home
or I really will be in a deep trouble. Even with mom.

Secondly, he had absolutely no idea what had happened to him in his “dream”. Ok, I will think about
this later, at home after dinner, with Sammy to be precise. He can help me solve this issue once and for
all.

He ran home as best as he could. He even mumbled a quick prayer under his breath that his dad will not
be home just yet, or even if he was, he can just slide in the house without being noticed and he would
not get punished. He was wrong. Boy, was he ever wrong.

*
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It took weeks for the bruises to heal and slowly disappear, but �rst, not without changing colours. Just
like the rainbow. He kind of felt special. But only after such a horri�c, abusive night had gone by and he
was left alone for a little while, he thought he would not have seen such pretty colours like the rainbow
on his own skin unless one was special enough to deserve such treatment. There must be a real reason
for it. First, it hurt so much, physically as well as in his heart that he completely and totally forgot about
his event under the tree in the meadow.

Not long after the healing, he realized he missed his dreams. Or whatever they were to be called. He had
longed to go again and �y, to be far and away from this world and escape into this magical land. Don’t
get me wrong, he adored his mom and Sammy, but he was beginning to think of the dreams as escapes
from his every day and every problem, even if they were a rarity yet. That is why he longed for it more
and deeper.

There was only one big hurdle right now, he did not know what to do, how to go back to it. How to �y
again? What did he have to do to hear the voice again? To �oat to the sky? Or was there something even
more fun and adventurous for him to still experience yet? He had no idea. All he did was thinking about
it strongly, and at nights, he found himself talking to Sammy more and more about it, even saying a
special “please, let me experience it again”, hoping that he would wake in the middle of his dream at
night by the soft voice.

It still did not come. He was almost in tears.

“Why is it not coming? What am I doing wrong? What am I doing wrong again?” He asked his furry
friend one evening in his bed, close to tears. “It seems like everything I do is wrong. Is this why my Dad
does not love me?” But Sammy did not answer. But the Voice did.

-Sumi, little one, you should not think such thoughts. How can a smart, lovely little boy, excuse me, a
young man, do anything so wrong in his life, that would deserve no love, especially from his dad?

Our Sumi was so happy to hear the soft voice, that he almost jumped out of his bed.
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-Sammy, Sammy, can you hear this? Do you hear it, too? Can you see him? It must be He, now he
decided, as it can’t be both, so he made the voice to be a His. Sammy got excited by Sumi’s excitement,
so he let out a big and very con�dent Woof. “Shush.” Said Sumi. 
-Must be quiet otherwise he will come up! It’s like the dog understood him, he licked his lips, and got
quiet, but he rapidly started wagging his tail and sat up, looking straight in front of him, like he was
staring at something. Or someone.

Sumi almost did not notice. He was just so excited, at last, this Friend, or whoever, was there with him
again! And, he did not have to run to the tree, he did not have to do anything! This was more than he
could understand, yet it was so comforting and so nice to know he was not alone, not only not alone
with Sammy, but this invisible Friend was there with him, too.

-Why can’t I see you? Please, please!

-You will, little one, you will. But not now, later, when you are more ready.

-I am ready! Please! How can I know that you are you, and who are you really, if I can’t see you?

-Just know for now that I am here with you, no matter what, and you know this in your heart.
Whenever you are in doubt, just put your hand on your heart and know I am here. You will feel it. For
now, it’s getting late, you need to get some sleep. I will help you sleep. Would you like me to sing to you?

-Yes, please. And thank you. Before he knew it, he was yawning. It did not even occur to him, that the
conversation was sort of one sided. To be exact, he was speaking out loud, but all the answers he was
getting, was coming in to his mind, as thoughts. He would have thought this to be weird. Or magical.
Depends on who thinks the thing.

There was this lovely melody playing in his mind as he was dozing o�, and with that, both Sammy and
Sumi fell asleep. For a long time, this was a very lovely, peaceful night, with beautiful visions of
doughnuts and cakes and friends and him playing out in the playground with other kids.

How lovely. Thought the Voice.
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*

What in the name of …is happening? Sumi woke with a sudden horri�c thought, but still thinking he is
having a nightmarish dream, he was about to call out for mom, or at least go back to sleep, when a
tugging, pulling nose was closer and closer to getting him really disturbed out of bed. Then, he realized
that something was terribly wrong.

What was it? Something awful. He could not believe what he saw, felt and he trembled. No, not even
trembled, he literally stood in the middle of his room, next to his bed, his loving dog by his side, pulling
on his pyjama pants, urging him to get out, yet Sumi was rooted to the ground by his feet. He could not
move. To his horror, he also wet himself, all the way. He then started to cry. From shame, from fear and
from being very alone and terri�ed. Both for what he saw and what he would get from being found out
of wetting himself.

He saw the �ames like a huge claw that was coming for him. In the middle of the dark, sleepy and creepy
night. It all made a lot of sense. The noise, the awful cracking noise of wood burning out in the edge of
the farm, the barn, the stable – not that there were any horses in the barn, as they could not a�ord to
have or keep any animals, really, and thank God now, he thought. Yet, the majestic scene of the burning,
blazing �re was more than his little mind and heart could take, and take in.

In his desperation, he cried, he yelled, called for Mom. He had no idea how long he had been standing
there trans�xed at the window, looking out to the distance, staring at the �ames and �re that seemed to
get closer and closer to him, the sound de�nitely was telling him that, but it seemed forever.

He was terri�ed. Not in his short life he had ever been this afraid. Not even when his father would beat
him and abuse him, that to him, now it seemed, was a small caliber game to what he could see in the
gate, the huge mouth of the open �re coming at him.
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What would it be like being in there? He wondered. Should he? Would he? Was it worth it? Who would
miss him? Along these lines his little brain was playing and dancing around the �ames and his majestic
scarcity. My Gosh, he thought, if this is what it makes me think, how can ever anybody escape it? He all
of a sudden had a huge, new respect to people who could tame such �re, such horrendous surge of
energy whether created by nature or man. But really, who would do such a thing on a purpose?

His Mom was slamming the door down, which such tremendous power she opened, teared it up to get
to her son, that even her heart skipped a beat. She grabbed hold of her son, called after the dog, and run
out of the house through the back door. Did not even had a chance to grab any food, any bags or car
keys, they realized much later, but that moment of realization that they are all in danger, to such extent,
they ran. 

-Where is dad? Sumi asked in his own way of yelling through his own words, breath while gasping for
some air.

-Don’t worry, son, your dad can look after himself, he said he was going to get some help and start to
put out the �re, or at least start doing it until the �re�ghters get here. He called the neighbours, she said,
and with that, they both knew not to ask any further on the subject, of whether he was going to be ok
or how he can manage to start working against such monster alone, but both of them knew well enough
not to push a subject too far when it comes to dad. They also knew how strong he is, he can be,
especially when he was at center of attention. Knowing or un-knowing.

How easy it would be……Stella was thinking to herself, but at the moment of her thought, she felt
utterly ashamed and angry at herself for even thinking such things.

Who could blame us? She tried to reason, but her fear of having such thoughts really made her not only
scared, but very vulnerable, and ashamed. How can she be a good Christian, a God loving Mother of a
boy son, if she thinks such – what is the word, devilish thoughts?
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You mustn’t think such things, woman. No wonder you deserve the beatings! She told herself. She
grabbed for her pendant, a lovely gold cross she got as an engagement from her husband back long time
ago, his promise of always taking care of her, and she kissed it. Feeling much more relieved and
comforted by the thought of God looking after her no matter what, she released the demonic thoughts
from her mind, but most of all, from her heart, and concentrated at the task in front of her. Her son,
and their escape.

She had just realized, that running from the �re, is their escape. This is their chance. Their only chance.

How can I do this now, if I don’t have any money, not even my bag with me! What a foolish woman I
am! God, what do I do now? Help me! Help me please! For the sake of the boy, help us!
In her deepest desperation, she started to cry. This time, this cry was di�erent to what she was used to.
This cry was not from physical pain, not from shame, not from anger that is rooted from the inability
to strike back, no. This cry was pure. It was clean, clear and almost angelic. That is how clear her decision
was to �ee from her life, free herself and her son from the evil, and this was her only chance. And she
took it.

*

The policeman took all her data and her son’s but it was all done in a di�erent state, to be precise, two
states away from where they used to live. That is how far they run. Well, not literally, but managed to get
away, with help. She had no idea how many people would help them on their way to no land, or new
land, rather, whatever and wherever it was going to be for them from there on.

“Thank the Lord”, she said, for the paperwork went much smoother and better, faster and easier for
them to settle into their new state, the new town, as the people of authority did ask the necessary
questions, but the woman who was to help with the child issue and was the representative of child
security, as in for abusive household and matters, realized what this woman had done for herself and her
child. Deep down she had all respect for her, but obviously not on the papers, although there was
nothing that could be questioned of wrong doing. Stella and Sumi were not on the run anymore, thanks
to the local Sheri�’s o�ce and legal department, and child protection agency, but now were new
residence of a rather large state that defended such cases.
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As to what happened to Sumi’s dad? Nothing out of the ordinary, one would say. He had his heroic
deed, got himself burned in the middle of it, but not so bad that he would not live. He came away from
the �re �ghting with some minor bruises and burns, but his biggest burn was the fact that his family had
left him that night, and there was nothing he could do about it. Actually, that is not quite so true. He
did, and what he did was his usual way of dealing with such defeat, got into town, to his local, usual
place and got himself drunk. Again, and again. Day after day, until his paycheck would cover for the
damages. The damages that are the bills of his now deepening alcoholic trend. He had no idea where to
go and even start looking for his missing family. Was he that desperate? He wondered. The more he
drank, the more he realized he did not even need them. Or want them. They were really just a burden.
He more and more believed this. To his surprise, however, he was beginning to make a new friend. First,
he did not really care. Did not even realize much what was going on. But as the days, weeks grew and he
drank more, spending more time in the corner pub, or at home with his bottles, especially at home, he
started to feel not alone anymore. He felt a closeness of something, or rather someone… which gave him
the shivers. Did this make him stop drinking? Or the wanting to stop? De�nitely not. So much so, that
there came a point in time, a point of no return, where he was not even able to say no to a drink
anymore. And his new friend was smiling to himself.

“Welcome to my world.” He said. And smiled.

*

In retrospect, most of us do what we think we want to do. Is that true? Sumi wondered. He never really
got the glimpse of such deep philosophy or thoughts, but he knew that life now was going to be, and
getting already easier by the week.

He was so grateful to his mom that she did the unthinkable, something that he thought she would never
dare do. So much for the better, for both of them, really. He was becoming like a real boy, he could
breathe. And it was so lovely. Like a breath of fresh air, really.

School was ok. At least, he had a chance to make new friends. Even other boys and girls in this new
school were interested in the new little addition to their class.
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The town was small where they now lived. This is nothing new. What was new was how friendly people
seemed to be here. Stella got a job as a waitress in an All-Day Breakfast restaurant. It was good. Life was
good. She started to feel that she now belongs to somewhere, someone. It was di�erent, much more
di�erent than belonging to Joe and Sumi and the old life. This was like building a block by block to a
new house, starting from the foundation up, as she felt she is now also part of society, being in the
restaurant she met other people, she could talk to them, even chat with a few who are know to be as
regulars, and she enjoyed their little conversation, even if they were short or one liners. It was important
for both her and them to have that feeling of security, of belonging, making a change in someone’s life,
and have a say in the everyday living. It was good to be there. Pay was all right, it was not much, but she
could a�ord now to rent a small run-down house not too far from work, she could drive an old beaten
up car, but at least this time it was only the car that was beaten up and not by somebody but by being in
good service to the previous owner, by being devoted in taking them from point A to B. This, was what
Stella wanted and needed.

She enjoyed making lovely dinners for Sumi, and baking him his favourite cookies and cakes. Life was
good. Almost like a long time ago, when she was a new wife. Almost.

She does not even remember what or when things got wrong. Now, she de�nitely does not want to go
back to them even if in memories.

She enjoyed her new life with Sumi and Sammy. She got most evenings o�, knowing she has a small boy
at home alone, but occasionally took an evening shift or weekend one, and that was ok.

Sumi also enjoyed his times o� to himself, knowing that beside Sammy, nothing else can knock him out
of his spare time, he even started calling it “hobby time”!

*

Not long after his 9  birthday, Stella came in to his room, sat down on his bed and looked very nervous.
Sumi did not know why, he was already seeing so much good change in mom, she was more talkative,
smiled more, and spent time with him, which was lovely.

th
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-Sumi, there is something I need to tell you.

He looked at her, almost questioning, but did not say anything.

-I met someone. I also would like for you to meet him. What do you think?

Sumi just looked at her, stared at her, and sat there, not even bothering to reply. Now, he was hurt.

Finally, he got his mom “back”, the last few months were nice and cozy. He felt threatened again, for
reasons he could not understand or explain, let alone say out to mom. She was happy. Yet, as soon as she
said this, he felt a huge knot in his tummy. “not again!” that was his thought right away.

He was sad. He did not want this – how do people say, honeymoon? - to end with mom. Was he sel�sh?
He did not care even if he was, he just wanted to have his mom �nally. They hardly had any time, real
time, together.

-Whatever, mom.

-Sumi, don’t say that. You know I love you and care about you. You must know that, don’t you, boy? 
But I also want us to be happy, to have someone who can look after us in case something goes wrong…
she did not �nish her sentence. Did not need to. Both knew what she meant.

Later that night Stella wondered, that what she had seen in Sumi’s eyes were tears, or if it was just a
re�ection of the hallway light. Much, much later, she knew her answer. She never should have doubted
her son.

*

Mike was on his way to meet them. He drove an old pick up truck. It was in a better shape than their
own car, but it was also very muddy. I guess from the lot of coming and going to the farms, to the lands
and woods, carrying lot of loggings, and what not.
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Sumi was not particularly impressed by this new man of her mom’s. He played the part of being polite
with him, but he took to be very silent and observing, rather than talking much. He was just aware of
they dynamic of the two adults in the dining room and kitchen, and later on in the bedroom.

His heart was aching. He was silently hugging Sammy on his bed, and the dog again felt his tears on his
coat. This time, it was not only tears of hurt, but worry.

“Why can’t my mom just love me, and leave others out of it? Am I not good enough for her? I am
young, that’s true, but the two of us have been through so much together, she should know by now
how good we are together. I must not be giving her all that she needs and wants, that is why she is
bringing this man home. Another one of them. I am sure. I can see that in his eyes. But mom can’t see
that. Yet. What shall I do, Sammy? Shall I tell her that she must be careful?” he was not getting a good
vibe from this Mike fellow. But, he had to pretend that all was good. For now. for Mom’s sake. And for
them all. 

*

One sunny autumn day he went to a new favourite place of his, right after school, and he truly hoped
nobody followed him there. It was his new secret hiding place, a place of his own little magic, a sacred
ground, a place away from home. Not that he needed it here, this new home and town, at least not until
now, but somehow, he was guided to �nd it, almost magically. And he loved it. Simply because it had
everything he could think of, big trees that he could climb, a little creek that he could even jump without
getting too wet, a forest feel to the undergrowth of the trees and bushes, birds, even deer, sometimes he
could see a deer grazing near by, then silently but suddenly moving away, like a shadow, no one could tell
if the animal was really there or not. One minute his magni�cence is clearly visible, the next he is gone.
Sammy at times followed Sumi, but today he was all alone. He wanted to be alone. To think.
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He chose his tree and climbed it up high. High enough not to be visible to anyone walking underneath,
just in case, but it helped when he did not have his school bag with him. The school bus would take him
close to home, and the rest he would just walk it in, drop his bag, greet the dog, eat lunch and weather
and mood permitting, he would go out again with Sammy, leaving a note to mom: all is well, be back
soon, out playing” kind of note.

Today, he felt he needed to visit the S M Forest, as he called it, short for Sumi (and Sammy) Magical
Forest.

On the top of the tree, he breathed deeply. He could see out through the leaves on to the sky, to the
Sun, to the light and it was all worth it. It was not the most comfortable position to sit on the big
branch, close to the trunk, but it will do. I have to �nd a much better place to sit next time. There are
plenty of tree and it must be one that is right on the bank of the creek, as I must listen to the tinkling of
the water as it cascades by…

In the short period of time that he had discovered this part of out of town paradise, he loved coming
here. This was where he can just let it all go, even cry, and nobody would notice. Me or my crying. Very
comforting thought.

All of a sudden, he realized that he had not experienced any of his past adventures, dreams or magic.

I wonder why? Let me think. Are these only happen when I am sad? Or in danger? Or rather before
something is about to happen? He was not sure. But he started to feel the emptiness, the desire and
longing to be in that sort of magic again. How did I do it last time? What happened last time?

So much has changed and happened that he could not tell. 

*
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By now, we can all see and agree, that our little boy, is very intelligent and creative, but also very sad and
melancholic in his heart and soul, but can we wonder why, really? He could be such a sweet boy and love
life, laugh and be joyous, specially when lovely things are happening to him, like going to the fun-fare, or
going out with mom for an ice cream, and they even went to see a movie or two recently; those were his
happy days and moments. That is when he felt good to be alive. Those days and times were rare, seldom
happened. But also, he felt this way when he was in his adventure trips, and now he missed them so
much, he wondered what he could do or needed to do in order to be in it again. 
“At least, I know I am not alone.”

Where did this come from? He was surprised that he heard himself say that, something that was coming
back to him slowly, like from a distance, through the leaves, the branches, like if a light had made

its way into his mind out of nowhere. Then Sumi remembered. The voice, that beautiful voice said
something along the line as to put your hand on your heart and feel that I am there with you.

What can I lose by trying? No one can see me anyways. With that, he closed his eyes, took one big
breath through the sun shine, the sun light and put his right little hand palm facing his chest, and waited
in silence. First, nothing happened.

Then, all of a sudden, he felt his tears rolling out of the corner of his eyes. At the same time, he felt very
calm. Peaceful. Fuzzy and �u�y. And Sammy is not even here!

He was so surprised by his emotions, yet he was so calmed by it, that he resisted the urge to let go of his
hand, and he stayed with the moment. He was already feeling better. And clearer. There was no voice
this time, but he had felt something he had not for a very long time. And he loved it.

*

My dearest Sumi, my little friend. How much I would like to say I can interpret the following for you,
but I am in a desperate situation, as I have a hard time �nding words to describe your pain.
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This is a di�erent pain, let’s be clear on it for a start. My dear boy, you have known pain, many a kind.
But, this one, is a new experience for you I must say. Even I am at loss for words, although I have gone
through what you are now. Hang in there, boy, it shall pass. These were my words to him upon hearing
losing his best and only friend just recently. 

Sumi was beside himself with pain and grief. He did not understand why his furry friend left him. But,
he also could see that the last few days were no quality life for his dog, as his su�ering was so great he
could tell. His little friend, Sammy, just simply got old and he could do no more. His legs, joints, hips
had given up, and his ache was visible even to those who have no pets. What was the point in keeping
him su�ering so long, although he would not cry or yelp, he would just bear for his human companion’s
sake, it was only his eyes that told the tale, so Stella had a serious talk with Sumi, who agreed to take
Sammy to the local vet and left after the injection was given to him to help him fall asleep and meet his
own friends in doggy heaven. Sumi was so sure of this, because to him his dog was like an angel, and
they belong to a very special place in heaven.

Sumi cried for so long, that he thought he had no more tears for the years to come. Stella was there to
comfort him as best as she could, but she also knew how much the two were inseparable and how much
Sammy meant to her boy. She missed him, too. Even if she did not, or perhaps could not, show much
emotion when the dog was alive, she never mistreated the dog, and in her own way she did love him too,
and now, his absence proved this to be right.

Sumi had to go through his own grieving process, because he just simply could not do anything else. He
had felt the pain, the anguish especially at evening times when his friend would no longer sit on his bed,
and this time it was Sumi’s tears that helped him fall asleep, in his desperation to urge the night to go on,
so that the morning sun can bring a new day, helping his little heart to heal hopefully better and easier
each day. And, at times when the school bus would stop to let him o� at the corner of his street, where
his furry friend would sit and wait for him most days, not the last few of course, because he just could
no longer walk the distance at all, and when he got o� the bus, his wagging tail would signal to him that
he has a companion to walk home with. They both loved these few minutes, and a good few times they
even went to Sumi and Sammy’s special Magical Forest together for a couple of hours before going
home. All kept in secret of course, that was their agreement. 
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*

Sumi could not help but be a bit grumpy lately, and he was sure it was because he has been missing
Sammy. Dearly.

Days went by, and even though he started to feel a bit more used to not having the furry friend in the
house anymore, there were a couple occasions where he could swear, he felt him next to him, or in his
usual favourite pillows and sleeping places. 
How can this be? Maybe, he is really in heaven, and he comes to tell me he is ok! That is lovely. This is
exactly the thought that came to his mind as soon as he felt a strange feeling of Sammy being near or
next to him. At one evening he could even swear again that he even heard the dog make a woof, bark
sound. 
“If I tell mom, she would take me to see the doctor. Perhaps I just keep it to myself.”

Next time when he experienced any kind of strange Sammy type occurrences, he decided to keep it
quiet, or when he was alone, he would just say something along the line, `hey Sammy, want to come
play? `

It happened in the forest, too. The winter was fast approaching, so he found himself going to his
favourite trees were out of question most of the time, rightly so as the wind was sharp and the cold was
something he was getting slowly more used to, even if he did not like it much, but on occasion when the
sun would be high in the sky during the day, and mom was at the Diner, he sneaked out for a short visit,
just to satisfy his urge to be alone and be out in nature.
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It was just like in the old times, he was not alone. Not only because he was now beginning to enjoy and
do the hand on the heart feeling, but now he felt Sammy’s presence there with him more as well. It was
almost he had found another, second home for himself, and he was utterly happy there. He wondered at
times if this was normal, for a small boy to feel this way and spend most of his alone time doing stu�
that did not require anybody else’s company, yet he did not really care what others said. He enjoyed
himself, talking to his imaginary friends, sometimes he would go back and �y a bit, or paint a bit, but
those only really happened when the weather was warm and sunny and he could lay next to the creek,
and snooze o� next to listening the creek’s slow and rapid movements, the water cascading by, the birds
chirping around, the bees and bugs �ying noisily around, each claiming the ether to be theirs even for
their short distance �y, and when the sun would just nicely, comfortably beat down on his face, skin,
touching it ever so gently, never burning it, but caressing it with his �ngers, the wind or breeze through
his hair on his head.

*

Christmas came quickly. Before he knew it, he had no choice but to sing in the school’s choir that
performed a short act on Jesus’s Birth for the parents and other school kids a few days before school
holiday started.

He had to laugh, as he did not think anyone in their right mind would ask him to sing… are they mad?
But mom thought it was a brilliant idea, and she even booked herself o� of work for the early evening
performance, so that she can be there. It was �at chance Mike would make it, but he was also invited.
The only one who would like to have been crossed out of the invitation was Sumi himself. But he
couldn’t and he was going to his singing class, the prep class. He needed to learn the words to the songs
they sang.

To be honest, I don’t think he minded all this that much, as he could stand next to a pretty little thing, I
mean girl, with lots of freckles on her face, but her huge, brown eyes and sweet smile welcomed Sumi
next to her. He decided to learn the song from his heart. He could not look stupid next to her, now,
could he? Or would he want to? Nope.
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He would not admit to himself, but he quite enjoyed these extra singing classes. At times, he would
exchange glances with the girl, who also seemed to like him, and they would laugh a bit, and then buried
themselves back to their music book not wanting to be noticed neither by the teacher, not by the other
kids. Silly, really.

So, it was now with his little heart that he sang as well, for the �rst time for a long time, at least since
Sammy died. Not that anybody can or ever could replace him, but at least now he was being intrigued by
another chance of making friends with another one, human, but lovely little girl. 

*

The evening performance went very well. There was so much buzz and excitement with not only the
part, but with the dresses, costumes, order in line, who is next, who is doing what after the show, that
Sumi felt happy and excited. This was so noticeable, that Stella sighted a big, happy sight, relieved that
her son, �nally making progress of showing signs of normalcy and joy. She was sitting not far from the
stage, somewhere in the front row, and she could easily see her son performing, singing and enjoying all
this. She could even see a bit more as well, whether that was because moms just know it, feel or sense it,
but could not skip her eye the pretty little thing standing and singing next to her son, at times her hands
brushing his, and that is when he felt a bit more pink rather in his face. Stella thought it to be way too
cute to mention anything about it to Sumi at dinner.

Mike could only make it to dinner after school act, but Stella was quite happy with this. She rather
enjoyed her special hour with Sumi at school, chatted all the way home in the car, laughing, and listening
some more Christmas music in the radio.

She already prepared most of the meal, so really, it was rather warming all up and doing last minute
cooking like sweet potato and broccoli, Brussel sprouts, gravy and all that, when the door bell rang and
Mike arrived, with a 6-pack beer under his arms.

-What’s for dinner, honey? He asked Stella who was busy behind the stove.
-Sorry, kid, I could not make it any sooner, but here, go and buy yourself a gift – and with that, he threw
a $20 bill at Sumi.
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-Thanks, but no thanks, I did not do anything special, I was part of the choir.

-Come on now, kid, who would refuse money to buy a gift? said it loud enough to Stella to hear. If she
heard it, she did not let him know, as she did not turn to look.

Sumi just pulled his shoulder, and took the money, and mumbled a “thanks” under his nose, but he put
the money on the table next to the dining cabinet in the dining room. Mike saw this.

After dinner, which was rather yummy, they had a warm chocolate cake with vanilla ice cream, and
decided to watch some silly old movie about Christmas.

The tree they erected was small but sweet, as the few decorations were tasteful and by now there were a
few little bits under the tree, nothing major or big, but enough to make one curious what it might be,
under the lovely red ribbon and box.

Only a few more days to opening the gifts. As quickly as the Holidays came, it also went by so fast. Sumi
got a couple of useful gifts, so typical of mom, like sweater, underwear, socks and a note book. Now,
that was interesting.

I wonder why I got this? Never had one. What shall I do with this note book? I am not a girl! Girls write
in their notebooks all lovey-dovey stu�. What’s wrong with mom? He wondered…

But, never underestimate moms’ wise decisions! Ok, not the sweater for sure, but as it came to prove
itself later, it was useful. The notebook that is. Especially if one writes in it! Yeah, thought Sumi. When
pink snow should fall.

Actually, he did not have to wait too long. Not for the pink snow�akes, but something similar to
happen. They were actually rainbow-colored ones! And, they came in his dream.

Who would have thought? So much for asking and promising under the blue skies, when frogs fall from
the skies, or raining cats and dogs, I think not. Not anymore. As it happens, his dream did ask him to
start writing in his notebook, but as to what, Sumi was not sure.
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*

Slowly but surely the season started to turn, and one could see the clear signs of spring approaching in
the not too far distance.

-That is fabulous! Cried Stella out laud. “No one has ever done that for me!” She was so excited and
happy; Sumi could not feel but happy for her for a few moments.

Mike decided to surprise her for her birthday with a weekend getaway to next town, where they could
relax and eat out, spend some time strolling the main street of the town, and go upstairs to the
hotel/motel room and make lots of noise.

Sumi was not at all impressed. Who is going to look after me? He de�nitely did not want to go with
them, so he stayed behind.

Stella had to think hard and strong whom to trust with her son, and there was not a lot of names on her
list of people, rightly son. A mom can’t just go up to someone and say, `could you please look after my
almost 10-year-old son while I take o� to next town with my new man? `

Finally, the decision came almost last minute, and Stella took it. Good old Margaret, from the Diner,
o�ered to help out, more part-time than anything, and it was just �ne with Sumi. However, he had to go
and sleep the night with the older lady in her home, which was questionable to him, but Stella made sure
that the two met before her famous take o� with Mike, and Margaret was already taken by his cute smile
and intelligent eyes, smart face and mannerism.

Sumi was ok, I guess with Margaret, and seeing how happy his mom was to go for a weekend trip, he
agreed. Not very happily, but did. What a boy would do for his mom, eh? This was a thought that
brought warmth to his heart.

Luckily, the couple of days went by without any trouble, at least for Sumi, and he had a relatively good
time with Margaret, as she had tried her hardest to please the little boy with her cooking and baking
abilities. It was a success. Who would have thought? Wondered Sumi, with a very chocolatey rich cookie
in his mouth.
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Once they got home with mom, she was a bit more quiet than usual, and Sumi wondered what had
happened. He did not want to pry into her life, so he did not ask, but again, he felt something in his
tummy that told him to lay low and not to ask questions. But the worry bothered him. And it ached. 

*

Only a day or two later he noticed, by pure accident (as adults always say) when mom was changing
from her work uniform, that she had a bruise or two on her body. Not too noticeable, but for someone
who has seen these many, many times before, she could not fool her son. The door was open, a bit more
than usual as she changed into her home clothes, and as Sumi went by her room, he peeked in. it was not
something he would do, but it just so happened. Accident, right?

His heart sunk. What is the meaning of it?

He really did not want to know the answer. It must have been an accident, like she must have hit her leg,
and her upper arm in a cabinet or something in the hotel room. And with that, he left. But, it was
sitting with him for hours and a few days.

Stella still did not say much. Her mood was de�nitely di�erent and changed. She tried not to show it to
her work, or in front of Sumi, but just as how a child can’t fool a mom, in their case, she could not fool
Sumi either. It was probably because of their “rich” history, but they both knew either to stay quiet and
not talk about the latest issue, or if one starts, that would be the end of it.

She was a smart woman. She knew she could not ask for a divorce from Joe, because he then right away
would �nd out where they are, where they live, and she desperately wanted to keep her son away from
that monster. So, divorce was out of question. And, to be honest, she was ok with this. She had more
than enough of this kind of “together for better or worse”, well, she kept her promise. She kept it
together even when it hurt, and in worse times. Why? She had no idea.

Now, the realization hit her like a cement block, that her new man, Mike, might be a bit like Joe was.
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They all start out to be nice and polite, even sweet. And then suddenly something goes wrong, and their
true nature comes out like a beast in hiding. But what is the trigger? The beer? The sex? The
comfortable intimacy? Who knows? Stella was not sure what brought out in Mike this beast, but the
fact that he hit her when she said no to him in the hotel room, puzzled her. First, of course, there was
the shock and the hurt, pain, both physical and emotional, but she got so clouded that she just let it go.
She ignored it, and did not say a word to Mike. Did not make a fuss, but now, thinking clearer headedly,
she should have. Even should have called the police. Now the bruises are gone, none will believe her. And
Mike made sure in his many years living in town that he was always was nice to people, especially to
women. But, the very few who knew him, knew of his history. His reputation. Perhaps, that is the
reason he had moved to this town just a short few years before Stella ended up there with Sumi.

Anyways, it was all a mistake, it will not happen again. She had said it to herself.

Well, it did happen. Again. And, when Mike was at their home, and after dinner he had a few beers, he
would grab Stella’s arm with such strength, ferocity, that she yelled out, Sumi ran up to her, stood in
front of him and looked at Mike with a deep disgust in his eyes, Mike hit him.

-Not again!!! Mom! What were you thinking!

-I am so sorry, baby. I am so sorry. I don’t know what happened. I don’t know what is happening. How
can this be?

Mike left that night, but the two, who were still standing in the kitchen, completely shocked and
stunned, could not bring their words out to laud as their tears washed away any clear path to speech.

Sumi run upstairs, to his room, and not having Sammy by his side, he cried even harder, the �ow of tears
coming from deeper than he had ever thought before.

Are we ever going to be ok? Why is this keep happening to me? To us?
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He was so tired of shock and tears, he did not care if his mom came in to tuck him into bed or not, he
just wanted to be alone, with his tears. Again.

*

Days and weeks have passed since the last incident, or episode, and no news of Mike. Thank Gosh,
thought Sumi. He kept busy to himself, occupied his time with school, homework and started to read
some fun comic books, which most could be borrowed from the local and school library. He started to
enjoy this new hobby, and he found himself immersed in these rather funny and yet heroic characters.
At some point, did not exactly know when, but he felt himself being like in one of these �gure’s mind,
knowing how they think, why they do what they set out to do, and it is rather silly, he was telling
himself this, but he rather enjoyed being a hero, even if it’s like in a comic book series. He also started to
sketch some of these �gures for himself at home, �nding just enough and right time to do so, after
homework, as there was no Sammy to help him kill some time, he now turned rather inwards and kept
himself entertained this way most of the time.

He did not know when this happened, but he noticed Mom changed again, from being lethargic, she
smiled more and more again. Wonder why?

Did not have to wait long to �nd out why. Sumi was beyond himself with worry again. I guess, that is
just what I have to be this life, full of worry. For myself, but mostly for my Mom.

As it turned out, Mike started to call and text messaging Stella again, promising her the Moon, and how
he was going to change for her. Most of all, how sorry he was for the incident, and how he did not mean
any of it to happen. Stella did not think for one second that Mike was lying to her, or better yet, to
himself, and believed what she heard, or what she wanted to hear again. And again.

*
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-Surprise! said mom, I mean yelled mom laud, laud enough even the neighbours could hear her as she
excitedly ran around the house, wrapping Sumi’s gift for his 10  birthday, however, it was such an
awkward gift, she did not know how to wrap it. At least I tried; she said to herself, most importantly
Sumi’s favourite cake and cookies were fresh out of the oven, now, that was more important than gift
wrapping. He was going to tear it apart anyhow in no time, so why worry too much on the paper?

She was more than pleased with herself. It was going to be her day with her son, fresh yummies for the
tummy �rst, then spending the morning going window shopping, and later getting ready for some
guests arriving to her son’s surprise birthday party. It is not everyday, that a boy becomes 10 years old!
On this note, she had invited for an afternoon BBQ and cake get together with a few colleagues or even
can call by now some light friends from work, Sumi’s thought to be sort of friends from school,
including the cute freckled face girl from the winter theatre class, and of course, Mike.

She was actually most excited about Mike coming over. This would be one of those rare occasions that
she had let herself meet him again, and Stella de�nitely did not want to involve Sumi just yet about her
on and o� going romance with Mike, as she knew perfectly well what her son thought of this man. 

I wonder if he is right? She found asking herself this question once or twice lately, but just as soon these
thoughts come to her mind, she was very quick enough to brushed them aside. What does a 10-year-old
know of these things? Matter of the heart? As the matter of fact, she learned to know much later on in
life how much she had no clue of either, matter of the heart and matter of her son. What a shame. We, I
guess, learn from our own mistakes. And a little bit of a help when it comes in a disguise, not every body
is ready to notice, especially if it comes in a form of a much younger boy. This was a lesson she had to
learn in a hard and painful way. Not only for her, but for Sumi as well.

th
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As he opened his eye, rather abruptly from mom’s excitement, he had no clue what he was looking at. It
was certainly weird. The shape. The size. The wrapping. He had not seen anything like this before, he
was sure of it. What is this “thing”? he wondered. He was awake this time, he was sure of that, as Mom
was standing there next to the “thing”, looking rather pleased with herself, with some hot and steaming
fresh and smelling fantastic cookies and milk on tray in her hand, but what was even more weird, or
strange, is that she started singing “happy birthday to you…”.

Oh! I forgot! It’s my birthday today! Sumi thought.

-Thanks for the reminder, Mom, but really…

As he was scratching his eye, more from waking up than from bewilderment, he could not help feel a bit
proud that it is his big day today, and also, let’s be honest, a bit of happiness and joy that Mom is going
out of not just her mind to do all this, but her way to make him feel special.

Now, it was time to closely investigate the “thing.”

Mom was right. Sumi did tear the whole paper o� the thing in a split second, ok, perhaps seconds, as the
thing was rather large, but really, this is why no need to waste good paper, right?

Anyhow, when Sumi saw what the paper wrap was trying to cover up, his eyes widened. I mean really
widened. Did he ever want one like this? If he did, he de�nitely did not know it, and also, was he ready
for it? Not to mention, where in the world would he ever use it? I guess I have to go and �nd a creek or
river to try this thing out… 

*

As by now we all guessed, Sumi got a �shing rod. This was a big surprise for him. In his smart little
mind, he was trying desperately to know if he was happy with this gift, or need to make up a face that
sort of tries to imitate that “suppose to be happy with the gift” moment, not hurt mom’s feeling. At
least, she can never say, “you wanted it son, so might as well use it, otherwise it was a waste of money.”
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I think he quickly concluded on the second version, as he really never knew how to �sh, never saw
anyone he had known to do this type of ‘sport, as some people knew called it, although he did not see
any sport in catching �sh, then throwing them back to the water just for the sake of catching them…

Stella saw what she wanted to see in her son’s face, but never was going to admit to herself that she had
blown this idea of a gift. To be frank, she was running out of ideas, and, most of all, deepest of it all and
most sad of it all, she did not know what to get to her son.

So, with a big sigh and relief, “it’s all done now”, she knew to maneuver the mooring to what she has
known best with her son, is through his tummy. Breakfast time…

The morning went relatively with ease, and by now, Sumi had learned about the afternoon activities and
people coming over to celebrate his birthday with him.

Funny. He had thought that birthdays would be more appropriate to celebrate with one’s self, the way
he wants it, but it is not the case. Most of the time others will want to join in, feeling and believing that
is how it should be, supposed to be. And with all the silly gifts they bring, one has to put up a silly face in
order to receive those with good heart, and mind, mind you, for the sake of it all, and for the sake of
them all, it’s a good show. Just like the Christmas show they still do at school, but at least I have Jeannie
standing next to me…still. Now, that he did not have to fake, that was pure pleasure. Oh, perhaps I can
ask her to come and �nd a creak or something with me, we can �sh together – or at least try and
pretend. We can bring our books and picnic to wherever it was going to be near by, and she can even
write her diary if she wants to while I sketch… he was daydreaming again.

-Sumi, get ready, the guests are almost here!

-Ok, mom.
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The afternoon went relatively, ok pretty well, if you insist, our little hero actually did enjoy himself a bit
more than his usual, normal self. I don’t know if it was the attention that he got, for once, or the fact
that he also enjoyed putting up the inside comic hero act and acted it out rather nicely and politely, even
laughing here and there, or perhaps most of all because his new little friend, Jeannie was there as well,
but let’s just say, he had a jolly good time. Finally!

Even Mike behaved well today. Was it because it was Sumi’s birthday and respected it, and he knew he
had better behave well, or the fact that there were a few other people around, and as other times when
he was or needed to be in the center of attention, he put on his best and most generous, polite and
handsome manner of his? This continued even after the guest left and he stayed “to help clean up the
mess that others did”, joking and laughing in the kitchen with Stella, later in the bedroom…

*

In an early late spring sunny day, Sumi grabbed hold of his last-minute knapsack, full of picnic, and his
�shing rod, as Jeannie would come over any minute to be on their way to an adventure to �nding their
secret �shing place.

Mom packed some sandwiches for them, and told him to be in his best behaviour, like it was necessary
to tell him that, but oh well, and just enough time to give him a kiss good-bye at the door, little cute
freckle nose Jeannie arrived. They were o�. Only Sammy was missed from the picture; Stella thought
with a pang in her heart.

-Wow! Sumi! Look at this! Is this not perfect?

Screamed Jeannie excitedly as she came out of a bush from the trail they were on, and she was �rst to see
a little creek sneaking by quickly. Her initial excitement was contagious, but soon enough Sumi realized
that this little creek was way too small and shallow if he was to do some serious considering of �shing.
So, they followed the water against its’ stream, upwards, just based on their head and nose, really, but
kept in mind how far they have come and what is the way back home. Neither of them wanted to stray
too far from home. For more reasons than one.
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A few minutes later, they heard what seemed to be more water-fall type noise, but of course, it was not a
huge fall, but enough to make our hero’s heart pump faster then before.

-How cool is this? Now, he really started to feel the excitement washing all over him, as he saw the small
falls cascading down on a few rocks, not big enough to cause serious harm or hurt even if anyone would
fall from the top of it, but big enough for the 10-year old’s heart to cry out with joy. And the scenery!
Full of trees, bushes, birds, frogs, bees, �ies and who knows what else, oh, mosquitos. Who can forget
them?

The two of them can stand on the side of the little wider creek on the bank, without falling in, but still
being able to step into the water if needed, which would probably come up to his knees, but far enough
to drop the �y, the string into the water in the name of �shing, but not really wanting to catch
anything. But, I can say I �sh! He thought.

They have not met anybody on their way to this amazing little bit of fairly land, and hoped they would
not on the way back either. It’s best to keep this place to themselves. So, they made a promise to each
other not to tell anyone in school about it. This was an easy promise. The day was promising. No �sh,
no bugs, much, and lots of yummy food, good company and lots of sunshine, lots of bird singing and
sounds of nature, which Sumi found himself enjoying more and more. The two of them got along well.
As well as with Jeannie. She was no trouble, and Sumi liked her company more and more; she was just
sitting on the blanket of grass, munching on her apple and writing in her book. Gosh, these girls can
write a novel! He thought.

It was not long before the sun started to settle down in the horizon that the two-adventure seekers
started to head home. Sumi could not help feel happy and content, and at the same time hungry!

*
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Over the course of the next few weeks, couple of months, Sumi ventured out more and more to the
secret meeting place. With his �shing rod on the shoulder, picnic bag on his back, he was always ready to
go. Not always he met his friend there, there were times when he went alone, but either way he did
enjoy the outing. What Stella, and frankly Sumi either, realized, that with the gift of this “thing”, Stella
gave her son back something that both had thought to be forgotten. His freedom. What he had enjoyed
with Sammy, since the passing of his furry friend, Sumi was losing quite rapidly, but now with the rod as
an excuse, he was back with Nature, in one way or another. And in many more ways that he could think
of or imagine. Less and less he was talking about Sammy, and more and more went out with or without
his new friend, to the creek and forest.

He has found something quite magical there, and as much as he enjoyed the company of this other little
human being, he also if not more, enjoyed his quiet time in the forest. The water and his trickling music,
calmed him. He hasn’t dreamed or �own lately, he realized. He did miss it, but now, out in nature, he
started to feel some kind of a connection to all that was out there, near him, around him, even in the
quiet of the forest. It started to make him feel at home. And in a sense, a very familiar feeling has woken
up in him, that he resonated with as soon as he put his foot on to the grass, his bare foot that is,
although, he did feel the inner sensation even with his boots on. But, he concluded early enough, one
can better connect to nature, with a bare foot. Even in the water. As cold as it may be at �rst, and boy,
can a small creek’s trickling crystal clear water to be cold, it was also so much fun and joy once you
passed the initial shock of the coldness on the skin, it was refreshing, almost a wide awakening to the
senses that play the trick on you.

At times, he would wait out if a rain started while he was out and about, he soon learned how to put a
little shelter up with branches and twigs, sticks around a nice big tree, and he utterly enjoyed creating a
nice big shape of shelter with a small enough opening in one side -that can be blocked with a stone or
rock from the inside, to sit under the tree, looking up to it from the inner sanctuary of wild. Now, that
is fun. He even pulled a tree trunk inside this tree trunk shelter, a small one, to sit on. Eventually he
dragged another small one in for Jeannie, so the two of them can sit there anytime, rain or no rain, even
to just wait out the beaming hot sun in the summer.
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It was almost like a second home for him, a home away from home. He slowly collected some items
from home and took it to this shelter sanctuary, but he realized he needed to do something to it if he
wishes to keep the rain out and his stu� dry and cozy. In no time, he took a big strong plastic cover
almost like a tent that he had wrapped around the outside of the twigs and branches created cover, and
tied it at the top around the tree trunk with a heavy cord. It worked. At times he needed to �x it and
strengthen it, adding to it a more secure rope, but “it will do”, he decided. And, “when it comes to it, it
does not even stand out”, he concluded, the color melts in with the forest. He would have disliked if it
were way too much in every way.

To be frank, he liked it out here. He was his own boss here. At the most, he could do whatever he
wanted and felt. At times, it was his place to cry, as in the last few weeks things started to go wrong
again at home. But this time, Mike was into his mom, not him. It was a realization for him that was
almost harder to bare. When it was also him, like with his dad, he felt hurt and bad, but now he also felt
guilt. What can he do? He was again alone with his pain. It pangs.

Jeannie was great, but as she had said, she and her parents would go on a holiday for a couple of weeks,
she did not know where exactly, but visiting some relatives at the seaside, she said. Something about
Oregon. She had promised to come back with lots of fun tales to tell Sumi, and even promised to send a
postcard wherever the place is called from, just for him. Well, it was almost the time when she would
leave and once last time they went out to “�sh.”

Sumi could not help but con�de in her. She did not believe him. It hurt. Hurt more than the pain.

She said that Mike was such a nice guy, everybody knows him in town, there is no way that he could
hurt his mom. Not like that.

With that, there was nothing else to say. To anybody. For now.

Sumi was left alone again, in his own little world, and with his own pain.

And the voice was gone. For a long time now, he had not heard it.

He even forgot about it.
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*

-Horrible. Really, madam, these are horrible bruises. What did you do to get these?

-I fell o� the stairs. Stella said.

She must have said it well enough for the nurse to believe her. The only reason she went to have them
checked out was to make sure that there were no broken bones. As she did not want to miss work. She
could not a�ord it. Especially now.

*

Mike was in his element.

He felt he was a good guy. A guy that a lot of women would want to and deserve to have. He was
physically �t, strong, healthy, and not to mention good looking. He also had a job. His wages weren’t
the greatest, but it will do. What more would a woman want, for Christ’s Sake? He was even good in
bed. That is a fact, as he had heard it many times before. Mostly before the beatings.

That was a thing for him. He got turned on by it. Just a little fun, he thought. He did not even realize
that the amount of beating he does and with the amount of force, what he leaves behind is a wreck. To
his deep amazement at times he did wonder how he could get away with such horrendous crime. He had
a feeling it was such, but never told anyone. He liked Stella, but he also wondered how much longer does
she bear him and his “style”, or is she stronger than the rest of them?

It is a game, for sure. Welcome to my world. And he smiled.

*

Sumi cried at nights. He had seen the bruises. At one point, mom did not even hide it or cover the worst
part of it, perhaps she did want her son to see it. 
How deep can I go? Stella wondered. What is the matter with men? At least the ones I meet? Or is it
me? If it is, what’s wrong with me?
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Thank God it is only me, this time. Not Sumi.

She was lost. Again, did not know what to do. Who to go to? Anyone she tried to nicely, carefully bring
up the subject of domestic violence and abuse, and folding his name into it like a nice crochet, people
would laugh her o�. “Not Mike. He is such a lovely man. She should be happy she found such a good
catch.”

Isn’t it amazing, how a mind can narrow down the possibilities of ways out when it only wants to see
what is in front?

Such was the case with Stella. She had panicked again. Froze. In her dreams, she would jump and run
away. But never �y.

*

Sumi did. Finally. He �ew high and far.

It was short, though. How much he wanted to be back there again, to go farther and farther, higher and
higher. And how deeply he had now desired the Voice. Again. He �nally realized that he had missed it.

-Wake up, young man! Time to do something about your situation. The Voice said �nally. Very quietly
and unexpectedly, but it did. Not at night, but as he was on his way to his sheltered forest temple. Sumi
was so immersed in his own self-pity and feeling guilty, at �rst, he did not even recognize the voice. It
was very �ne, almost a whisper. Then, a bit later, more loud but clear, with the same message.

“Yeah, and what can I do? It’s not my fault Mom got into trouble again. Let her sort it out. She knows
best anyhow!” He was angry.

He kicked the forest shrubs in front of him, even the stones. He could not see from his tears, so he had
to stop.
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“If you are so smart, tell me what to do!” Almost demanding, but it wasn’t really a demand, rather a
deep desperate cry for help.

-Think, Sumi. Think.

-I am trying! It doesn’t help you telling me to do the same thing!

-I know you are angry. Feel it. Expand it. Take a deep breath. Now, let it all out. Good. Once more.
When you breath out, just say: Mike! And the next breath, when you exhale, just say: Mom! Tell me if
you feel any di�erent? Is it better?

-I guess. I don’t know who I am angrier with, my mom or Mike?

-Ask the question, little one. Ask yourself. Who am I most angry with?

-Oh…no. Noooo. I am even more angry with myself!

-And what are you going to do about it?

-I don’t know.

-Think, Sumi. What would you really like to do now?

-Kick some rocks. Punch the creek. Hit a tree. (ok, I won’t do that.)

-So, why don’t you do one of these? And in the meantime, when you do, let’s say when you kick the
rock, just say: I am sorry for kicking you, but please let me do it once. And with that, when you do kick,
just put all your anger into the kick, and mean it, don’t be afraid, if you ask the rock, we will take care of
the rock, it wont’ hurt it, but then let out all your anger in that one kick. Do you want to try? Trust me,
it will feel better after.

-Ok.
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-On the count of 3, let’s do. Don’t forget to ask the rock, even if in your mind, just a quick sorry and
thank you. Ok, now, ready? 1, 2 and 3…. go!

And Sumi did just that. He kicked all of himself, mom and Mike into that kick. He almost fell back. He
lost his balance. That was good, at least he knew he tried his hardest. He put his whole heart and hurt
into it.

-Wow. That was great! I do feel better.

With that, he wiped away the remaining tear from his eye. His face was already drying up under the
warm touch of the sun, and that warmth started to slowly warm his chest up, almost one could say close
to his heart area. He did not feel as bad now as when he came out this morning.

-Thank you, Voice. He said.

-You are welcome. Any time.

*

-Mom, you ought to go to the police! No one in town believes us, so you have to go to the authority!
Begged his mom Sumi.

-We will see. Her only response was for now.

She didn’t go. Yet.

It had to wait until the next beating, a couple of weeks later, when she scooped up all her courage, to go
down to the local police station. Still fresh, she thought, looking at her new colors.

-I can prove it had happened before, I went to the hospital and had it checked out – replied Stella to the
Sheri�’s accusation. He did not believe her either.
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With a sunken heart, she headed home. 
“What will I say to Sumi? That I went, tried, but people are so screwed up that nobody believes us?”

Later, she realized that the fact she had lied at the hospital, saying her bruises came from a fall from her
stairs, did not help her or her mood, and won’t help her case either. “What I dumb I am.” She cried to
herself.

*

It happened in the middle of the summer.

When Sumi got home from his little excursion, a little sooner than expected, he had found her. I am
going to put in short and sweet, but reality is, there are no words to describe what it must have felt for
Sumi to �nd his mother �at on the �oor, in her bedroom, unconscious.

He got so terri�ed; he did not know what to do. He had remembered the last and �rst real time his feet
froze to the ground, back when the �re happened now long time ago, but then he also remembered it
was his mom who ran upstairs to save him from the possible �ames, and also from a man who nearly
killed them, eventually. It was his turn, his time to save his mom.

And now he prayed that he can still do that.

*

He only knew well enough not to run to the police alone. Jeannie and her parents were still away on
holiday. So, he ran to Margaret’s house.

The older lady opened the door to Sumi’s frantic knocking and kicking. When she opened it up and saw
his face and his deep and desperate look in his eyes, his heart racing, almost out of breath, she knew with
a mother’s instinct that something was very wrong. So, she listened, and then called the police.

*
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-Of course, o�cer, he can and will stay with me tonight, and any other night – as long as it takes and
needed. Margaret said to the authority, that she was going to look after him while this whole ordeal will
be investigated properly and Stella is recovering in the hospital. She even signed the paper to say she is
doing properly, with her own will and good heart, and takes responsibility for looking after Sumi for the
time being.

Sumi did not sleep that night. Or the following nights well.

Stella was in the hospital, with deep internal bleeding, but, thank God, nothing was life threatening, the
bastard’s punches missed vital organs.

-It will take at least a good week while she is coming back to enough recovery to be let out and go home.

The police, by the time they got to Mike’s apartment, he was gone. Gone with the hurricane, not even
the wind.

But, eventually, a good few days later, on the run, another state’s police had found him, and brought
him in to questioning and were now ready to send him back to just where exactly he was running away
from. By this time, however, the police did �nd more evidence of his previous cases and mistrials, and
with Stella’s condition, what he had done to her, more than one person was ready to come forward,
more women from the past, to provide proof and evidence of his sick behaviour pattern.

-Time to put a permanent stop to it. Said the Sheri� to Stella and Sumi, with a half smile, and his eyes
down to the �oor one could see that he was utterly ashamed for having questioned and ridiculed a
woman who was brave enough at the time to come forward to press serious charges against a man who
everybody thought to be a charming person.

-I guess what I want to say is that I am sorry, Mam, for what happened. It will not happen again, not
until I am in charge of this investigation. And we have enough evidence now to put him away for a
long, long time.
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This was the �rst time both Stella and Sumi had a decent, good night sleep.

-I am so sorry, son, for not trusting you enough.

-It’s ok, mom. The main thing is that you are alive, here with me. And he stroked her hand.

*

Now that summer was coming to an end, Sumi’s heart also sunk a bit further into sadness and despair.

He did get the postcard from Oregon, from the beach, just as Jeannie promised. 
What she had promised was to come back with lovely and funny, good news. Not what happened.
She said that she had learned there from her parents, that they are going to move to Oregon, for a long
time, as her mother needed to look after the sick ant, and this was their only way and chance not only to
do that, but also to hope for the house and settlement that comes with her passing, if they are there in
the house, looking after her full time. “Who could miss such a chance,” asked Jeannie’s dad.

*

Sumi started his school year again. But, without Jeannie.

It was going to be a lonely, cold winter, he could see that by now.

*
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His mom was very quiet most of the time. He wondered if it was because of what had happened in the
past few months. She did go and testify against Mike, and for her, it was hard. To see the man again,
who not only abused her, lied to her, but to see the face that had absolutely no desire to even hide the
fact that he can lie and look innocent, was something that utterly disturb her to her stomach. She was
beginning to wonder, out of her experiences with men, which was in her case the easier to deal with,
leave behind? The one who was left alone in the dark and silence of the alcohol and what it did to him,
or the one in front of her, knowing if it hadn’t been to her, he could be doing it again, over and over to
other women, perhaps weaker women. In a sense, she felt proud that she is doing the testifying against
him, and that knowledge, that she and the rest of the victims, can put a stop to this monster, gave her
strength. However, it did question her own inner strength as to what or why is attracting her to such
sick men?

*

Sumi ended up going less now to the forest.

He was getting lonely again. In his heart, he felt something huge missing. Like love. Or even being liked.
But by who?

*

-Sumi! Sumi, what are you doing, son?

-Nothing, mom. Just getting ready.

-For what, Sumi?

-My next homework, the test we are going to have tomorrow in class. I am dreading it, mom.

-Why, Sumi? Do you need help with it?

-Mom, how often do you really help me with my homework? Especially with math! You are joking!
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-Ok, ok. How about if I make your favourite biscuits, would that help?

-I think so, mom. That would be cool.

*

They spent the next few weeks, few months alone, in retrospect as to what has happened to them in the
last few years. At times, they talked about it, at times they just got very quiet with themselves, but more
and more in harmony with each other, realizing somehow deep inside in their hearts, that the two of
them would always need each other, as this life has been throwing some curves and curbs at them that
seems takes the two of them to work out. One holds the puzzle to the other’s issue. Even if Sumi is
young, one can never deny the mental ability to see beyond things even at such young age – and heart.
Who knows what the heart can carry over many lifetimes, millennia and when it is ready to truly reveal
its inner strength, beauty and wisdom?

*

“I am �ying again!”

Ah, how excited he was. His little heart was beating heavily and speedily with the ability to being back at
one of his favourite secret, almost magical activities. 
There was no Voice at the moment, but he just enjoyed his moment on his own.

He did remember to think only good things, beauty and nature, as the moment he was o� track, he
would �nd himself with the

dinosaurs again, and boy, he did not want them at all. They looked pretty scary from up above, let alone
from the ground level. No, thank you. I have had dinner already, and de�nitely would not wish to be
some other creature’s dinner either. Yuk!
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As he was �oating wildly amongst the clouds, he came to realize, rather, conclude, that he has not done
this length, or height rather, alone by himself ever before. He was quite amazed with himself. The pride
almost cost him to fall o�, now, not too much, but enough to see the particular trees these dynos liked
to munch on…

Ok, ok, it is not me �ying. I mean, I am �ying, but then if it is not just me holding me up, then who is?

-Never you mind, little one, just keep concentrating on the beautiful clouds in front of you. Perhaps,
when you get tired, just think of stepping o� to one of the ones you like most, and we can talk more.

-Wow! It’s the Voice again! “It’s you”!

-Yes, it’s me again.

Sumi all of a sudden got very tired and wanted to feel some ground under his feet, I mean any kind of
solid ground, as this was taking more of his concentration than before, as it was him doing most of the
work, the �ying now.

He took the Voice’s advice, and picked a beautiful light blue �u�y cloud that looked like ready to
welcome him on it’s ground, and maneuvered to step o�, like a professional glider. He could not help a
smile on his face upon his successful landing.

-Well done, little one.

-Where am I?

-Well, look around. What do you see?

-Clouds. I mean, this is a cloud, right?

-Well, that depends on. If this is what you want to believe in, then it is a cloud.
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-Why, what else can it be?

-Whatever you want it to be. Really.

-It can be anything I want it to be?

-If you don’t believe me, try it.

Sumi was not so sure what to do. He was very happy to rest and relax in a sort of place where his own
little magic took him, but he was also very curious as to what the Voice was saying, if it was true. His
curiosity won.

In that moment, he was on a ground, back home, long ago…. It was the �eld, where he used to live many
years ago.

-No…noooo. I don’t want this.

-Ok, so change it.

Now, he was getting somewhere! He could smell the distant sea, the sand beneath his feet, the sea was
not too close, but he knew he was somewhere in Oregon, on the beach, where Jeannie went back in the
summer. He so wanted to visit the same place where she had been, from where she had sent the postcard
to him. It was beautiful. So, that is what it looks like!

-How can all this be? Asked Sumi the Voice.

-It’s all in your mind. I know it’s hard to understand, but perhaps for now, it will do. You haven’t
painted lately. Why, Sumi? You are talented, you know? I saw that beautiful butter�y on your canvas, the
one on the watermelon, do you remember?

-You saw that?

-Aha.
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-Oh. What else do you see that I do? I mean, do you only see what I do up here, or wherever I am?
Actually, where am I?

-I see a lot, let’s just say that much. And by the way, you are not only up, but beyond. And inside, and
out at the same time. I know. Next time. But for now, just take in all that you experienced up here, and
getting here, and your trip to the beach, and enjoy that scenery if you like, or you can paint.

With that, the Voice brought in a gorgeous sea side scene, with all the sound not just the sea but the
birds, the breeze, the smell of the salt, and a very nice-looking smoothie drink for Sumi. More, he even
brought in a huge canvas to paint on, the one that stands on a tripod, and all the colours and paint one
can want.

-Wow. That’s awesome!

Now, we know we have been saying wow a lot, but really, how else can you describe something so
incredible, also coming from a child?

*

He painted. To his heart’s content. He did not even know he can paint. But, he de�nitely enjoyed his
time up here on this beautiful beach side, drinking his smoothie, and whatever came to his mind, he just
put it on the canvas, with all and any colour he desired. The brushes were amazing as well, as they seem
to take on a life on their own, under Sumi’s hand, and at times he was not sure whether it was him
painting, or the brush was guiding his hand in the painting strokes. Either way, he loved it.

*

When he woke up, he did not think he was dreaming at all. It felt more like a semi-dream, where he was
somewhat alive, more in one

way, knowing that anything he felt and experienced, was touching him deep in his heart. But why? He
wondered. How can this be?
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*

Christmas came again. This time, it was very di�erent even from last years.

Stella and Sumi celebrated alone, just the two of them. It was very quiet, but nice. They did not mind it
at all. 
Between the Holidays, they went to visit Margaret, who was not getting out much these days, and since
Stella’s strength was in baking and cooking, she decided to take a big cake to Margaret as a gift, nicely
wrapped up in a see-through foil, with a big red ribbon and bow on the top. This time, she did not mind
the wrapping.

Winter was cold. Snowed a lot, and it was not a particularly happy winter as they had to heat the house
more then the year before, and that took a lot of money out of Stella’s pocket, which could have been
used for other things. Like �xing the car properly. It still did ok, but she knew it needed some serious
checking up on it. Even �xing.

God, will this struggle ever end? She wondered.

*

She had to go to the hospital for a blood test, x-ray, for a check up, a routine one, she was told. As it was
not often that she had paid any attention to herself, it was highly due that she went. The doctor
insisted. The doctor said also because of her previous internal issues, it is necessary that they do a blood
test and monitoring.

-Ok, she sighed and went.

I wish I didn’t. She broke down and cried.

With all the beating in her life, all the pain and hurt, nothing compared to this hurt and pain. It stung
her in the heart.
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“God, oh mighty. If you do exist, what do I do next? What will happen to Sumi? 
He is so young and innocent… “
She could not drive home for a long time, just sat behind the wheel and cried, cried and cried some
more. Until there were no more tears. For now.

When she did get home from the doctor’s o�ce, with the result being told to her, she just sat in the
kitchen, and did not even know what to make or cook for dinner.

What a lovely start to my new life. Good job, Stella. She said and started crying more.

*

-What’s wrong, mom?

-Nothing, boy. Just a cold. I must have gotten the bug from someone in the Diner.

-Oh, you look awful, mom, are you sure you don’t want to go to bed? I can bring you some tea?

-No, that’s all right, but thank you, son.

*

-When are you going to tell him, child? Margaret asked lovingly.

-I don’t know. I don’t even know I want to know anything anymore. Stella replied.

-Now, that is not going to take you anywhere, is it? That thinking is just going to sink you deeper into
your misery and that is not what Sumi needs. If nothing, at least think of your son, Stella! You must!
said Margaret. Her eyes were red from crying, too. She was not family to them at all, but over the couple
of years of knowing her, it seemed very much that she was the only family they knew. And the lady felt
the same way about them as well.

*
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-Sumi, come and sit next to my bed, please, son.

-Mom, you are scaring me now.

-Sumi, we need to talk. Seriously. Man, to man. I mean, you know what I mean. She tried to smile and
light up the conversation.

-Ok.

-Sumi, I think we need to move. To a much bigger city. Where there is a big hospital.

-??

His eyes and face asked the question, but his heart also started to race. He could almost hear it running
fast.

-Well, it seems that I need more care in a hospital, for a while, and the one we have here in the town, is
not big enough to provide all the necessary examinations and procedures that I may end up needing.

-What’s wrong with you, mom?

-Sumi, I have cancer.

Now, �nally, it was out. Out in the open. Anyone can do whatever with this information, and that was a
huge relief. Even if temporary, Stella almost felt free. Free from the burden of keeping it in for such a
long time. I mean, what is long? Few weeks? For a cancer, it is long. For a holiday, it is short. It is all
about perspective, isn’t it?

-What kind of a cancer, mom?

-Breast, Sumi. The good news is, the doctor says, that it can be treated, and I have a good chance of
surviving, so no need to panic yet, son. I am a strong one, you know. It pays o� to be a survivor, don’t
you think?
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He did not know what to think. He wanted to ran out of the room, and ran out of the house, out all
into the dark, to the forest, into his sanctuary and perhaps never come back again. That is how he felt.
Interestingly, he did not cry. Just yet. He needed to be strong. For mom. Again.

In his room, however, it was all a di�erent story. Not having Sammy around anymore, he grabbed his old
and beaten up (but in a good way as when someone cuddles one to death almost from love and
company) teddy bear, and poured his little heart out to his teddy. Then, he realized, he was almost 11
now, is this what other boys his age do? He needs to toughen up.

*

Slowly, they got ready to move. For now, Stella got some medication, but she needed to contact the next
big hospital in the city to make arrangements for a possible stay-in for chemo treatments and such, and
having made a decision in her head, she was now ready to pack up and move.

She said her farewell to her work, and they were such lovely bunch, that as a farewell gift, they all put
money together for her car �xing and have had it done for her, so she is able to do the journey with
Sumi safely. She was touched. She was beginning to feel overwhelmed, so she needed to make a move.

Margaret was getting too old to move with them, plus she had a house that would have needed selling
�rst, so she promised to keep in touch regularly, and who knows, perhaps in the future, she will end up
going with them, after them. It’s as if it was a comforting thought for all of them.

*

The city life was way di�erent to what they were used to. First, they did not know if they liked it really, it
was way too big, but there was not much choice to �nding it out, as Stella had to go and �nd the proper
doctor (based on her previous doctor’s recommendation) in the right ward, to check in with them. Who
is going to pay for all this? She had contacted her insurance company, and there was some relief for now,
as some of the basic treatments were covered for her, but there is going to be more needed in the future,
she knew that.
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They found a �at in the suburb. For her temporary situation, she had to register with the city’s welfare
o�ce, and her monthly support would kick in relatively soon, based on her social and health condition.

Sumi did not like his school at all. Let alone the other kids or teachers. He felt as an outsider to the
whole place and environment, but there was nothing he could do about it. He simply had to go to
school. He felt more alone and lonely, and he was wondering how it can be when he was in such a big
city. He dearly missed his creek and tree sanctuary, but there was no way he can go back to it anytime
soon, as they were hundreds of miles away from it, living in a di�erent way and what seemed like a
di�erent life not just as a style.

He has been doing his homework regularly, so keeping up with it was not a problem, mind you, he had
to put some more e�ort into sitting down and doing them, as he was more and more worried about
mom and he tried to help her a lot in the �at. Simple things like the dishes, or hovering around, but she
often was o� to the doctor’s o�ce in the hospital.

One evening she told Sumi that soon she will have to spend a couple of nights in the hospital for
treatments, so he can either go with her, under very special conditions they might let her do it, or will
have to �nd a solution, perhaps have Margaret come over to cover for those nights.

Sumi did not mind. Whatever worked best with mom. For mom.
The teachers were also understanding and relatively nice in the school about this whole ordeal, knowing
how these two have no one around and about to help them.

*
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After the �rst chemotherapy treatment, Stella was confused. Is it normal, she was thinking to herself?
About everything, she meant her life, her health, her being and even her current status, and Sumi. Was
she just afraid? Not just afraid of cancer, or the therapy, but her whole life. Her choices. About most of
all Sumi. All the choices she has made about her little boy. Who no longer was little, she came to realize.
De�nitely not small or little, by any means, of some one, who can think so magni�cently and smartly,
sel�essly. It was not only humbling to her, but made her realize that in that small boy body lives and
exists a huge soul, a very wise man, like a hermit, who has not had a chance to shine his light yet, other
than at home, with her. For this, she was so grateful. It also opened her eyes not just to her boy, but to
what he could do if he were to shine this light to others. To the world. Now, that would be something,
she thought, and she fell asleep in her hospital bed, making her feel safer and better already.

*

What is happening again? Sumi was asking, terri�ed. 8 weeks since Mom has had her �rst therapy, and
she is not getting any better. What can I do? What shall I do? My God, have I done anything wrong
again?

-Sumi, Sumi, Sumi. How many times do I have to tell you to stop thinking such negative thoughts?
Asked the Voice. The Voice! Was here again! Thank God for the Voice.

-Why don’t we sit down and talk a bit, son?

-Ok. I am listening, said Sumi.

-Oh, how smart you are. What if I listen, and you talk? Asked the voice in a very friendly, loving and soft
way. That is what Sumi loved so much about this Voice, it was so calm, but �rm, he knew instantly,
always, that he can trust this voice, even if he had no idea where it came or who sent it.

-What do you want to know? he asked almost sheepishly, but determinately assertively, just in case…

-Anything you want to tell me.
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-Well, there is nothing really. Lied Sumi.

-Hm. Nice try, little one.

-??

-I know there are things bothering you deep down, and also know that there isn’t really anyone you can
talk to about these, so might as well try me, but it’s up to you. I am your greatest chance now, Sumi.

He thought about it for a moment, and found it really di�cult to open up to anyone, strangers even
more so, let alone an invisible voice. I must be going mad, he was thinking this, but at the moment he
did, the Voice said, -No, child, you are not. Let’s just say, o�cially, you belong now to the kids’ club,
who has got some invisible friends, and they can’t talk about them to anyone. How about that? Does it
make you any more special to know this?

-I guess.

-I thought so.

-But why can’t I see you?

-Because you can’t even talk to me yet.

Hm. That’s taught, Sumi thought.

-Ok, so what do you want to know? About me? Or my situation?

-Anything you want to share. Just to help you o� load, really.

-Uh-hum. I wouldn’t even know where to start, really. Said Sumi with such sank heart, he almost felt
ready to cry.
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-That is what is called self-pity, said the voice. -Instead of talking about it, talking it out, you just fester in
your own misery, and does it make you feel better?

-No.

-Do you remember, when you kicked the rock in the forest, on the ground, with one kick and focused
attention, thought behind it, did it make you feel any lighter, better after?

-Yes.

-So, do you not think, that now doing the same, but not necessarily with physical forces, but mentally,
we can do the same, together, to make you feel lighter and less burdened with thoughts, even emotions?

-I did not know you can do that.

-Well, want to try?

-I guess.

-Ok, so what is your biggest worry? Or feeling?

-Fear. Sumi was surprised how quickly that came out of somewhere of him.

-Ok. Fear of what. Or whom?

-Fear of losing mom.

-I can understand that. Very well. Now, what do you want to do with fear?

-Kill it. Or send it away. Permanently.
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-Not so wise of a choice, little one. If you kill it, it will make you feel even worse eventually. Not to
mention, it will come back, but with a di�erent name and form, thought or feeling. Sending it away,
without getting to know it �rst, you run the same risk of it coming back to you at the moment you least
expect it.

-So, then what do I do? What do we do? Panicked Sumi. Here was a voice he felt good having around,
but he also now knew his deepest secret, but doesn’t know what to do with it. He promised…

-I did not promise, but we can certainly give it a go. So, really, what is the worst that can happen if you
lose mom?

-She will die! By this, he was yelling and screaming, from what he just said out loud, and for anger that
Voice did not even think or care what would happen if mom died. How ruthless!

-Sumi, little one, I am not ruthless. I just want you to really �nd deep inside you the feeling that would
hurt you the most. I assume you are young but not too young to talk to you about death and dying?

-I am not that young! Sumi claimed with such certainty, that he felt the Voice was smiling at this. -And,
do you always know what I think?

-Aha.

-Uh.

There was a pause between them. Voice did not want to press any further than what Sumi was ready for,
and the boy did not know what to say. He was alarmed and confused.

-So, what happens if mom dies? Finally, he asked Voice.

-My answer to this depends on what you are ready for to hear. If you want to know what may happen, I
tell you.
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-Please. Do tell.

-There is no such thing as death.

-??

And more ??

If Voice could also see, he would have seen, and perhaps did, that Sumi’s eyes went really wide and
round.

-Yeah, right.

-Sumi. Listen. I can tell you what I know, or I can sugar coat some stories that will make you feel
temporarily relived and you can go back to your miserable self, but feeling just a bit better. And if time
comes to mourn, you will be just the same as anyone else out there, heart broken, not being able to let
go, holding on to loved ones more than necessary.

Sumi felt tears rolling down his cheeks. Was it the idea of mom dying that started them, or the
comforting, loving voice speaking to him things that boys his age should not know, don’t know? What
is he really doing here, right now? But again, his curiosity made him stay, listen, speak, and wipe more
tears from his eyes. Something did glue him to his inner friend, and his warm feeling.

-What can happen to mom? He asked very gently.
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-If she decides to die now, with this cancer – although I don’t think she will. She, and I mean her soul,
the part of her that is closely connected to God, or Heaven, would go on living in a di�erent dimension,
in a di�erent world known to you, invisible, yet very much alive. You see, that part of her, and all of you,
humans, and animals as a matter of fact, is made of energy, some very �ne, subtle energy particles that
can’t physically die, so it can only transmute, change. And if it cannot die, be destroyed, then it has to
go on and live in a di�erent shape and form. Therefore, what you call death in the physical world, in
your planet earth, death, is just a death of a physical nature, but the main component lives on. There are
people who are sensitive to these energies, and can communicate, sense the invisible world where their
loved ones live now, and it would be no di�erent to your mom. She could always look over you, see
what you are doing, and care for you, but perhaps not like before. But, it is possible, and it is happening.
More than people know.

-Why don’t they know it then?

-Because their society is not yet ready to reveal a lot of truth about humankind, humanity and other
things. For some very in�uential people it is best to keep things as they are, so no one knows the truth.
It is some sort of control. Over people. Over their emotions. And their mind. Do you understand,
Sumi?

-Aha. I guess. But if mom can look after me if she goes over there, why can’t she do it now, the way she
has been doing so far? Why go into the invisible and help from there when she can do it from here?

-Very good question, Sumi. A lot of the times people think they do something wrong and somebody else
dies from it. Or that we are, they are responsible for their death. That can’t be further from the truth.
Even when you see a killer, with no defence to what they do, but even that act is governed by what each
human soul wants to learn from this life, both the victim and the perpetrator, so that soul is what
organizes what may happen, even when you call it an accident or catastrophe.

-Oh.
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-But you see, little one, not every country fears death the same way as people do for example in your
country. There are those that celebrate it, knowing, that those who passed on to the other world, or
Heaven, are only starting their lives there.

-How do you know my mom is not going then?

-Well, I don’t. Sometimes even the soul does not know it until last minute, but most often then not,
they do. If, for example, your mom had a choice for staying on with you longer, I am sure that is what
she would choose to do. So, relax, Sumi, I think you are going to be just �ne.

-Thank you. Are you in charge who goes and when?

-No, son. Not at all.

-Oh. Then who are you? Why are you telling me this?

-I am a friend, and by now, I am sure you know this. And I am telling you this, because we were talking
about worry, fear, and in particular, your mom. And, your biggest fear being your mom dying, this
might have helped for you to know, that even if she does go over, you are still not alone. She will be with
you, still, invisible, but with you. And, you can always feel her in your heart. Like the way you feel me.
Am I right?

-Yes, but why can’t I see you? Or her?

-Because people have chosen to not see these things. For hundreds of years, perhaps even more, the fear
kept them away from seeing the invisible, real and true that may be, beyond the veil, of forgotten things,
but it is more complicated than that. And I think you have had enough for now.

-But wait! Please!

-Yes, little one.

-One last question, please. If you don’t control when she dies, and she doesn’t, then who does?
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-That, my Sumi, is for another lesson. For now, I help you sleep. You have done very well, little one.

*

That night, Sumi slept like an Angel.

*

Over the next few days, interestingly enough, he had slept well but it felt like he was on a dreamlike
roller-coaster. He was dreaming, to be sure, or what else could it have been, going up and down like that
ball of �re that has no beginning and no end, up to the highest reaches of the sky, more, the universe,
and back, all the way to the bottom of the sea…almost. Enough to come close to scrape the surface of
the ocean waters, and high enough from it to see the waves crushing on the shores. More! Fun enough
to see and meet Belugas, dolphins, and other sea creatures. When one of the dolphins jumped high
enough to reach him and �ip the wing like in greeting, and to even brush what felt like a kiss on the
cheek, Sumi was laughing! So loud, he almost woke from his half-dream, half reality vision. And, when
the dolphin, actually stood up on his back and greeted him, introducing himself to Sumi by the name of
King�sher, Sumi was so delighted, that they laughed together. 

He had this amazing feeling of knowing, this old friendship with this animal, magni�cent as he was, but
yet close enough to feel the familiarity of knowing him, that he was not actually surprised, but surprised
by its recognition of �ame, or perhaps what the Voice said, soul vibration or something, as he should
have been frightened. Let’s face it, it’s not everyday you dream of not only being near or on the water,
above and under water, but swim, play and communicate with creatures like King�sher, the Dolphin.
Telepathically, as the adults would say, to him it was just easily described by thoughts, feelings and
laughter. Just by knowing. Knowing something so deep inside that you could not put your �nger on it,
but know it. And it felt good. Felt comforting. Even loving.
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Yet, another wild dream of his was that he was �ying again. But this time, as he was aspiring higher and
higher realms, he all of a sudden felt something like an escort �rst behind him, and then underneath
him. He did not dare look �rst, �rstly from fearing of falling down, and also from not knowing what he
would see if he did. So, he just waited, excitedly, but nervously who it might be. He knew it was not
Voice, as he felt another presence with the Voice, but this one was slightly di�erent, yet still very
comforting, loving and trusting. Magical, even. Then, all of a sudden, with a slight notice of asking for
permission, with a second later, the magni�cent white creature, with wings, slide underneath him, gently
taking him on his back, looking back sideways to make sure his passenger is all right and sitting, almost
lying there from shock and disbelief, but comfortably on his back, nodding his head, he also sent a
message of love and greetings to the young one on his back.

-Hello, Sumi. My name is Purple. Welcome to my world.

*

- “Please, whoever you are who can take moms away, please don’t take her yet away. I do anything you
ask, but leave her with me, please. I need her. Thank you.”

*

Eventually, within a short few days, Stella’s state started to improve slowly �rst, but then more rapidly as
the days went. With more nutrition and medication as well as deep soul searching and relaxation, within
a week she was considering to go home. That, will have to depend on the doctors and the hospital,
though. She wanted to be home with Sumi, more than ever. She missed him greatly. So, this is what life
would like to be without him? Not good. Not good at all.

What a smart boy. Child. I am really lucky. I should consider myself blessed really to have a special child
like him. Why did I not see this before?

*
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Thank God for Margaret. In the last minute, she did come. She had to, otherwise things would have
been more complicated for both Stella and Sumi. But, the old lady did not mind. At all. It gave her
purpose. Gave her reasons to live more fully. Duty called her. To be a Mom to a mom and a grandma.
Now, that was something special. Something that she had missed out on life – so far. She did not
hesitate twice, even if it meant sitting on a bus for two hours or so just to get to the city. It was more
like an adventure. I wonder, how is it, that when I got old, I am starting to live?

*

Sumi was beyond happy when he had learned that mom was �nally coming home, coming out of the
hospital. He did not know what to do in his excitement. Margaret helped him. With ideas, like cleaning
up his room a bit, tidying up and stu� like that. He did not mind. The lady did the cooking and baking
this time, not that Sumi had any reasons to complain as he has had just as many or if not more variety of
baked and cooked food and goodies as when mom was home. But, this was di�erent. Almost, like what
you would expect from a grandma. They always know, don’t they?

*

When Stella was home for a good few days, Margaret and her had a bit of a chat. Important enough to
stay behind closed doors for a while, just the hot brewing tea made it obvious they need to soothe their
throat from talking so much. “What can be so important?” Sumi asked himself.

He did not have to wait long to �nd out. Both women were smiling on the evening, when they called
Sumi in to the living room.

-Sumi, Margaret has to leave now, we don’t have enough room to accommodate her even if we both
would like to, I know. We couldn’t have done without her. “Thank you, Margaret.” However, we felt
that we would like to stay in touch more in the future, and utilize her amazing talent of cooking and
baking, so Margaret decided to put her house up for sale and once the buyer is through with payment,
she is going to come and move close to us, to a small but comfortable house, somewhere close by that
she can a�ord. Hopefully it will be in the near future.
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-That’s great! Said Sumi with joy in his heart and he meant it. “I am always ready for some more cake!”

*

Sumi’s marks in school were going down a bit. I wonder why? He asked himself cynically. He could
some up his answers really in one sentence, or even word: boredom. He lost interest in studying, school
and all sorts of things intellectually. He wanted to stay at home and look after mom. She was actually
doing much better than one would have thought. She said it was to the fact that she wanted to be with
him, to spend more time, quality time she said, with him. At one-point Sumi thought to himself, if that
little prayer he had said when both him and mom was down, if it had anything to do with this?

*

He had no choice, but to pick up on his studies. Mom would get angry again, and upset, and that is not
what he wanted to do to her. 
“So, you had better smarten up, Sumi, or you are going to be the reason why she is back in the hospital!
Is that what you want?” this, has had a kick in his bum. Royally and literally.

His marks had no chance but to improve, as he was doing his home work diligently, paid attention in
school, which was not something he used to do, I mean he was naturally good at picking up things, and
even had a really good memory, but his attention was always somewhere else in class. Compared to that,
it was still amazing how good his marks were.

He did not take long to notice the bene�ts of doing well in school. The more good marks he got, the
more praises he got both from mom, and from his teachers. He got more and more interested in certain
topics, and classes. He, for the �rst time, started to enjoy studying. He was surprised.

His teachers were complimenting his good results, and were patting him on his shoulder. Not that it
mattered that much to him, but at least, it felt good. He admitted this much to himself. Too bad, there
is no dad to see me now. I wonder if he would ever have been proud of me? I guess I will never know.
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*

Margaret called Stella excitedly, saying that she has someone seriously considering her lovely home, so
there can be expected good news soon.

*

News of her did come. But they were not good. Or happy. At all.

Margaret had a heart attack. By the time they took her into the hospital, her vital signs were gone. She
was close to 76. “She had a long life,” they said.

*

When they got the news, Stella’s �rst reaction, beside sobbing and crying, was to immediately make
arrangements to go to Margaret’s funeral. But, according to her doctors, it was out of question. She was
too fragile and her immune system would not sustain such a long ride either by bus, and to drive was an
even more hazard.

Sumi, well, what can I say about Sumi, our little hero, by now? It just seems that his whole life he has
nothing but heartache, losses and tragedies, one way or another. This was no di�erent. The temporary
good feeling of doing well and good for mom, now has been overshadowed by dark clouds, gray ones,
but at times it looked more black then gray. Not necessarily because of the old lady’s passing, although
he did come to like, even love her, but he has had enough altogether. Who can blame him, or his little
heart? In his short life so far, there has been a lot of sadness collected over the years in his body, mind
and soul. 
“Is this what my life is all about?” he cried out one night in his room, feeling very overwhelmed and
sorrowful.

-Sumi, little one, come and let’s �y! said the Voice.

He was not even impressed at this moment by the voice, although, all the time it had come, he was very
excited by it. But now, his heart was so heavy and burdened, that he did not even greet the voice.
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-I know how it must feel. I understand your pain. Your accumulated pain is showing its strength right
now, that it wants to come out. Let me help you, please.

Sumi just shrugged his shoulders, and his tears were falling. There is only so much a young man can take,
he thought. What is the point for all this happening to me? First, my dad and the many years of abuse,
not just in painful physical way, but in every way. Then, the other guy, what was his name, Mike, he was
a piece of work. Then mom’s illness, almost lost her. My best friend had moved away from me, not to
mention my very �rst friend left to doggy heaven… even my supposing grandma just left us, and I don’t
know what to do. He was thinking all these heavy thoughts, when the voice spoke again.

-Why don’t you let me help you?

-How? There is no way anyone can help me, or my situation. Or what, are you going to tell me to go
and rob a bank to get some cash and help mom with her bills? Now, that would be silly. And I am even
just a child. So, think, please. Said Sumi. He was surprised by his answer.

-My child, if you don’t even give me, us, a chance, how can I help you improve you or your situation?

-Aha, was the only reply from the boy. He was just not in the mood.

-We can do this later, or we can do this now. It’s your choice. I am not here to demand or insist on
something you don’t want to do. I can come back anytime you wish.

-What? You think I wished you here, right now? he was a bit angry and it showed. The last thing in his
mind right now was to do something like �ying or swimming with some dolphins. Really.

-What do you think? Asked the Voice.

-I don’t know. I don’t think so. I am de�nitely not in the mood.
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-I can see that, little one. The problem with this, is that one day goes by like the other, and if you don’t
set out to even trying to help your situation, or even how you feel inside, nothing will change. It only
takes one step. Only one. And it will take a long mile to the end of the road, to keep going on that path,
but eventually, it will all be worth it. That, I can promise. But if you don’t even set out a game plan of
wanting to do something against how you feel, how you live, and why, then it will be much harder for
me to help you, and it will take more time. Even lives. Perhaps many more lives…

-What are you talking about? I don’t understand half of what you have just said. It’s like you are saying I
am responsible for all this? How can you even say that?

-Sumi, dearest, do you not think yourself smart, intelligent enough to even trying to understand at least
the �rst half of what I said?

-Hm, I am trying. You are saying I should go with you and that will be a start, isn’t it?

-Something like that. You see, you are smart. Smarter than what you give yourself credit for. And, I
know, somewhere deep in your fragile little heart, you do understand the second part of my speech. Just
trust it. It will all make sense. Shall we go then?

-Whatever. I don’t care.

-It will do for now. But next time, more enthusiasm is required if you want to �y!

*
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Gliding, is more what it was this time, not �ying. 
Nevertheless, it was simply wonderful. The smoothness of the clear blue sky �rst, then the clouds, the
atmosphere, taking it all in. It was similar to �ying, but it was now gentler. More vividly he could see
where he was going. Or rather, gliding. This, he has not done before. All it required for him to do at
�rst, is to trust Voice. When he was able to relax, and leave behind his worries, he felt himself quiet down
inside, he almost could feel his blood slowing down in his veins, and his heart beat relaxing into a
beautiful rhythm of dance and release. In his mind, he no longer worried about his life, his tragedies, his
past, or even mom. Somehow, he managed to put it all aside, trusting the voice when he followed his
gentle but commanding tone of voice, full of love and compassion, to help him into relaxation. Almost,
almost like when you fall asleep, but almost.

But where is in between the almost? Well, that is the secret that our little brave hero is ready to �nd out.

He was more then satis�ed with his ability again. Soon, the fact that he not only is able to �y, but now,
he can control his speed and height more readily, made him very proud again. This time, instead of
falling o� his balance due to his mind game, he noticed, that what was going to happen to him
depended on greatly on his abilities to focus, concentration. But what?

-Follow your inner compass. Said the Voice.

-How do I do that? Where am I going? What is the inner compass?

-Just relax, take another deep breath in, and see where the air, full of beautiful tiny particles, are taking
you. Just let it all happen. Nicely, quietly, easily. That’s it. Now feel it with all your being, what is
happening.

-Oh! This is di�erent from �ying. This is nice as well, I mean they are both nice! Love them both!

-Yes, yes. I can see that. But, can you tell me the big di�erence between the last time you �ew and to
what is happening now, Sumi?

79



He needed to think, but almost after just a moment, he realized, rather, remembered what had
happened to him last time.

-It’s like somebody or something was taking me when I �ew! It was me, but then it wasn’t only me. Just
me. I mean, I don’t know. But I felt somebody or something, oh! Some great amazing being, Purple
came and took me! Oh, Gosh! I forgot! How can I forget that? 

He now remembered it all. He de�nitely was dreaming, told himself after he awoke from that dream.
No child, in his right mind, could come out and say that a huge, beautiful, winged white something took
him in the sky and made him, rather, helped him �y! That is, my friends, again, a sure place in the mental
institution, young or old, isn’t it?

-Well, not really, little one. What if, for the sake of argument, in your case about being admitted to a
mental hospital just because you see something that others don’t, if what you saw was real?

-You mean really real? Sumi was now getting excited, but also nervous. But not nervous as in frightened
nervous, rather ‘when can I see him again’, nervous. And, what the voice was implying, can this be really
true? I must be in a real, real deep dream now.

-Are you really dreaming, Sumi?

-I don’t know. How can I tell? How do I know? I am confused. I thought, I think I am dreaming. Am I
not?

-Well, are you fully aware what you are doing?

-Yes, I think.

-Ok, and are you determining what you are doing? Fully?

-Sort of. I think.
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-Ok, well, some people can be in a dream and manoeuvre the dream to their liking, and be in it and also
be aware, it’s a bit complicated, but can be learned. In your case, you can hear my voice, can see what is
happening, but if you also pay close attention how you feel, what do you notice?

-Hm. I don’t know. That I am nervous. I am also a bit frightened, because if I am not in a dream, then,
where am I? And also, excited. This is also cool.

-I bet. All right, time to take a mini break. Or vacation, as you say.

-From what?

-From work. This is working hard for you, yet. There will be time, when this will be like second nature
to you, dear boy. But, let’s just say, shall we have a nice milk shake somewhere on the beach? Or where
else would you rather be?

-Beach is ok. As long as the water is not too deep and scary.

-Coming right up!

As soon as both agreed on a beach scene, they landed. Nicely, �atly, smoothly. Also, the smoothie was
right there as well, on a nice beach side table, with a straw, and some chocolate, some cookies, biscuits
and other heavenly goodies, like fresh fruit and such.

-Can I actually eat them?

-Why don’t you try!

Sumi tasted one of the yummy, what else, but cake, and was delighted that he found it tasty.

-Now, smell the ocean. Smell the air. Feel the breeze. Hear the birds. Feel the sand in between your toes.
Take it all in now, that is it. 
-Now, Sumi, little one, can you feel that what you are experiencing is real to you?
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-Hm. I guess. What do you mean exactly?

-What I mean is forget what others would say to you and about what they would perhaps feel or know
in your situation, and forget what they think of you by saying what you experience now. What is
important, that what you get, feel, or even think, or hear is real to you. Resonate with you. Do you
understand?

-I think so.

-When I speak to you, with you, in you, the most important part to remember is that you feel good by
what I say, that you are not scared, not afraid. Is that correct?

-Yes.

-Now, also, I may not always say what you want to hear, but rather, what you are ready to hear. Yes?

-Uh. Aha.

-But, with all of this, do know, that help is what is meant by all this, to guide you and help you on your
way in your little life, whether it is in school or at home. You may just get some sudden ideas, and if it
feels right, you know where it comes from. I think this is enough for you for today, what do you think?

-Aha. Can I get some more smoothie?

-Of course.

-Thank you for your help. I guess I feel a bit better. When can I come next?

-Any time you wish.

-And can I see you next time?

-That, Sumi, my child, depends on you.
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*

Stella was scratching her head. Rather, her bold head.

“Time to go and do some shopping,” she concluded.

-Sumi, come and help me pick a wig that does not make me look like a fool!

They ended up going to a nice place, where the lady who helped them was fully trained and
knowledgeable about how best to serve clients with cancer and bald head. She, with her own previous
experience, could help Stella and Sumi pick a wig that perhaps was not the number one choice they
would have picked, but at the end was the most useful and practical fake hair for Stella. It pleased her.
But it was not purple.

*

Beside getting better and better, slowly and surely, Stella started to wonder what to do with herself, her
life and her days. She was getting bored and frustrated by not being able to contribute to her �nancial
situation, and she needed to improve on it. The aid was coming in still, but who knows for how long,
and one can’t rely on it forever, right? At least, to her, that was not the point of life. Or her destiny.

-Mom, why don’t you help students with their homework? Like grammar, literature, writing. You know,
how you used to help me when I was younger? (Now, look who is acting old!)

-What, Sumi? Oh! Wow. Let me think. You know, it could actually be such a great idea?! Thank you,
son.

-You are welcome.

-Pick up the coin that is on the �oor next to you, don’t waste, Sumi. Every penny counts!

-I don’t have any in my pocket! It’s not mine.
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-Come on, child, it must have been, it can’t just pop out of nowhere, can it? 

*

Stella long have forgotten how good she used to be with writing.

“Goodness, no wonder, I used to study to become a journalist! Of course.”

She did not �nish all the way to the end of her school, because Joe happened and soon later her
pregnancy with Sumi. However, what she had learned, now can be used to make some pocket money,
wouldn’t that be a great idea? She wondered.

-Sumi? Do you think we could post some �iers in your school for tutorial services?

-Don’t know, mom. I will ask the teachers.

-Thanks, Sumi. Hm. I can even pop an ad in the paper…. wondered Stella, with that she made her way to
the kitchen, put the kettle on for some herbal tea, and started to scratch some notes and ideas. Life is
not that bad, after all.

*

After about 3 or 4 months that Margaret died, the surprises still did not stop with her.

Stella got a letter by mail, that a lawyer is needing to get in touch with her for some legal matters.

“What can it be?” Asked Stella. But, being a polite lady herself, she replied back to them as asked,
verifying her address, name and so on and given a contact phone information and availability to be
reached at home. She also made a special note to say that as much as she would like to be present
personally, due to her illness and doctor’s advice, she is not able to leave her vicinity for another couple
of months, but would be able and willing to receive any representative from the legal o�ce if needed.

*

84



Sumi got himself together again, and his marks were on the rise. The teachers were fully aware of his
home situation, and because of this, they never pushed him further or more to what he was capable of at
the moment, and that took courage and wisdom from their part. They trusted him, and his abilities and
also trusted his intelligence to bounce back to where he needs to be and at times more, because with a bit
of diligence, he could do wonders.

It was one of those times again. He started to show interest in books again, in learning, and the fact that
his mom now was able to have a couple of older students at home after school for extra tutoring, only
helped his situation, because this energy to do something good and useful, was contagious.

Not to mention Stella. She started to �y on her own little wings, because each day and each student,
even if only a few a week, gave her reasons to get up, get dressed, be ready for them, and, to her
amazement, even to brush up on her old studies, grammar and literature. She loved it. She was good at
it. Oh, I wish I had started this earlier!

*

But, as we know, time comes for everything, with time.

When one is ready. Truly ready, in their heart.

*

This same thing happened to them as well. This time, it was for the better.

When Sumi came home one early fall afternoon, he had found mom in tears again.

-What’s wrong, mom? He asked worryingly. You don’t look bad, so what’s wrong? What happened?

Still, Stella could not speak properly. She was just sobbing. But, he could feel that something was
di�erent, even if mom cried, it was not the same cry or feeling behind it, when something went wrong.
He could not put his �nger on it, but just felt it.
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-Ok. Ok. Just give me a minute. I still can’t think properly.

She wiped her nose and face, took a deep breath, and started to talk in a smooth, loving and in a very
humbled way, Sumi had to listen hard to hear what she had to say.

-Margaret. We owe her so much, even after her death. And now, because of her, our life can turn
around, Sumi. Do you know what it means?

-No, mom, because you haven’t told me all.

-Oh, sorry. I am a bit in a mess. Thinking and thinking and crying. Where was I? Margaret made a will
before she put the house on sale, way before that, and because she literally had only us, we are inheriting
from her a bit, quite a bit of money, to start a new life. She must have felt that if things don’t work out
for her, at least we do get a start with our life. How nice of her.

-But, how do you know this, mom?

-I was contacted by her legal o�ce, a lawyer, and now I had someone visiting me from a local o�ce in
town, representing the lawyer back home, and she has given me a letter that says, after selling Margaret’s
house, and paying all the bills and legal payments, the sole inheritance owners are us. She, being a widow
from many years now, had no living relative, and after having it all checked out by the authority, we are
eligible for this amount, which is, believe it or not, son, a large amount.

-How much, mom?

-We are getting a sum of $175 000 dollars! Sumi! We are rich! With that, Stella jumped up and hugged
her son so tight, he had to step back to take a full deep breath.

-Can this be right? Can this really happen? He asked.

-I know, son. I know. I have asked the same question again and again.
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-It is only happening, because of Margaret’s good will, good heart. And she wasn’t even a blood relative
to us! She must have been an angel. Stella concluded.

-Must have. Sumi replied.

*

-Who is Purple? Asked Sumi the Voice next time he was �ying high. He did not know where he was
going to land, but he trusted now his inner compass, as Voice called it.

-You will see soon, Sumi. Keep �ying, and on the next cloud, just park yourself gently, smiled the voice.

-Ok, here we goooo! He could not help but smile, more, laugh on his very well practiced, smooth
landing.

-I am here! Said Sumi. But the voice did not come. He waited, hello?... but still nothing. What is going
on? He was beginning to feel lonely up here. 
-Why aren’t you here now, Voice? I thought we were together!

-We are, Sumi, little one. Always.

With that, Sumi was breathless for a moment, as what has come next, he was not prepared for. But who
could be?

All he saw was a beautiful light emanating in front of him, in a beautiful white color, almost see-through
but yet not perfectly human like. He was huge. Or whoever it was. All Sumi felt was love from this light
being, and he had to step back, in awe and amazement to what was happening right in front of his eyes.
Inner eyes, that is. He was bathed in, blanketed in with this pure white �uctuating, pulsating energy,
light, but he was not at all afraid. Surprised, yes, but not at all afraid.

*
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Slowly, right in front of Sumi, the white light started to take shape, to form into what he could call a
humanish form. But, it had one thing too many…something that one would call wings. 

Out of this purity, came out a man, with beautiful white gown and longer hair, radiating hair that
almost was on �re, and a very humble, soft and gentle aura -if we can call it at all, around him. Very
beautiful behind him, next to him, out of him was a huge white-golden glow of feather like wings,
something that Sumi only knew of and saw in tv programs and pictures, paintings. This amazing being,
right in front of him, was tall and big. But that did not scare him. Made him at awe.

-Hello, Sumi. My name is Purple. I am your Guardian Angel. Welcome to our World.

*

Sumi wanted to say something, anything, or even do anything, but he could not. He was mesmerised,
glued to the “cloud”, and in his heart, he felt so much joy, comfort and care that he could not help
himself crying.

-But you sound just like Voice! Finally, he managed to say something.

-Yes, little one, that is right. We, I am the same.

-??

-You were not ready to see me before, but now you are. I made acquittance with you over the last couple
of years more so, than this whole life of yours so far, however, when you were little, a toddler, you used
to play with me more, you were more ready to hear me then. Then, slowly, you also forgot, like so many
others out there, actually, almost every one does that for more reasons than one, but in your heart, you
have reached a point where you cried out for help, not necessarily in your earthly day living knowing,
but I am always here. When you call, I hear you, and I am here to help. It took a little while for you, and
us, to get comfortable with each other again, mostly from your end, as I did not want to scare you. I am
so glad that now we can connect.

-You are an Angel!
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-Yes, I am your Guardian Angel. I have been with you before, in your case, in other lives as well, but even
before your birth to this life of yours, and I have not left your sight. Ever.

-Uh. Really? Always with me? This life? Other life?

-Just slowly, Sumi. One idea at a time. Yes, always, even before you were born to be on this planet you
call Earth, to this family, I helped you chose your family, your place and your main idea and theme for
your life.

-Ah.

He was silent for a moment, as he was not sure if he took it all in at once, but he also wanted to look
rather smart and he was a bit smitten as well. Purple made him feel really good, loved, and wanted.

-Why the wings? Does all Angel have wings?

-Well, if you would like us to have one, we certainly can and do. It is a form of energetic halo, resonance
that we carry with us, and for some people, this is how they recognize and associate angels with. Because
that is how you saw us before, in picture books, in the Church and in documentaries, this is deep in your
mind and heart how you were ready to see me.

-Why Purple? I mean, it’s nice, but really?

-Thank you, Sumi. The name, or the words Purple, again, resonates with me most, it’s a frequency, a
vibration that emanates energies that I carry most with me, in me, around me, and that is what I can
help you with the most for your life’s journeys. It is also having to do for you, for us, to connecting
much easier, as you are quite ready for such communication to us, the angelic and other �ne realm, so
this is why we call me now Purple. It is easy for you to remember.

-Oh.

-Speaking of names, have you ever wondered what your name means?
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-No. Why, what does it mean? I did not think it has a meaning. It’s only Sumi.

-Really? Only Sumi? You would be surprised, little one.

-Oh, how?

-Your name is SUMI, in other words, See Us More Intelligently…

*

The little one was now speechless.

-You mean, see you, Angles, more intelligently?

-Yes. That is what it means.

-Oh. That feels lots of responsibility, lots of work and very serious. I don’t know if I can do it.

-Well, well, you are already doing it! Don’t be so hard on yourself, you are doing better than most of
your school mates!

-That’s for sure. They would laugh at me, if they knew what kind of a conversation I am having right
now, with someone that I can only see in my deepest imagination, and who also has wings!

-Doesn’t it make you feel special, though?

-It depends on. Here, I do feel that way. Back, at school, or with my mom, I am not so sure, as they
would think I am utterly crazy. So, I won’t talk of you. You are just my own secret. When you come, that
is.

-Ah, so you don’t think that you have anything to do with my coming to you? Asked Purple, the Voice,
in his most gentle and loving way. It sent shivers, warm, nice shivers down on Sumi’s back.

*
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-Mom, why don’t you put a bigger ad in the paper?

-Well, that is a good idea, Sumi. Perhaps, I will. Thank you, son.

So, she did.

She also met with a group of people from a breast cancer survival group, of which existence she had
heard from her nurse and carer, and �rst, she was not sure if such a thing is for her. She had her doubts.
As always. She wasn’t even sure why she had mentioned this to Sumi, casually, over their dinner one
evening, but surprisingly, his answer was quick and without a thought.

-Mom, I think you should really go. You never know, you might meet someone there who could be of
help.

*

She did. She was very nervous at �rst, as she has never attended such evenings before, so she made sure
her wig looked ok and �tted well, even put a little lip gloss on, not for anybody, but for her own self, for
feeling more feminine, which to her was a bit of a joke right now, but she gave it her best.

She was intrigued to see and count about 15 people there, mostly women, but there were 2 or 3 men
who came for their wives just to spread love and compassion. Even if those couple of women did not
survive, the group was touched to hear from their husbands who carry the torch for their women now.

In the tea and cookie break, Stella was keeping to herself, measuring up her survival and story, her
chance, and concluded that her situation, her case wasn’t the worst at all.

Thank God, mine was found in time!

*
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It was close to her 3  visit with the group, when she started to open up a bit more to others. Not just
the telling of what happened to her, but to speak with other women who were friendly to her, and
sparked up a chat, some conversation with her. 
“Might as well make the most of it, Stella,” she said to herself, “here these women are in the same shoes
that I wear!”

With that, she was beginning to enjoy herself more, had a couple of interesting women to talk to, who
have made a serious e�ort to move on with their lives, who had gone out to make a strong living for
themselves, even careers, and fascinated her. I wonder, if I could do the same?

That thought sat with her the whole evening at home, she was quiet at dinner, and her thoughts were
rather unusual to her, which also made her wonder. Who am I becoming?

*

Christmas was fast approaching again. Both Stella and Sumi felt and knew, that this time the Holidays
were going to be just for the two of them, and their hearts were heavy with remembrance for Margaret.

-What a Christmas gift you have given us, dear Lady. Stella said.

The money was still in a trust fund, as she did not want to make a hasty decision yet, and did not want
to spoil it as her assistance money was still coming in, and she needed that for her insurance and hospital
treatments, services. She was very happy with the gift, but was thinking hard what to do with it.

I don’t want to spend it, obviously. She was thinking out loud one morning, considering their situation.
Going back to work was another couple of months away, but she wanted to stay away from restaurants,
diners and shops, knowing how her immune system needs a strong boost before she can even go out to
such establishments for fun, not to mention to work there on a regular basis. So, she needs a job that
she can more of less do from home, but perhaps take a day or two in a safe, perhaps o�ce environment.
Now, that is a thought.
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She wanted to move Sumi away from the apartment building, it was too su�ocating for both of them.
They were so used to living out in nature, with nature, and they both missed not being there, close to it
terribly. They missed the mountains, the creeks, rivers, beautiful meadows and landscapes, but she needs
an income to support her idea of taking Sumi out to the suburb and buy a small but a�ordable house.
She had the car, thankfully, it was still running and doing well, but she also realized that she can not
spend all her money on one thing. She had done some investigation, looked at papers and the internet,
she knew that the money they now had, would be enough to buy a small bungalow in the outskirts of
the city, with luck, she can even save a few grand for renovation if needed and for the car. But what kind
of job could she get, even part time, to support her idea?

- “God, I need a miracle! Please. If not for me, but for Sumi.”

*

Her saving grace came unexpectedly, from sources she least expected.

I mean, who would have thought?

She was still shaking her head when thinking about it, as these things don’t just happen, or do they?

Not to them, at least. Or, I should say, not until now. Wonder what happened, she thought. To us, I
mean. It seems like since my terrible illness, our luck has been changing and turning, for the better.
Could it be that that is the price I had to pay?

*

Sumi was also smiling a lot more than before. Wonder what has been happening to him?

*
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When Stella was chatting with a couple of women at the meeting one afternoon, as they put the hours
an hour earlier due to winter weather and dark, they were having a deep conversation, but out of the
blue, Stella mentioned her previous interest as a writer, that she was studying to be a journalist, and if
anyone knows anybody who is looking for a part time editor or writer, please let her know?

-What a coincidence! Although I don’t believe such things as coincidences, but I might just know of
someone, as a matter of fact. Give me your phone number, Stella, and I let you know, probably after the
Holidays, as someone I know is into the newspapers and magazines. Who knows? She winked at her,
and with that, she walked away, with Stella’s phone number on it.

-Thank you! Goodness, I don’t even know your name, what a shame. I hope I will have a chance to say
thank you to you later! Said Stella rather to herself, as this happened so quickly, she did not even have
time to close her mouth, as it dropped to the �oor.

Oh, my! What if I get a chance? To write! It is too much of a good thing now, I am not that lucky.

*

But, she was. That lucky.

She almost forgot the conversation, as she was just being back to her self and doubting all good that
could come to her way, but it was the phone call that jerked her out of this rather old and silly thinking
pattern.

And, all this happened just before Christmas! She had to go in to and interview, and had to get ready to
meet one of the supervisors of a team who wrote short articles of household interest, from women to
cooking to animals to schools and fashion, you name it.

Stella was beyond herself from nervousness, and anxiety.
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“Good God, I have not done this for ages! Ever, now come to think of it. Holy, I have never done this
before!” 

She was just a year short of her degree, but her talent did not show that missing year. But, she will have
to be honest about it, if she wanted to get this right from the beginning. Obviously, the man she was
going to see, knew of her condition and her recovering state from the illness, so she did not worry about
needing to say that to a stranger.

She found herself diligently getting ready for the big day, morning rather. She made some inquiry about
the agency, and studied them a bit, what they do, and got back to some old books of hers to freshen up
her old knowledge, just in case he asks some technical questions about her writing, editing abilities.

*

-Sumi, how do I look?

-Ok, mom. (typical answer from a boy, isn’t it?)

-Oh. How is my hair, I mean the wig? Does it look ok? And my make up? I put on just little bit so I
don’t look so pale. How is my dress?

Stella did go out and bought a nice top and a professional looking suite to wear for her big opportunity
to shine. Even shoes. She knew that her weekly, monthly budget will su�er from it, yet, but one has to
put the e�ort, time, money and energy into these things, don’t they? She heard that before, and read it
on the internet, when she typed up her resume and cover letter. She did some reading as to what to say,
what to wear, what could be some good questions to ask, she at this point said to herself, “I have done
enough, now I need a bit more of the luck and more power.”

- “With God’s support, I may even walk out the building with a part time job in my hand!” She said to
herself, as she walked in.

*
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What a day! She could �y! She was �ying.

She even invited herself in to a lovely looking co�ee shop for a nice latte and cake, that is how good she
felt about herself. Wow!

She did walk out with an o�er to join the team as a part time freelancer, to write about women’s issues,
25 hours a week start and pay accordingly, with who knows, it can even lead to more work, more hours
and pay, if she wants it. She has to prove herself.

Her job, her new job – and her new life, would start in the new year, in January.

“Thank God!”

*

-Mom, mom! That is so cool! You are going to be a working mom!

-Yes, Sumi. I am. I can t believe it! This is so exciting. I don’t even know what to say. Or who to thank,
really? I mean, it seems like we are going to be just �ne, son. After all these years. You, and I.

-Yes, mom.

“And thank you, Angel.” Said Sumi, up in his room. “Thank you.”

*

He had no doubt that Purple, or someone, had a thing or two to do with his mom’s work opportunity. 
I will have to ask him next time I see him!

*
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Stella was getting ready to prepare for the Holidays, she wanted to celebrate with Sumi, and therefore
planned to have nice dinners and cakes, and small other bites they could not a�ord before, just to make
things more special for them this year.

Something was di�erent. She could feel it. She could see it. Yet, she could not put her �ngers on it yet, as
this change, this di�erent air around her, them, was also a�ecting Sumi. Somehow, something was weird
with him. I better ask him and �nd out what he is up to. It may not be anything serious, at least I hope
so, but he is acting strange. He even smiles at me now here and there, more than before.

It must be love.

It must be a nice brunette. She thought.

*

It was love.

Love at �rst sight.

Sumi never felt so much love and being loved by anyone, not even mom, then what he had felt in the
company of his Guardian Angel.

From the bottom of his little heart he felt he wanted, needed to be connected to this beautiful being,
and to know Purple was only his! Now, that was really special. How could he ever explain this to mom?
Or, to anybody? Did it really matter? I guess not. The important thing was that Sumi now felt that he
had belonged to somewhere, to somehow, to somebody. Somebody important.

He still could not really explain even to himself what had happened lately, but the feeling was strong
that he wanted to be back and spend more time with Purple. 
It was not to say that he was now going to spend all his time there, but at least he knew that he had a
place to go to when he wanted to, someone to speak to who understands him, not only that but also
can give great advice and was smart beyond words.
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Wow, he thought. How did I get to be this lucky to have such a beautiful angel as my guardian?

*

January has come, and Stella started her work as a freelance writer.

She was shown a cubicle that she can claim to be hers in the o�ce when she needed to go in for proof
read and other o�ce duties, and there was also a computer there for her to use. 
At home, her laptop was working ok, and she was able to do her articles on this. However, soon she had
to replace it with a much faster, better working one, especially if she was thinking long term working for
the company.

To cheer her even more at work, she had gotten a lovely little potted green plant. As her desk was near
the window, she hoped the plant did not mind to stay with her in that tiny place. Soon enough she
started to feel like she belonged in that o�ce, on the �oor, with the others. They welcomed her with
average smiles and greetings, but overall, she could not complain. Life was getting better, but at work it
may get tougher at the beginning, but she is a strong one, a survivor. She will just have to show it to
them.

It was a pretty amazing feeling for Stella to receive her �rst paycheck since her illness. She was literally
kissing the payslip, and had to cover her eyes and face as a tear was rolling out of the corner, to be sure
no one noticed her weak point.

We have to celebrate! With that, she purchased a nice bouquet of �owers for herself on the way home,
and fresh produce from the grocery store, as well as a ready-made cake. For the �rst time, it was not her
baking that they are going to share after dinner, but one that she could buy for her son.

It looked good, chocolaty, to be sure, as both her and her son loved chocolate.
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Sumi was rather intrigued by this good fortune of having gourmet dinner with mom, but when she
explained that for the �rst time in her life, she actually got a paycheck from a work that she always
adored and wanted to do, he understood. He was happy for her. Even if Sumi was only 10 years old,
coming on 11 soon, but he could already see some major improvements with mom. Her mood had
changed, she was looking and acting rather important at times, and her ability to work at home,
commute to the o�ce, spend time with Sumi and still do her house work as well, put her in the position
of importance, and made her needed, wanted, more than ever.

She was used to be a kept woman. That is how she saw herself. Actually, that is how she saw herself now
looking back in her life. It was always that Joe “had to take care of her”, and she got used to

it. He used to tell her how useless she had been, and she got used to that as well. Being a housewife, a
mom, to him meant nothing. As long as there was warm food on the table when he got home from
work, clean cloths to wear, and occasionally got her to do her wife duty in bed, he was satis�ed. And a
“bit of a beating did her good”, he used to say.

Stella started to realize what a huge mistake she had made with Joe. It almost cost her, her life. She
wondered often lately if her illness was anything important to tell her about what used to happen in the
past, her sadness and sorrow, and much later the incidents with Mike. What a bastard he was, too. She
had decided not to date men again. At least for a good while. At least until Sumi was much older. How
wrong she was again!

*

-So, Sumi, do you want to tell me something important that has been happening to you lately? Asked
Stella.

-No, nothing, mom.

-I wonder, son. You have changed. I mean, it’s all good and nice to see, but I wonder what is behind it
all? If I may ask, that is? She was now teasing her son.
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-Nothing mom, really. I am just happy that you are happy.

-Well, that is nice, Sumi.

That was a good enough answer to her. For now.

*

Finally, I great idea popped into Stella’s head. 

What if, just play with the idea, Stella, as this is too early to say, - but what if I can stay long term, rather
long term with the news agency, and buy a house with Sumi? If I can do that, then I can be assured that
whatever happens to me, he has got somewhere to live, or some money that can be his upon selling the
property? She started thinking hard again about their future. And, with the strong desire to live and be
healthy again, the little shadow still also played a tiny part in her worries, not strongly, but it was there
now, like never before. Her illness taught her a few things. One of them was to plan for her son’s future.

*

After her 3  month coming to an end at work, she was called in for a review.

According to her supervisor, she was doing well. Very well, actually. They were satis�ed not only with
her stories, but her deadlines and editing, so as long as she can keep up with this, she can stay. That was
really good news to her.

She felt that she was on a great career path, �nally.

*

Time has come for a big decision. Stella was seriously considering buying a small house, a small property
that would just suite them properly. A cute little house, with a couple of bedrooms on the �rst �oor, and
a lovely but relatively small kitchen, a dining room open to the living room. It had a porch in the front, a
veranda, where one could sit out and watch life go by.
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The garden was not too bad, but the bonus was that it was really in the outskirts of town, which meant
that nearby was forest, creeks, could even see the mountains in the backdrop, a place of true heaven for
them. The asking price was less then their savings, which meant that they could spend a little bit on
refreshing the paint in the whole house, buy a couple necessary things in the house, for Stella it meant
she can buy a dream stove oven, and a lovely bed for both bedrooms, and a nice set for the living room.
And a new TV. Oh, and what about her new computer? Now, that would be lovely as well.

She was serious about this now. Even called the real estate agent, Tim, who was willing and ready to give
information to her about the house. The tenant was an old lady, who’s after her passing the children
needed to sell the place quickly and split the money, as they were both out of towners, so for them the
house became more of a burden. Which, to Stella’s surprise, suited her just �ne. 

Someone else’s burden can be my new treasure, now. She was smiling to herself. How funny life can be.
I used to be a burden, now who’s treasure can I be? She wondered and made the appointment with the
agent to go and see the house.

It was about 20 minutes out of the hassle and bustle of the city, there was a bus that went that route,
and Sumi would have to take the school bus every day to school, like other kids did, except on the days,
when Stella was going to work in the o�ce.

When Stella came home that afternoon from visiting the property, she was bursting from excitement.

For once, she really liked, no loved, even more, adored that house. It was love at �rst sight.

It was perfect. Second, she really liked Tim. It was love at �rst sight. He was perfect.

*
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Tim did not think much of the next new client, as he was sure he was going to be lucky, perhaps on
more front than just cashing in on a nice bonus from selling this “god-dammed house,” as he put it, he
really did not feel like going out there much, it was more of an inconvenience to him, there was not
much to it. Not even the commission money, but hey, one has to make a living somehow, right? As for
the woman, well, he did not think much of her, either, but he could feel that she had fancied him.
Another �sh in the pond, he thought.

*

-Sumi, what do you think, if you and I go for a small excursion? Into the country, boy?

-Oh, mom, that would be nice! When can we go?

-How about after the yummy and �lling breakfast? We need to eat plenty, as we won’t be back for a
couple of hours, you know. I am making some pancakes; would you like some?

*

When Sumi and Stella got out of the car, he was surprised to see a small house with yellow painting and
a veranda, with some �owers in the front garden, and a Sold sign of a real estate board, but he did not
know what to make of it.

-So, what do you think?

-About what, mom?

-Of our new home, Sumi! Our new home!

-What?

-I bought this place, for you and I, Sumi! We bought this place, son!

-Mom, you bought it! Not me. You did not even ask me!
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The smile just as quickly faded from Stella’s face, but she did not want to show her hurt. Was Sumi,
right? Did she act foolishly and hastily? Perhaps he is right. She should have shown him the house before
signing the papers.

Well, it’s too late for that now, she thought, so we, I, should make the most of it, showing him the
bene�ts. With that, she put on another smile, a more fake one, and said to her son, -Let’s go and �nd
your room in the house. I race you to the top!

When Sumi entered, he did not fail to notice the air, the energy of the house. He was not sure if he liked
it. Not one bit. But what can he do now?

It was pointless to make an argument with mom, he was never going to win, now, or was he? If he had
any luck in mom’s changing attitude towards life, he was taking a back step, as even as little in experience
and age he was, he was not dumb. Why did not mom ask me �rst? He wondered.

*

For his next birthday, Sumi got to move into his new room, their now house.

Stella was still so very excited. She forgot the incident with her son. He remembered.

*

They painted the interior lovely pastel colors, and the new appliances, as well as the tv, the computer and
the sofas, got into their right places.

Sumi liked his room, but he was still not sure about how and most importantly, why he felt at unease in
the house. How can this be, when we have not even lived here yet? He wondered.
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“The bonus of the house was,” as Stella said, “the fact that it was right around the corner of a huge
forest, wild nature and green setting, was remarkable.”
They had neighbours, like before when they moved away from his dad, but they were just a few minutes
walking distance away. He was also reminded of being back to old ways, as he was taking the school bus
to school the �rst day he spent living there, in the new house. It was just a house, not a home, yet. Will it
ever be, he wondered again.

*

The even bigger surprise came, when one evening the phone rang. It was Sumi, who answered.

-Mom, it’s for you. Someone by the name of Tim? He shrugged his shoulders, and went back to watch
tv.

Much later on that evening, he realized that mom was on the phone for long. Much longer than what
he would have liked.

*

Life was moving on. Stella was working hard and happily with her columns. She greatly enjoyed her
work. Also, the time she spent in the o�ce, when she was part of the meetings, she put her thoughts and
words to some issues, concerns, and the titles she got for her next few columns, she walked away with
piles of papers and magazines, articles under her arms, into the parking lot to her old car, ready to go
home. Home. What a lovely feeling. Again. She felt good. Life was good.

*

Next time she went into the hospital for her check up, she was even more delighted. Everything was
perfect! She was now cancer free!

But, the doctor and nurses did remind her, that she still needs to take care of herself, to take it easy and
watch her lifestyle, and eating habits and all sorts of things, so she can remain such for a long, long time.
They were also happy for her.
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*

In the group, the women were congratulating her on her success on both remaining cancer free, and for
her growing success at work. She did remember to thank Elizabeth, for the interview with her boss.

Elizabeth herself was a success story to the group. She had been cancer free for years now, and she did go
back to the group once in a while to spread her joy, and to shine light to other women for their
possibilities of recovering, and not only that, but to take their lives to the next level, to �nd work, �nd
careers and success. She was a beacon of hope.

And she made it into her life to help others. Help women, help anyone who needed her.

*

Stella felt an urge to become friends with Elizabeth, for a reason she did not know why. Perhaps it was
her charisma, she thought. It was lovely to be around her. She exhumed power, love and success. What a
woman. What a role model, she thought.

*

Elizabeth was a success and role model for herself as well. It was not always like that, though. She had
paid a huge price for her success now, but overall, when she looked back on her life, she did not mind. It
was all worth it. All the beatings. All the abuse. The fact that she did not have a child or children, did not
make it any easier at times, but she has grown to accept it. This was her life now. She made a career in
law, and as a legal expert, she put her life now to helping and servicing other women who don’t yet
know the way out of their struggles.

When she met Stella, she knew she had a job to do. It was not over. For either of them yet.

Was she willing to go back and revisit a past in her own life, in order to help another? She was sure. Yes.
Otherwise, what is the point? She wondered.

*
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Tim put on a nice smile, I mean a nice jacket, and even bought a fresh bouquet of �owers, and chocolate
for Sumi, when he decided to pay a visit to the newcomers. Now, that the sale was �nalized, she no
longer a client, he wanted to �nd out more about this brunette and her son.

“Welcome to my world, Stella. Here I come.” With that, he smiled even wider and knocked on her front
door.

*

Sumi opened it. He knew of this strange man coming for a visit, but he did not remember this man, he
had never seen him before.

But that is ok. Mom is changed now, there is no way any harm can come to us.

Or can it?

*

-Sumi, what’s wrong, son?

-My tummy hurts.

-What did you eat in school, for lunch? Did you eat the sandwich I make you this morning? Don’t
complain if you did not and went and got something else instead!

-Uh. Thanks, mom.

*

Couple of days later, Sumi’s stomach pain was still on, much like a bug or a virus that persists and does
not want to go.
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He had to stay at home from school, as he was sitting on the toilet rather a lot, and at times when he
was not on it, he was in front of it.

Oh, boy. What is happening to me?

Thankfully, it was a bug. It ended up leaving, but not without making a mark. You better deal with it
when it pops its head up, he decided. And he was right.

*

With the much better and warmer weather, he enjoyed going out to the forest. Just near by, �rst, as he
needed to discover the place slowly, he has not been there yet. It was a big place. Very tranquil and
serene. He loved it.

He even opened up the box again that contained his �shing rod.

Time to warm you up again, boy. He declared. He packed his backpack one Saturday afternoon, and
told mom he was going out to �nd a pond or creek for �y �shing.

-Good luck. And take care, Sumi. You never know what the forest can hide. Said Stella, not realizing how
cynical it was to say such things. Yes, it was true, but on the same token, sometimes one can’t even see
the tree in front of her own eyes form the forest.

*

Our little hero, who is not that little anymore, he is rather 11 now, had a fantastic time adventuring into
the unknown. He is pretty brave, we can all conclude that by now.

The forest had lots of magic and miracles for him. It was full of treasure boxes that needed opening up,
like beautiful ancient looking trees that said hello to him as he passed by, the lovely meadow where he
found a huge rock and enjoyed his lunch from his own lunch box. Or the pond that he had seen a few
frogs around, and some �sh, but not the one he wanted to �sh for. Fish for? That would be
exaggerating.
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He loved the quiet, the sound of nature, the sun beaming through the leaves, the sitting next to the big
oak tree and feeling the warmth of the tree trunk supporting his back. He found a creek. “Just like good
old times!” He was joyous. He missed Jeannie. “I wish she could be here with me again. She would love
this place. I wish Sammy would see this, too. Good old boy, how I miss you.” He felt a tear roll down.

-It’s ok, little one, sometimes you can let go as well. It’s ok to feel what you need to feel. Or do you
think its not tough to feel and show emotions, even as a young man?

-Uh…hum. He was not sure he was ready to talk to anyone. There were too much memories coming
back, �ooding back to him now. Good memories. The ones one misses and that aches and pains.

-It’s better to let them out than keeping them in. said Voice.

Sumi still did not answer.

-What is really wrong, boy?

-I don’t know.

-Then why are you crying?

-I am not crying.

-I see. So, what are those “things” falling on your face, hm? The Voice said so ever softly, that would
have made one cry if they hadn’t already.

He shrugged one shoulder. He was getting very good at it. Shrugging shoulders.

-Ok, when you are ready. I have all the time in the world, you know.

But Sumi did not engage in the conversation with the voice he loved so much.
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What is wrong with me? He thought. It is the most beautiful thing in the world, and I am immune to
it?

*

With the school coming to the end soon, Sumi concentrated on his assignments, home works and
studied well for the exams. It was more of a running away from the home feeling a bit uneasy situation
into his study books rather than doing it from his heart. It was now an escape. Beside �shing. That will
come soon, he was hoping quietly in his mind, soon.

*

He did �nish school with rather nice marks, remarkable marks, one would say.

Stella was proud of him. He was her son.

*

Elizabeth and Stella got themselves an afternoon appointment at a co�ee house to catch up on old
stories and times, as this was a much better solution than just to meet at the group meetings. Stella did
go still, but not as often. She had to go, though, something pulled her to do it, like Elizabeth, she owed it
in her heart to look after the others, even if not by o�ering them jobs, but at least give them moral
support. One can only give as much as what they have. One day, I can give more than just stories. She
hoped and promised to herself.

They enjoyed the co�ee and their time together. They were a world apart, both knew it, but that did not
matter, and sometimes opposite attract. Attractive, they both were, one with short brown hair, the
other with long brunette hair. Even their type and selection of clothing were di�erent. One with a style
that showed sophistication and elegance, the other more of a tomboy, charming, sexy and casual. They
were, combined, a bomb ready for explosion.

*

No one should ever play with a bomb.
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As it will explode.

*

Time has come for new excitement, Sumi thought. New adventures.

As it was summer now, Sumi spent a lot of his free time in the woods. It suited him well.

Stella was busy writing, working, and it pleased her to be a good member of society now, with a job, with
lots of things to write about. Being a good mom was also very important to her, and she tried her best.
Maybe she did not know how to be the best but she tried. Now, with the new love interest as well in her
life, she started to feel the need to juggle all aspects of her life into harmony. She enjoyed it �rst, but
then later, she was not sure if she was doing such a good job of it. That is what her little son felt a lot,
this uneasiness at home, at times felt he was in the way. In her way, as this new man, Tim, was forcing
his way more and more in to theirs, and he was not sure at all if he had liked it.

He was not sure at the beginning, what it was that he did not like about Tim.

It was perhaps the fact that now, when all seems to be going so well, they have the place and time to do
fun things together with mom, she now has another man in her life, and it was not just him.

Besides, Sumi thought hard about it, why does mom constantly need another guy when I am with her?

He did not feel the tummy cramping around him that much, not like with Mike, but still, there was
something around the man he did not like well.

Time will tell, he thought. As it always has.

*
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Going into the forest was an adventure itself. He had found a couple of favourite places that he had
called “home away from home”. He mostly spent time next to the creek, though. He found solace next
to the trickling water, which at times also seemed twinkling at him. Who would have thought?

He even brought some adventure books with him to read, when at times did not want to make his way
home too soon, or early, in case Tim was about. He did not want to be a burden. Or `the third wheel`, as
he had picked up this slogan in school.

So, he even brought his sketch book with him and some pencil, but now, instead of painting and
drawing his hero �gures like he used to, he concentrated on trees and leaves, and more of nature scenes.
What a good place to be. This was his life now, back to nature. Wondered, if Voice was back in his life
now, too?

*

He did not have to wait long to �nd that out.

The perfect time showed itself when he was rather feeling lonely. He was not that desperate to cry, but it
was rather a melancholy that started to take shape in his every day at home.

He wished he had some friends. At least Jeannie. But, for some reason, she was gone for good. She did
not stay in touch, he had tried, but there were no replies back to him. It made him sad.

He still could not �nd anyone in school who could replace her. Or a guy friend. Wonder why this is?

As he sat under the good old tree, he found himself doze o�. It was sunny and warm, and the sun light
through the skies made him feel sleepy.

He was back again to wonderland.

-Oh, I missed it! He cried out with joy. Almost as if he was forgetting about such wonderous places.
That he can visit it.
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-I wonder where Purple is?

-I am right next to you. Just feel me. If you like, see me as well.

-Can I? how?

-Just allow the image to come. Nicely, slowly, don’t rush it. That’s it. Good. Now I can see that you
want to see me. With your heart. Not only with your eyes. Your inner eyes.

-But people will say, that is just my imagination!

-That is the whole point, little one. Think about it. Can we all be visible in the physical world? Only to a
very, very few people, a handful of people who got the gift to see us as such, and that is because they
were given the gift to do so. So that they can go around the world and say we exist. Otherwise, we can
only be seen as what you call imagination. Isn’t that fun?

-But how do people know that you are real, if they can only see through a world that they think it’s only
fantasy?

-For those, who are ready, we are ready for. And they will know what they see is real, because they will
not only see with their inner eyes, but with their inner heart as well.

-So, is that how I see you, too?

-Yes. What do you think?

-I guess, because I can’t see you otherwise.

-Now, if you were, and perhaps in the future, you will, have a gift of seeing us for real, but in the
meantime, just know if you really want to, you can always see us, hear us, feel us and speak to us. And if
you listened to us, we can help you in many ways.

-Really?
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-Really.

-You mean, you can help me with my mom?

-Perhaps.

-Did you help her heal? And was it you, who gave her the job at the �rm?

-Yes and no. You see, everybody has their own angel. And guides. To help along the way. But, you have
to ask for our help, otherwise we can’t just come and interfere. Also, if it was not in your plan to get
something, then there is no way we can do it, as there are laws that govern these territories.

-What territories?

-The ones that is to do with humankind, human evolution and the soul evolution. You all have a soul.
That part that we had talked about. The one that feels. In your heart. Deep inside. We can help along
the way as it smartens, develops, inherits and wizens in every way, but we can’t make it do certain things,
can’t interfere with it, and certainly can’t do things instead of it.

-So, who helped mom?

-Well, mostly, it was her. Her soul part that was willing to give it another try, to staying here with you, to
recover and �nd a good job, to help you grow and be part of it, witnessing it -with you. Also, because
she chose to do this way before she was born, her own angel was able to help her along her recovery.

-Does everybody get this help?

-No, little one. Some people are not ready to be saved like that. Some was not born to live long. And
some carry a soul plan and lessons that are part of their physical, earthly lives and that is how they learn
and perhaps teach others as well. What you need to know for now is, that your mom wanted to stay
with you and get better. She also asked for divine intervention, but you don’t know that. She said some
prayers, and we listened.
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-I prayed as well!

-I know. We know. We can hear you, you know?

-Oh. Did my prayer help?

-What do you think, little one?

-I hope so.

-Well, isn’t your life a proof of this yet?

-Yes, but I did not pray for Tim.

-No, you did not. Your mom did. In her own ways. Deep inside her heart. As she is lonely.

-But she has me!

-Yes, Sumi. But you are her son. She needs and wants a man. Even if she says she doesn’t. you see, true
prayer is the one that comes from the heart, not just from the lips. She may have said no man she wants
for a long while, but her heart, well, son, told us a di�erent story. And everybody gets what they deserve,
what they feel they do deep inside their heart. It may not be what they want, but what they resonate
with, attract in for themselves. Men. Situation. Jobs. Health. Even �nances.

-What are you saying, Purple? That she is ready for another man?

-Doubt it. But she thinks she is.

-What if Tim is the same as the rest of them? Like my dad? Like Mike was?
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-Well, that is a risk. You see, she won’t attract the right type, until she solves her own hurt and pain from
the past herself. One way or another, she is learning. Some sooner, some later. Each man is the same in a
core way, even if they come in di�erent packages, until she lets go of her pain. Her memories, her issues.
But, it has to be her. Has to come from her.

-Can I help her?

-All you can do for now is watch, and learn. For your own sake. And if you need us, and I think you do,
just know I am always here. You just have to listen. Listen carefully to what I say, so you can hear me. As
I only whisper.

-What are you whispering now?

-What you have to learn.

-Oh.

*

-Mom! Mom!

-Yes, Sumi! You don’t have to yell, I am right here, in the same room.

-Ok. Sorry. Mom, do you know you can get help?

-For what, Sumi? Help with what?

-With your issues, you know. Like Tim.

-Sumi, who said that I have issues? What makes you think, son?

-I am just saying, if you need help, we can get some.
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-By who? And who is talking to you such nonsense? I would like to know.

-It’s not nonsense, mom. I just want you to know that there are such being who can help you.

-Sumi, you are scaring me now. What do you mean beings?

-Oh. I mean, like angels. And such.

-Sumi, are you sick? Do you have a fever? Let me take your temperature, son. You are not acting
normally.

-Mom, I am ok. Really. Trust me. Trust ME!

But she didn’t. It cost her dearly. Later.

*

“I think it came out wrong. I shouldn’t have just blurred it out like that. No wonder she got scared. And
I almost got into trouble. Hm. I promise I won’t do that again.” He really just said it to himself as
oppose to anyone in particular.

-That is right, little one. You can’t help those who have no ears to hear you. Or us.

-Purple! It’s you! Oh, I am so glad you are here.

-Of course, Sumi.

-I am sorry.

-For what?

-For making such a mess. With mom. Now, she thinks I am going mad. Or sick.
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-Perhaps, you can just let her go on like nothing happened, and when the time comes, act a bit
di�erently to the situation. Not to worry, there is always a chance, another time to act. Wisely.

-Thank you.

-You are welcome. Always.

*

Another school season, term had started, and Sumi found himself back to the normal days of school,
studying, being with mom, with Tim, and more or less, life was normal.

He still did not like Tim. He also felt, knew, that the feeling was mutual. Not that the man ever said
anything to him, or done anything to hurt him, no. But he did not have to. It was all written on his face.
And in his eyes.

When mom was around, he acted normal and nice, almost. At times, when mom left them alone for a
short while, he was not very nice at all. But, did nothing to raise alarm or concern, de�nitely leaving no
scars of pains or physical signs of any unusual circumstances. But for how long, he wondered. How long
before the cat is out of the bag? That was another slogan he had learned. And he liked it. There was an
animal in there.

And also, in Tim.

*

Every spot will �nd the bud.

*

Elizabeth warned Stella about men. It’s almost like she had a strong instinct, inclination of men and
things. She met Tim once or by now twice, and she had not liked him, deep down.
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-Stella, I am not saying he is a bad man, but with your past, you ought to be careful. Sometimes, not
everything is what it seems. You know, the gold can shine only for a while before it fades before your
own eyes. Especially when you wear it often and gets used, “beaten up by wear and tear.” That is all I am
saying.

-Thanks, Elizabeth, but I think you are wrong. He is a nice man. A gentleman.

-Isn’t that what they most say and do at �rst? I mean, don’t get me wrong, I am not against men at all.
There are many of nice and lovely men out there. It’s just that with what had happened to you in the
past, and all the violence, abuse, even just verbal abuse, you just don’t know if the next one is not going
to be the same as the others were.

-But he has not laid a hand on me, or Sumi. Oh, God. At least I hope so, I have not heard any such thing
from my boy. But boy, would Tim ever be in trouble if he ever did?

-Stella, all I am saying is, unless you do something about your own past, heal the wounds and what
happened, nothing will change. I hope I am wrong, but that is just how it happens. Unfortunately. Trust
me, I know. I am a living example of this. As well.

-Oh, I did not know that.

-Not many do, Stella. But, I am a survivor. Like you. But, I also did not let my past dictate my present,
or my future. You also can do this. Either by completely shutting men and circumstances out of your
life, or you can work on them. One at a time. But surely. That, Stella, can be a key to your success. And
future.

*

-How come, then, Elizabeth, that you are still single? I mean, don’t get me wrong, I don’t want to pry
into your personal and private life, but if you are so full of good advice, why are you not married? Or in
a relationship?

Elizabeth could feel it in her new friend’s voice that she was getting annoyed. Even hurt and frustrated.
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She understood.

-Because that is my choice. I have done a lot of letting go, forgiving of my past, where I was abused,
which were mostly by words and emotionally, but it hurts the same as getting beaten up. One is no
better than the other. And I have done a lot of forgiving. To those who hurt me, and myself. That
helped me the most. I did it on my own, but at some point, I also got help with a therapist, a
professional help, when I did not know what to do next. I also prayed and still pray a lot.

-Yeah, like that will help.

-Tell me, Stella. Did you never pray while you were sick, to get better?

-Yes, I did. Actually, you are right. But I don’t think that is what cured me. It was just luck.

-If you say so. All I am saying is take care, and try to get some help. One way or another. I am a friend,
and I am here, if you need me. But until you do so, I can’t do anything for you.

How strange, Stella thought, it is almost what Sumi had said to me the other day! Thought to herself in
the car driving home.

*

-Sumi, let’s talk, son.

-Ok, mom.

They sat at the dining table, with tea and hot chocolate, fresh biscuits, - Stella made sure that she was
going to make it as easy and approachable to her son as possible, and while he was munching on a biscuit
dunked in his hot cup of cocoa, she continued.

-Sumi, this is serious, I mean, I am not going to think you are crazy, or anything like it, but when we
talked last time, you said about me getting help and those who could, who did you really mean?
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He looked at her, not sure what to say. How could he?
Then he remembered what the voice said, about another chance and being able to say it again, but
di�erently. But he was not sure. So, he waited. He shrugged his shoulder. He is good at that.

-Sumi, did Elizabeth talk to you about it?

-No, mom.

-Has Tim done anything to you, in any ways?

-No, mom.

This was getting a bit awkward and weird. Both wanted to say so much to each other, yet could not.
Did not know exactly how.

-I just want you to know, that if ever, anything happened to you, Sumi, you must tell me. All right, son?

-Aha.

-Sumi, tell me, son. Who have you been talking?

-Nobody, mom. Here was his chance. Is he going to risk it? Well, there is only one way to �nd out. He
remembered Purple. It’s like almost, in his little mind, before he started to speak now, he called him in
silently, saying, “Purple, Voice, if you can hear me know, help me please.”

-Are you sure? I mean, if you don’t want to talk about it now, we can do that later. Stella was almost in
tears. It occurred to Sumi, this was almost the same as what Voice had said to him the other day.
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-I don’t talk to anybody, mom. I mean, not like that. I see things. I hear things. Please, don’t get angry,
and don’t think I am going crazy (at least, I hope not, he thought). I just close my eyes, when I go to
sleep, or when I am out in the forest, or by the creek, and when I feel down, or sad or even angry, it’s
just like a switch, I get connected to invisible beings, I mean visible, but not to my eyes, my inner eyes,
my fantasy eye, you know what I mean, mom. I mean, it was not that easy �rst, but then with time, it
got easy, and it’s like very natural for me to talk to him, not all the time, but at times, and he is so much
love, so caring and he is so smart!

-Who is, son, who is? Stella was getting really worried now. He could feel the panic and tension boiling
in her. He did not know how to say it, or what to say.

-My guardian angel. Finally, it slipped.

*

-Your guardian angel! Sumi, you are ill. More than I thought. I should take you to see a doctor. I never
would have thought that you are ill in your head. But that could explain a lot of things.

-Gee, thanks, mom.

I blew it. Again.

God, Purple, will she ever, ever listen to me?

*

-Mom, I am not sick. De�nitely not in my head. Have you never heard of kids, who have invisible
friends? Or angels, or anybody playing with them?

-Sumi, you are much older than that. That can happen perhaps to a few kids, but at much younger age.

-I guess, no matter what I say to you, mom, you are just never going to listen. Is it because I am your
son, or is it because I am not even 12 yet?
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Stella got very quiet. She had no answer to that. What can she really say to such wisdom, beyond his age?

*

The horrible thing that happened, was a shock. To them all. I mean, to Sumi and Stella.

“What is happening to them? Are they cursed, or what?” Stella asked herself.

It was time to listen to Sumi. Really listen to her not even 12-year-old son.

*

That horri�c day came in a shape and form of a free day for Sumi, as he was not in school that day. Not
because he was sick, but because it just so happened, that the kids got a day o�. Something to do with
teachers’ day, or so.

Stella had to go to the o�ce, and was busy that whole morning, but knowing her son was home, she
made sure he had lunch and he was taken care of.

-See you later, Sumi. I won’t be long. Be back after lunch, ok, son?

-Yeah, mom.

He was thinking about going to his favorite �shing place, when the phone rang. It was Tim. He was
looking for Stella.

Sumi was almost out of the house, not very long after the phone call, when he heard a car pull up and
stop. Engine stopped. Wonder who can that be?

He went to the window, and peeked out of the curtain.

It was Tim.
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He did not look very happy.

What does he want here, when I told him mom was out?

But he did not have to wait for his answer long, as Tim kicked the door open.

-Hello, son.

-I am not your son.

-Well, well, well. A smart pants. Let’s see how smart you are now, before and after…

With that, he grabbed Sumi and pushed him up the stairs. He was �ghting. Again. This time, for his
own life.

He was not getting far, as he was a thin boy, and Tim was an average guy, but he had muscles. He was
kicking and yelling, until his mouth was covered with something. Like socks. He thought it was that. He
was pushed on his bed. The rest, was unclear. He was out before he could even think of what was
happening to him. He did not know whether it was from the blow to his head, or if it was from his own
fear shutting him o�. Before the light went out, and became dark, the only thing he remembered to say
was: “Please, please, Purple! If you do exist, help me now!”

Then it was dark.

The cat was out. The animal.

*

Before the worst could have happened, something did happen. Stella got home. In time.

Just in time, to save her son. Her only son. From a monster. Another one.

*
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But before she could save her own son, she had to do the unthinkable. She had to hit him hard.

When she came home, she noticed the car parked outside of the porch, and wondered what was going
on, as she talked to Tim when she got to the o�ce. What was he doing here, then?

Her heart was beating like mad, ran up the stairs, and before what she had seen could have had a chance
to register in her mind, her survival instinct kicked in. Again. She ran to the �replace, grabbed the poking
stick, ran upstairs, and aimed. Then hit. Hard. Maybe too hard. But it worked. Without even a cry, Tim
got so shocked and surprised, and the intensity of the blow that hit him, that he just collapsed to the
�oor. Blood was gushing out of his head. Not a good sign, Stella panicked.

She ran to Sumi. He was alive, but unresponsive.

The bastard did not go all the way, but did enough damage to the boy, mentally, emotionally and in his
spirit, that she felt herself ready to vomit. She did.

Then, she called the police. Then she called Elizabeth.

All this, while Sumi, her not even 12-year-old son, was in her lap, she stroking his head.

-I am sorry, Sumi. So very, very sorry, son. I should have listened to you. Again. Oh, God, why did I not
listen to you before? Please, God, let him live.

And then, she remembered Sumi’s words about an angel. So, she tried. She had nothing to lose with
calling him, but everything to lose with Sumi.

-Guarding Angel, if you do exist, please, help my son. Help him live.

*

That, he did. He lived.

*
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Sumi, did as well.

*

Once the police and ambulance were on the scene, Stella could see Sumi coming around. The medical
help, which was needed indeed, she could feel her heart slowly coming back to normalcy.

When Elizabeth turned up, �rst she was in total disbelieve based on what she has seen, but quickly her
sense, her good common sense took charge, and prioritized who and what needed most of her help. She
was in touch to a couple of people on the phone already, made some arrangements, and introducing
herself to the cops, she was an asset in their work and investigation.

When she talked to Stella, she was �rst shaking her head. But she knew better that was not what people
need to see or get in situations like this, and from her own examples of life, she quit it. With a big sigh,
she embraced Stella, and let her friend cry hard on her shoulder.

*

He will live, the bastard.

The wound was bad. It needed some stitching up, but at least Stella was not going to into prison for
murder. Even if it was self-defense. And defending her child.

*

Maybe, just maybe, there was a divine intervention. She thought.

*

The more she thought about it, the more she was deeply wondering, can it be possible? Can it be true?
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Let’s face it, there were more than one coincidence. The �rst and strongest was the nagging feeling that
she has to go home. Now. It was weird, as she was in the middle of a meeting. Yet, the feeling, this
persisting thought: go home, now, was getting so strong in her mind, it started to give her a headache.
Then, when she had called the house, there was no answer. That is also strange, as Sumi would have
called or texted her that he was going to go out, as usual. And then, there was the drive home. She
excused herself, and ran to her car. For the �rst time, she had noticed, what would have been a long drive
home, with lots of tra�c lights, now all the lights gave her the green.

And, �nally, the facts, that he did not commit the most horrendous act, she was just in time to save her
son, was another big realization. He also did not die. Even though, she hit him hard. He was supposed to
be dead.

*

-Are you really there, out there, existing? She asked. Because if you do, and if you had anything to do
with keeping my son safe, thank you. From the bottom of my heart.

*

Sumi recovered quickly, as he was a strong boy. Stella was next to him all the time, feeling the need to be
close to him, to pay back some of the guilty feeling of not listening to her son so far. It felt bad. Felt like
she had owed him so much. The least she can do now is to sit with him, bring him hot milk and cookies.
His favourite cookies. She did not mind making them. Even every day.

*

The fact, that her friend, Elizabeth, was so helpful, made her cry more at times. How lucky to have
someone like her. For her strengths. For her wisdom. And her knowledge.

*
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They took Tim to the hospital, the police that is, in custody. He was under constant monitoring, for
until he recovered enough, he is under room arrest in the hospital. When he is able to be transferred, he
will go to the police station and charges will be laid against him, and his crime. If found guilty, he will
have a permanent bed, but not in a well-cared unit.

*

Stella’s work was a bit funny about what had happened. Some people were cheering on her and her
heroic act, but some did not. Including in her non-supportive pact or gang was, unfortunately, her own
boss.

-What would you have me done? She asked him when she was to report in for work a few days after the
incident.

-I don’t know, Stella. I don’t get myself into situations like you do.

-What are you saying, Sam? That it was my fault?

-Stella, that is not what I am saying. But you almost killed a man! We can’t let anyone work here with
such a bad reputation; how would it a�ect the �rm? The column?

-Just what exactly are you saying, Sam?

-I am saying, Stella, that I have to terminate your job here with us. I am sorry.

*

-What am I to do? Her heart sunk. Sunk deep enough again, to know that life was a bitch. Again. What
did she do to get into this mess? Has it been really her fault? All along?

She felt that something was closing in on her. But what? Was that a feeling? Was that her guilty
conscious mind? What was it, for goodness sake, someone, please help me, �gure this whole mess out
and help me �nd a way out!
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*

She did not sleep well. She was tossing and turning all night.

She had visions. Bad visions. All from the past. It was all catching up to her now.

Why are they here? Why are they coming?

Sumi was sleeping in his room, sound, like a baby. He still got some pills from the doctor to help him
ease into his night sleep, as visions came to him. Haunted him. Terrible scenes. Not just from what
happened lately. There were more.

-What in the name is happening to us? Stella wondered.

*

Now, with not having a job anymore, Stella had to face reality again. Her only saving grace was that they
had no mortgage, it was their monthly bills and grocery bills she had to provide, but again, what is in
store for the future now? Her always diligent caution made her put some money aside, in a savings
account, for who knows time? Well, it paid to think smart.

With her account still showing a plus, she had about two months to �nd another job. But where? And
what?

God, do I have to be back in a diner again?

*

Sumi was still not in school. He got another week o� from school with the doctor’s note, but he had
worked at home diligently on his homework. Both the teacher emailed them to Stella, and a lovely
young girl, by the name Millie, who lived around the corner, was dropping them o� to their house on
her way home. How sweet it was from her.
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*

-Millie, would you like to stay for some hot chocolate and cake? Asked Stella one day.

-No, thank you. My mom will be worried if I don’t get home on time.

-Of course. That is a good girl. And thank you.

*

Stella pressed charges against Tim.

Elizabeth was there with her, giving her suggestions. Her legal knowledge and professional boundaries
were appreciated and respected. However, if time came, it would not be her representing Stella, but she
knew just the right people who could help. And, for a reasonable fee.

*

Time has come to make a serious change. She knew this. Felt this. But as to what it was, she was not sure.
But every time she looked at her son, she knew it involved Sumi.

It won’t be for another couple of weeks before this became clear, but when it did, she was amazed.

*

Her saving grace was again Elizabeth.

She was seriously wondering, if a woman like her friend, was an angel like person, with good heart, good
intention and solid common sense.
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This time, it was Elizabeth, who started the conversation about Stella’s future, about a job, training and
some aspiration for her. At it happened, in the �rm where she worked, there were lots of di�erent kind
of lawyers, each with di�erent clientele, nevertheless, it was a big o�ce, a big �rm. Elizabeth suggested
Stella, that in case she is interested, she could possibly get her in to work in the o�ce as an
administrative, legal assistant. But, in order for her to help her friend, Stella needed some training.
Serious training, as this position was not for the faint at heart. Lots of hours, lots of typing, thinking
and meticulous concentration. Was she up for it?

What else can she do? Really, it was beyond a question.

*

Her training started in just two weeks. In the meantime, Stella got in with the unemployment agency,
and because she was already o�ered a position but only needed some training, the board agreed to help
her out for the next few months, while at training, with a part-time job to subsidize her income. The
�rm, the legal �rm will help the rest. In exchange, they needed a reliable, good worker.

When they interview Stella, they knew they had her person. She was strong, determined, and hard
worker. She also typed well. Just not the right text. All she needed as she lacked was knowledge of a legal
o�ce administrative task and duties, and paper work. That can be easily solved, if it involves training.
She was happy. They were happy. Not to mention, she came with a good recommendation. It was, after
all, Elizabeth, who suggested to the �rm Stella.

There was one minor thing to clear out, from the beginning. She had to be straight about her past.

Her illness, her being free from cancer, her having a boy who sometimes needs her if he is sick as they
have no one else, and, the big one was her pending charges and court case with the man named Tim.

If it is not a legal �rm to whom she had addressed her concerns and possible obstacles why she can’t be
the right candidate for the job, even thought she would like to, another company would probably have
said, “thank you, but no thank you, next…”
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She knew very well, that she was hired because of her friend, again, and that she will have to live up to
her, and their expectation. She will have to do better than ever. The stakes were high. Nothing like she
has ever done before. But, the bene�ts were also high. The salary, to begin with, was wonderful to Stella.
That is, after her training. The �rst 3 months after the training will be a bit tighter, as the
unemployment agency will want their money back, slowly but surely, and the �rm, they will want to test
her as well. If she does well, and hired permanently, there will be bene�ts. Even medical. Can this also be
real? She wondered.

With that, she could not wait for her training to start. She will do just �ne. Nothing less.

*

-How can I ever repay you your kindness and help? She asked Elizabeth one day, over a cup of co�ee.

-Well, to begin with, you can start re-thinking your life, as a career woman, as a mother, and as a
potential future wife, perhaps. She was teasing Stella.

-Seriously, she was turning more serious now, there is no need to worry about that, Stella. All you have
to do is do well, the rest will come. It will just happen. But, do me one favor. When the time is right, and
you will know what that happens, just keep your mind and heart open. That is all. You will know what
to do with the rest.

*

The court hearing was dragging on a bit, longer than expected, but at the end, thanks to a wonderful
man from another, but sister-�rm, who represented Stella, did their best and hardest to put this evil
monster away for good.

It was the day of the verdict, that was not so pleasing to her to attend. She would have to face him again.
She was not sure if she felt sick or anger more in her stomach.

When the Judge gave the verdict, all she could do is wipe her tears away.
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They won.

Big time.

Welcome to the Firm, Stella. He smiled.

*

His smile warmed her heart. It was nice.

No, nothing like a �irt type, but a nice, strong, good hearted smile. How nice. How di�erent. And a
colleague.

*

-Mom, can we get a dog?

-No, son, not really. It is not the right time for a dog. I am sorry.

-But why, mom?

-Because, you are in school and I am at work. I have to be spending more time at work now, this is a new
job, a new �rm. I wish I could say otherwise.

-Me, too, mom. Me too.

*

Life, as it seemed, was back to normal. Whatever normal was for them, though.

Sumi spent nowadays a lot of time on the computer, playing, and also watching the tv. He was getting
bored. He also spent a lot of time alone. By himself. Even the biscuits and cookies mom kept leaving
behind for him to have – and sometimes to �nd for fun, were beginning to wear o�.
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- “I wonder if this is all there is for me now? this is boring. This is hell.”

-Watch what you say! Or think, little one. Said the Voice.
Don’t you think there is more to life than this? Asked the Voice again.

Sumi was happy to hear the voice again, but he was just not interested right now. he was, actually
beyond bored. He was lethargic.

-What can be there more than school, studying and going to sleep? He �nally asked back at him.

-What do you want it to be?

-I don’t think it works that way, Purple.

-Why not, Sumi?

-Because, let’s say, I wanted a dog, and told mom, I should say I asked mom about having another dog,
but she does not want to. She says it is not a good time to have a dog, because she is at work a lot. Like it
would be her job to look after a dog?

-How much would you really, really love a dog?

-Very much. Sumi said. So much, that even a thought brought tears into his eyes. That much.

-And what would your mom say or do if you did have one, little one?

-I don’t know. I don’t want to guess either. He was now cautious.

-Well, we just have to see about that, then, haven’t we?

*
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Millie was a good friend, admitted to himself Sumi �nally. She was a girl, that is �ne, he had girl as a
friend before, but Millie was di�erent. She was more a quiet type, an” intellect,” as the adults would say.

It was not long before the winter that Sumi started to spend more time with Millie. More at her place
than at home in his. Stella did not mind, at least he is not alone at home. She felt safer and better for her
son. Millie’s mom was also a nice lady, who worked part time in a nice department store in the city, so
her schedule was a bit more on and o�, but gave her enough space and time to be at home, around her
daughter and husband. Her dad was a business man, worked in a bank, he was home in the evenings and
weekends, most weekends, at times he needed to be in the city at the bank, but they did not mind. At
least, his wife did not have to work full time, they can a�ord her doing a 20 hour a week work schedule
for her, which was mostly for her own sake, so she did not get bored in the house.

They did not mind Sumi spending time at their house. They actually liked him, his sharp mind, his
sensitive heart and his quiet nature. They felt he was a perfect match for their own daughter.

And, the real matter of the fact is, why Sumi loved spending time over at Millie’s, is that she had a dog.

A very cute one, as a matter of fact. Not his type of dog, mind you, because Sumi would have loved to
have another Sammy, but this one, a Shi Tzu as they called the breed, was small, agile and very energetic,
lots of fun to play with. She was only two, as Millie got her when she was 10 years old for her big
birthday, but Sumi loved playing with her. Silly games, really, like chasing around, and rubbing her belly
until she got fed up and left feeling exhausted and other cute and fun games. He adored her. The dog,
that is. Ginger was very happy any time he went over, because she knew play time was just starting.
Millie loved her Ginger as well, but being a girl, she never would have played so rough with her. What is
rough, really, a bit of a belly rubs and teasing? Running around and throwing toys, balls at Ginger? Not
that she would really fetch it back, after all, she was not a retriever, but what the heck, it was fun. At
most, for Sumi.

And, he did not have to worry what mom thinks about his new dog.
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*

At times, they spent time together studying. Millie was very smart. Very intelligent, and diligent.

She was also very sick. In her heart. With her heart.

-What is wrong with you? Asked Sumi one afternoon, when they took a break from writing home work.

-I was born with an open heart. They had to do a surgery on my heart when I was a small baby. This
makes me feel tired at times, the fact that my heart is weaker than other kids’. The doctors said that my
heart was going to be strong again, as it does get stronger and better, but for some reason, I have to be
more careful, as at times I get weak and have to relax more. Like after running at school. Or after
gymnastic. Or even a hard walk in the forest.

-Do you really go for walks in the forest?

-Yes, but not alone. My mom or my dad comes as well. I cannot go alone by myself. Because in case
anything or something happens to me.

-I see.

-Would you like to come with me to the forest in the spring? We can take Ginger as well!

-I don’t know. I will have to ask mom.

-Ok. Fair enough.

*
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Work was getting the best of Stella. It was nothing she had ever done before. Most of her training was
over, or coming to an end, and she was also working in the o�ce part-time, after school, or training
rather. It was hard. Both mentally and physically. After work, she ran to the grocery shop, picked up
some food, sometimes already ready-made ones, as time was of essence if she wanted to look over Sumi’s
home assignments, and spend some time with him, let alone with herself, and then crash to bed, tired.
So tired, she did not even have time for horror stories anymore. That was an added bonus no one talked
about.

But she welcomed that extra bene�t.

*

-Sumi, son, what would you like for Christmas? Beside a dog, that is!

-Oh. Nothing then.

-Sumi, please, do understand why we can’t have one. Millie has hers, play with her dog. Isn’t that
enough?

Sumi was getting tired of `moms always knows better` attitude. What is the point of arguing again? So
many times, lately, she has promised to listen to him, but at the end, she does not.

-Anything, Sumi? I am sure you can think of at least one thing other than a dog!

-I will think about it, mom.

*

Stella was working late one evening, when the phone rang. It was Millie’s mom. She was calling to ask if
Sumi can stay over for dinner and even overnight, as they would like to all go and take Sumi along to the
Museum in the city. Being a Friday evening, Stella thought it to be a marvelous idea, at least she does not
have to rush home and cook, bake, at least she can take the time out for the evening just to herself, with
a glass of wine, perhaps?
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-Thanks, Molly. I owe you one.

-No problem, Stella. Enjoy the evening. Talk to you tomorrow, and we drop Sumi back to your place
after we �nish in the Museum. Don’t expect us back until the later afternoon.

-Ok, and thanks again. Do call me, anytime, promise?

-Of course. It’s a mother’s thing, isn’t it?

They laughed at that, and hung up.

Thank you, God. For a night alone.

Hah! How wrong she was. Again!

*

On the way home, more relaxed now that she does not have to cook tonight, Sumi sleeping at Molly’s
house, she did a bit of a spoiling herself, a luxury shopping at the grocery store. She not only bought a
lovely ready dinner, but a rather yummy one, a slice of cake – one that she does not have to make
herself, and a nice Chardonnay wine. Now, that is a Friday night at home, alone. Time for perhaps a
celebration? But what exactly are we celebrating? She half smiled to herself, and wondered. Perhaps, that
life was not such a bitch, after all.

*

She really went out of her way to spoil herself. She lit a couple of candles, and let some hot water run
with the bubbles in her tub. Why don’t I put some nice music on? And she did.
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I am really beginning to enjoy my Friday night, but not at the movies, but at home. Well, maybe I will
watch some movie after dinner, now, that is a thought. She was rather excited by this whole dinner date
with herself, I should say candle lit bath & dinner date, with wine, and for the �rst time in a long time,
she appreciated all of her being, her life, her job, her house and most of all, her son, Sumi. And her
friend, Elizabeth. Without whom this wouldn’t have been possible. And Margaret. And before she knew
it, she was saying a thank you for everybody and everything in her life. “Thank you, too, Stella,” said it
out of the blue. Now, that was strange.

Anyhow, it was time to submerge in the bubbles. Boy, did it feel nice!

*

-Mrs. Baker! I left my pajamas and toothbrush at home. Can I run home and get them, please?

-Oh, Sumi. We will have to take you, as it is dark, cold and getting late. We drive you and wait for you in
the car while you get your things. Is there anything else you forgot? She asked. It’s best to think about it
now, before it’s too late.

-Thank you, Mrs. Baker.

*

They pulled up to the house, and since the light was on, Sumi knew mom was still up.

-I will be right back.

-Ok, no hurry, just get all your things that you need for tonight and for tomorrow, son. Said Mr. Baker.
We will wait for you here.

All of them were sitting in the car, even Ginger. This was rather a little adventure, to drive the less than
5 minutes, but hey, it’s Friday night, after all.

*
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-Mom! Mom, it’s me. I forgot my pajamas here, and my toothbrush.

-Mom! Do you hear me? Where are you?

He was looking everywhere. That is strange, the light is on, the music is on, dinner is out ready to be
microwave cooked, but there is no sign of mom.

-Mom! Yelled Sumi. Now, he was worried. What is going on?

Then he saw it. He saw her. And he screamed.

-Moooooooom!!

It must have been loud enough for the Baker’s to hear it, or was it that he just ran out in panic, and
moved his hands, arms all over the place, that they noticed something was o�. Rather, something was
wrong.

Very wrong.

*

They found her in the bath-tub, with the bubbles gone, water getting cold, Stella not moving. They did
not know if she was unconscious or worse, dead.

Millie’s father called the ambulance right away, and stayed behind in the house. Molly took Sumi to the
car, to stay with Millie and Ginger, and waited there until the ambulance arrived.

Sumi was quiet. So quiet, dangerously quiet. Not like a criminal quiet, but one who could be next, to
pass out quietly. Molly did not know who she should worry more for, Stella, or her son, Sumi.

*
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When the paramedics lifted her out of the tub, they con�rmed that she had a heart attack. Small, or
large, they were not sure yet, rather big as she was still unconscious. But, she had a pulse. She was still
alive.

Thank God for that! Molly thought, and squeezed Sumi’s shoulders to herself, giving the boy a well-
intended hug, a support, a care, even could say a love, it’s a mother’s thing, isn’t it?

*

-My dear boy, poor you. You have been gone through so much. Said Molly with tears in her eyes.

-Come, now boy, come. We take you home, and we go and see your mom tomorrow.

-No, I want to go with her, now. Sumi said. Almost like a robot. It was too much for him, he knew it.
He was very, very tired.

They went to the ambulance car, where Stella was on the stretcher, with the oxygen mask on her face,
her heart and pulse stabilized, but her eyes still closed. They wanted to speak to the one in charge.

Sumi wanted to hold his mom’s hand, be close to her, go with her. The doctor said to him, to them, that
she is over the worst, but the night is crucial to her for her survival, therefore she will be taken to the
emergency, intensive care unit, and no one can stay with her there. “It is best, if all got some sleep,
knowing that she is in good care, and tomorrow would be a much better day to go and visit.”

Sumi understood. He is, after all, a smart boy. Or, he was just very, very tired, and it all just went above
his head, who knew? Who could blame him? But one could see, that beyond the look in his eyes, was
desperation. Feeling and being lost. Lonely. Worried. And love.

-She is in God’s hands now, said Molly. Let’s pray for her, for staying alive and getting better, at home.
Come now, Sumi. It’s really late.

*
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And, thank God for people like Molly and Peter, and Millie, they all prayed. In their own way. She was
like a mom to him now, as she had tucked him in bed, and stayed with him until he fell asleep. At least,
that is what she had thought.

She is in her Angel’s care, he said to himself. I wonder, if I can speak to him. Or her.

*

Now, all he wanted to do was to talk to the Voice. To Purple. He was desperately wanted to connect
with him. He was on the verge of tears, but he knew better than that. He had to quiet his little mind
and heart in order to be able to hear him. So, he slowly did. For some, it may have seen, that he was
slowly falling asleep. That is what Molly did, too. She left the room, and turned the light o� in the guest
room where Sumi slept on the bed in the pillow and warm duvet, but she had left the door open enough
to keep some hallway light on in case he wakes.

His breathing eased o�, and slowly, surely, he was on his way to meet Purple.

First, he did not know whether to be angry with him, or to cry. So, he did the �rst.

-You said that she was going to be with me for a long time! And look at her! Is she going to die now?

-Sumi, little one. Try to relax. All is going to be �ne.

-How do you know? You said she is well and all is good, and look at us now! How did this happen?
How can this happen? You promised!

-Child, please, I ask you now to relax and listen. You know by now; I don’t just go around promising
anything. Especially when it comes to other people. Even if it is your mom.

-Then, I want to speak to her angel. Please. I want to �nd out who is doing this, and why?

-Sumi, little one. Calm yourself now. You are in good hands, and so is she. Both in the hospital, both in
her angel’s hand. But �rst, let us speak, will you?
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*

It was Molly who came in, as she heard the noise, and found Sumi crying hard. He was so desperately
crying now, that she sat with him, and allowed his head on her chest to sob, sob with all the hurt, pain
and devastation that he could let out. He was talking to Voice in his head, but his sobbing jerked him
out of this experience just enough to realize, that Molly, a stranger, was holding him close to her heart,
allowing to release all his deepest emotions, ones that would not want to be seen by the closest who got
them there.

-Shush, now, son. I know it hurts. But you will see, all will be �ne. Your mom is a strong lady. She is a
�ghter. A survivor. And so are you. She kissed the top of his head, and stroked his �ne brown hair.

-It’s ok, Sumi. It’s ok. All will be right. And she was herself crying, as both her compassion to this
innocent child and her good heart, it was almost more than she could bare.

Slowly, it seemed to her that Sumi was falling back to sleep, so she put him down to his pillow, put the
cover on him again, and was ready to go. She could not help looking at him with a sad heart.

How much she would have given to have a son. Another child. Just like him.

Peter was standing in the door. He could see his wife’s pain. It hurt him, too.

It was the doctors, who told them they should not try for another child when Millie was born, as they
did not know how much of the risk of the heart problems would be inherited in another child. It is
enough to have it in both mother and child.

*

Sumi fell back to where he was, with Purple. He was calming down. Both in his reality, with Purple, and
in the bed amongst the pillow and teddy, he no longer wept.
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-Now, little one. Just know, that all will be well. It is not up to you, or up to me. Not even up to your
mom’s angel. It is totally up to her, your Mom. But, if her time is not yet up, according to her soul plan,
with what she was born with for this life, then she can’t leave early. She could, per say, but it would be no
wise thing to do. And I am talking suicide.

-Oh. Sumi though. As the Voice knew too well what was on Sumi’s mind. He wondered, tonight, if this
is why people, even kids, take their own lives, because they can’t cope with all what life throws at them?
What if I did that, too? If mom dies, what if I do, too?

-It is not a wise thing to do, little one. Trust me. Some soul needs that experience, but not as many as
many do it. Foolish, rather. Not to mention, they all have to come back and �nish o� what they could
not do in this life. Is that what you wish, Sumi?

-No. he replied very quietly. He knew, somewhere, deep inside his heart, his soul, his gut, that what the
Voice said, was true. It was not worth it.

-There is always a way, child. What you, people say, is that `if there is a will there is a way`. What you have
to have, little one, is a will to live. A will to survive. And even more. A will to be di�erent. At all odds, to
know, that you can make it. And it will all start to fall into place. And I am here to help. We are all here
to help. All you need to do is ask.

-And how can you help? Asked Sumi, tears again collecting slowly in his eyes.

-I whisper to you. Like I have been. And you have been listening. Wise child.

-Then why did Tim do what he did to me? Couldn’t you have whisper it in my ear before?

-I did the best I was allowed to do for you, at that time. There were more components to this event, not
just yours, Sumi. It was part you, part Tim, and part your mom’s lesson to be learned. All by your story.

-How? And why? Is it my fault?
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-No, to the contrary. But, if you look at it this way, your mom is learning. She actually started to listen.
Sumi, that is wonderful news. Perhaps not what you want to hear, because you need to see how it all
comes together, but trust it. The fact that she got the hunch to go home, then and there, she did listen
to it. She got all the green lights. And she did what she had to do. And hit, but with enough force to get
him o� but not enough to kill a man. That is also very, very important. One must not kill another.

Tim also had to learn, for his soul learning. All the things he has done, came to a full conclusion with
you and your mom. His lesson is in this for him, but he has to learn it, realize it himself. He has a chance
to do that this life. If he doesn’t, he will have to continue another time, another life, until he does.

You see, some people do need a wakeup call. To get knocked o� from their old path they are on, the one
that needs learning, re-directing perhaps. Some people will realize it in time, as a good and strong hunch.
Some get a stronger sign, a kick. And some get a much bigger one, to make them realize, something is o�
track. Some listen, some don’t. Your mom needed the kick with her heart attack. We did not give it to
her. She got it from herself. It is now the question if she is willing to listen some more, and more
importantly, what will she do with it. Will she act on it, and how? 
Are you following me, little one?

-Yes, I think so.

*

Sumi wanted to know more. But he was tired. He was ready to sleep.

-What can I do to help mom? He asked sleepily in his internal dialogue

-You have done more than any child could have, Sumi. All you can do now, is to learn, to listen and just
be there. Have patience, little one. Sometimes it is not the older one who is wiser, and learned, but the
one who knows what to do, even if he is young. Your mom has already taking on board some of the
things you told her. She does not know it yet, but she is listening. Inside. Now, the outside part of her,
the mom, not just the soul, needs to catch up on this knowledge.
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You are, Sumi, seeing us more intelligently. And for that, we thank you.

And with that, he let his little man fall asleep. He was taking him under his wing, and rocked him until
he was sure Sumi slept well.

-Thank you, God, for our little angel.

And he smiled. With his heart. With his whole being. And in his dream, Sumi smiled with him.

*

He awoke with the feeling that all is well.

*

Stella woke up in her bed in the hospital, surprised. She did not know what was going on. But deep
inside, no matter what happened, she felt she was going to be ok.

*

-Mom! Mom! You are ok! Thank God! He was so happy to see his mom. She was very fragile yet, but at
least, she could see him, and he could talk to her. She talked only a little, the doctors told her to be just
very gentle with herself, and they gave Sumi and the Baker’s a few minutes to be with her, but she was
coming around nicely.

-Mom, don’t you ever scare me like this, ok? It was not a question; it was a command.

Stella just smiled. Once again, she was sorry. Her tears were in the corner of her eyes, but she was
�ghting them back. The last thing she wanted to do was to upset Sumi. Again.

God, this boy needs to live and have some fun! She thought. He deserves so much more. 
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She could hardly wait for them to leave. Only because she was very tired. Also, because she did not want
to cry in front of her son. Now, she did. She let it all out. With a huge cry. A sorrow, a pain, a hurt and
all that one can summon up in a heart-ache, a heart attack, was in there.

-Might as well get it all out now, woman! Said a voice.

She looked around, because she was sure someone was in the room with her. She found no one.

At any rate, that did not stop her from crying some more. Even more. And then, she started laughing.

She laughed so hard, after crying so hard, that she was sure was going mad.

- “At least, I am in a good place!” With that, she was hysterical. “Hahaha! I am in a hospital already!
What better place to go insane!”

And then, it dawned on her, with a sudden, maddening surprise, realization: this is what her son has
been telling her, trying to tell her, all this time!

-God, I am either very, very stupid, or very blessed!

*

“In her case, as each case is di�erent,” the doctor said to Elizabeth and Molly, “it was the stress, the
alcohol, the medication and her illness, added with some other factors, like trauma that contributed to
her heart attack.” That was the doctor’s best guess.

-Boy, do we know that! Said Elizabeth. Molly agreed. For a neighbor, she knew enough about Stella and
Sumi that she can understand their situation, and help.

-So, what is next? Asked her friend, Elizabeth.

-Well, another week in here, and after that, if all goes according to plan, she can go home.
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Elizabeth knew what that meant for both Stella and her work. Somethings is going to have to give a bit,
she was sure.

When Molly called Stella’s work place, she got a call from Elizabeth. They talked. Talked long and hard.

It was Molly and Peter, who took Sumi in for the next week or so, until it was necessary, until Stella was
out again.

But as for work? That was another story.

*

-I will do my best, Stella, not to worry. The last thing you want to do is worry, right?

-I know, I know. But I must make sure I have a job to go back to. Murmured Stella.

-Will see what I can do. How much longer can you go without pay? She asked. Not out of nosiness, but
out of concern.

-Couple of months, replied Stella.

-Ok. Got you.

With that, Elizabeth spent some short time with Stella, talking about Sumi, his school and the Baker’s
good heart, and she was ready to leave to the o�ce herself.

-Elizabeth, I just want you to know how much I appreciate you. And all you have done for us. For me,
to be sure. I don’t know what I would do without you. And the Bakers. Her voice was telling it all.

Elizabeth stepped to her bed, took Stella’s hand, and held it.
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-You are welcome, Stella. Truly. But now, I am getting tired of saving you, my friend. Time to get back
on your feet, and show them who you truly are!

-Who am I, Elizabeth? A failure.

-Nonsense. Enough of this nonsense. Things like this keeps you and gets you into hospital. Aren’t you
tired of it yet? You owe it to your son, to be brave, to show your strengths and your talents. You are
beautiful, and it is high time, madam, to believe that!

With that, she kissed Stella on her forehead, while she was wiping her nose, and as she left, she looked
back from the door, winked at her, and said -Have a nice day, Cinderella, I will be back!

*

What a friend! Stella thought. I am lucky.

*

It was Peter, who came to visit next, as he was already in town, and brought her some goodies that
Molly made. He told her about Sumi and school, about Millie and Ginger, and how the three
musketeers got to play every day, most it was Ginger who su�ered most exhaustion, from Sumi’s hands,
and teasing, and chasing the dog. They both laughed.

-Peter, I can’t thank you and Molly enough. What you are doing for Sumi. And for me. For us. How can
I ever thank you?

-By getting better, and coming home. Don’t get me wrong, we love Sumi, but parking is a bitch here at
the hospital!

*

Stella got another chance. In every way.
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Another year, as it started with January, held the key to her new future. She was to be transferred to
another law �rm, a much smaller one that can take a part-time o�ce assistant. It was the giving in from
one end. It was her choice, really, if she was to continue with the job but face consequences, or
downsize. With time, hours worked, and money. Bene�ts as well. But who knew, bene�ts can come in
many and varied di�erent ways, can it not? Like, for example, having a much quieter life, spending time
with her son, and although pay was less, they managed well enough, as they did not have to worry about
mortgage. It was not so bad after all. I mean life.

*

Sumi played in the snow. He loved it. He loved making snow angels.

There were times when he and Millie made so many snow angels around both houses, that the parents
could not help but laugh.

-Mom! Come and make a snow angel with us! Sumi cried happily.

-Son, I am too old for that!

-Mom, no one is too old to make a snow angel! And both he and Mollie dragged her down to the snow,
in front of the house, and all three became really silly, making snow angels. They were laughing.

The snowman they built had all that it took to look existentially perfect. Even with a carrot nose. And a
scarf. A wool scarf, something that Stella made before the holidays, just for fun, as she had to recover
properly before starting work. She enjoyed knitting, she realized. All she could do was knit scarves, but
hey, it’s a start, isn’t it? Who knows, she may even knit a sweater perhaps? Or socks? She was laughing.

They were all laughing. As it was all very silly. A very silly game that one had to be part of, participate in
playing, if you wanted to laugh. And, it wasn’t bad after all.

-Lunch is ready! Shouted Stella out of the front door to the kids.
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-Right there, mom.

Millie joined in for lunch, and she was eager to eat, as she was hungry by now. Making snow angels and
snowmen was fun, but a lot of work and e�ort. However, she enjoyed it. Now, both kids ate like a giant.

As they were sitting at the dining table, eating, talking and chatting, Stella could not help but feel good.
She looked at her son, and his new buddy, who came in a form of a pretty little girl, no freckles on her
face, but big greenish blue eyes, and lots of laughter, her heart started to sing again. How sweet, she had
thought. With that, she did bring the cakes in as well, with a sweet smile.

-Enjoy! She said. But don’t eat too much that you get sick from it. Everything is enjoyable with
moderation, all right? And she could not help but take a huge slice for herself, and she loved it.

*

-Sumi, I think I am ready to talk with you.

-Hm? What do you mean, mom?

-What I mean is, that I need to speak to you about your experiences, you know.

It was hard for Stella to come out �nally and bring the subject up. She had been thinking about it lately,
since her own personal experience with hearing the voice, it did not let her get away easily. It bugged her.
Not the voice, but what it may have been. She was curious. And also, curious to �nd out if this was the
same kind of thing that her son was talking about, a long while ago.

-What experiences?

-Sumi, don’t pretend. Hard it is for me to ask you about, nevertheless, you don’t have to tease me, son.
The one about your angel! Finally, it was out. Huh. She can now relax. The rest will be done by Sumi,
(the talk) she had thought. Boy, was she wrong again!
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-What do you want to know, mom? He was surprised, as his mom’s question about this subject kind of
came rather unexpectedly. He was not sure if he was ready for it, or if he knew the answers to her
questions.

-Don’t be afraid, little one, I am here.

-Oh, thank you, he said to the Voice. Just in time!

*

-Well, what I want to know is, how do you know all this? That you have an angel?

-Well, I can hear him, and see him. It was not easy at �rst, and it took me a while to �gure this out, but it
is fun and very comforting.

-What do you mean you can hear them, and see them, son? There is no one around, is there? I mean,
like right now?

-Yes, there is, mom.

-Oh. Oh. She looked around carefully. She was not sure.

-But I can’t see anyone, she complained.

-Mom, of course not. You don’t see it with your eyes. You see it inside, in your heart. It’s like, when you
read a good book, a really good book, and all of a sudden, the pages come alive. You know you are
reading the book, you don’t disappear, but at the same time you also know that you are drawn into the
magic, the signi�cance of the character, the scenery, all that. And you feel them. You know they are real.
Even if you know you are sitting on the bed or chair reading, even sipping your co�ee or tea, but you
know that all is happening inside. And it’s fun, it wonderful.

-Oh. Again, an oh was all what she could let out with a sigh hearing this.
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-Speaking of hearing, Sumi, did you say you can also hear them?

-Yes, mom. That is how I experienced him �rst. Heard him speak to me.

-Who, exactly, son?

-Purple. My Guardian Angel.

-Ok. She took a big sip of her tea, and let it all sink in. Slowly, she was letting all the information, the
knowledge in.

-Son, would you think I am crazy, if I told you I heard a noise, in the hospital, and it talked to me?

-No, mom, I think it’s great!

-Really?

-Really. What did it say?

-To let it all out. When I was crying.

-Wow. That is cool. That is what he said to me, too, when I was sad or angry.

-Really, Sumi? They talk like that? Stella wondered. Can it be, that it is now her own son, who is
teaching her something, something rather important that she had never known?

*

-So, Sumi, what is your angel look like? Can I ask?
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-I think so. Of course. Well, that depends. Sometimes I talk to him, like now, inside, telepathically, I
think that is what you say, when I just know it’s not me but the nice voice saying to me. Other times, I
see him like a beautiful ball of light, pulsating, but always so loving, I am never afraid. And, once or
twice, I saw him, in front of me, like a human, a man, but much bigger. And he had wings.

-Wings? Of course, angels have wings. Said rather to herself now Stella. She was just listening, not really
comprehending yet.

-Not really, mom. At least, that is what Purple says. He says that they come in a shape and form to
everybody rather di�erently, depending on how you are ready to let them in. In a form of a winged
being, or a nice color, or a nice smell or scent like a beautiful �ower, a lovely feeling or a kind voice. What
you are ready for.

-Huh. Ok. I see. She was trying to make sense of it all for herself. What her son was suggesting was really,
out of the ordinary. Not normal, she thought. But, after all, what is normal?

-You said that he is here with you now. How do you know? Can I speak to him, or ask him a question?

-Yes, he says, of course.

-Greetings, Stella.

-Oh, greetings, as well. May I ask, if I also have one, an angel?

-But of course, Stella. Everybody has one. At least one. Most of the people have one, and you do, too.

-Excuse me, but this will be rather a silly question, but when I was in the hospital, I…

-Yes, you heard a voice, Voice �nished it for her through Sumi speaking.

-How do you know? Oh, of course, I already told Sumi what I had heard. That I should just let it all out.
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-Yes, Stella, and did you? By the way, I can also hear you speak, you know. Sumi now smiled, ever so
lovingly. She could see that there was something there, in her son, his eyes were bright and shining.

-Oh, son. What have I got myself into? She asked, not sure of this whole conversation made sense.

-To magic land, mom. To pure magic!

*

She forgot to say thank you. Anyhow, she did much later. When she was in the kitchen, doing her dishes.

-Thank you, Purple, or whoever you are. I wonder what my angel is called? Or how she looks like? She
was sure, hers was a lovely female one, but with wings, too, of course. She has seen them more than
enough, to know how very beautiful they are.

*

Over the next few weeks, Stella wondered, how much of her life had been helped, or in�uenced by this
invisible help, if she really had one. She really started to wonder.

I mean, I have been through so much, yet, if I am really honest with myself, I always had a way out. It
never came to a �nal, dramatic tragedy, thank God. She was thinking to herself. Who knows, maybe it
was really my guardian, who helped all the way? Like, �nding me in the bathtub just in time so I can be
saved, or my job, or getting home just in time, so save my son, or even the house…. gosh, I could just go
on, she realized. How many good things, really had happened, even if in the shape and form of bad.
There was always a saving grace for me, for us. I wonder, if this is what it means?

*

She was now working in the other �rm, and found it pleasant. It was a bit closer to home as well, as
driving in and out took about 15 minutes each way. Much better, she thought. She did not have to be in
the o�ce every day, only four days a week, again, about 20 or 25 hours per week, depending on the
work load. It was a nice small o�ce, with nice people. She also enjoyed the work.

154



It was close to the spring, and Sumi’s 13  birthday. I wonder what I can get for my boy? Whatever it is,
it will have to be very special. Not only because he is 13 now, but because he is a very special little boy.

*

The perfect gift came in a very special way and form.

Firstly, it had four legs, and a big tail. And big ears. And cream in color. And it had a name. Jessie. She
was only 10 weeks old, but needed a home, a family. It was Stella’s work, again, that gave her the idea.
One of her coworkers had a litter of puppies arrived earlier, and had about 2 pups who needed a home.
Well, she had thought to herself, I think Sumi does deserve a little extra special treat! A rather sweet one,
that is. She was smiling to herself, as she was picking up a pink ribbon to put around Jessie’s neck for the
next day, for his birthday, for when he sees and picks the puppy up.

She even invited friends over for the party again, this time, only good friends and people. De�nitely
Elizabeth, who was now busy looking for the perfect gift for Sumi, then the Bakers, with Ginger of
course, and a couple of other friends, class mates as how Sumi calls them from school, and a handful of
people from work, previous and present work, including the lady who gives Jessie as the addition to the
family.

Stella’s heart was pounding from excitement. She just could not hide it. Her smile was big, she looked
the part, a pretty dress she got, she baked and also picked up cakes and goodies, biscuits from the baker,
and made some salads, and hot food for the Saturday afternoon party.

It was also Peter and Molly who helped a lot. When Peter picked up the puppy, she and Molly hid her at
the back of the house, in a box. Molly was there to look out for the puppy, to make sure she is all right,
until the big moment came.

When the big moment came, and everybody said their congratulations, even sang the happy birthday
song, silly, rather, but fun, he was covered with boxes of gifts, chocolate, and a huge chocolate birthday
cake, with lots of, to be exact, 13 candles on it.

th
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-Now, son, blow the candles out, all in one go, and while you do that, just wish for something very
special. Who knows? Stella’s eyes twinkled. From the joy, and from the tear building up in the corner.

-Ok, mom. Huh. Here I go! And with that, Sumi took a deep breath, and blew all the candles out.

-Very good, son, very good! Now, what did you wish for?

-Mom, there is no point, you know that. You told me I can’t have one. There is no time for it.

-Really? When did I say that, Sumi? Last year? 
With that, she was now going to the back of the pantry, and came back to the room, with a huge box,
just big enough to carry, carefully.

-Wow. That is a rather large box, Sumi. Peter said. Wonder what is in there, son?

When Sumi opened it, he fell o� his bum… in excitement, in surprise, and also from the big gushing tale
in his face, then rather quickly ends changed and a big splash of something licking, covering his face, and
so his mouth, rather, jaw dropped.

-Mooooooooooom! Thank you! This is the best gift ever!!

He was crying. From joy, from excitement, from all that was in his heart. Pure joy. And Purple.

*

-Jessie! Come here, girl. Let me see you. Said one of the guests. How lovely she is. What is she, exactly?
As obviously she did not know one breed from another.

“She is a golden retriever puppy,” said Norma, the lady whose dog had the litter a few weeks ago. “They
are wonderful breed, and so good with children, with families. We love them. Sumi is very lucky to have
her, she and him are going to be just �ne, I can see that already.”

She was more than right.
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The two of them, inseparable. Again. Was that too much? He did not think so.

Ginger approved as well. For now, they were almost the same size. But, boy, will Jessie be bigger later, she
knew. For now, the two girls enjoyed chasing around the house, the kitchen table, and Millie was
laughing.

-Of course, Jessie is always welcome in our house, too. Said Molly.

-When she is house trained, that is. Peter said, smiling. He did not mean it, but perhaps he did, never
mind. `They are like kids, aren’t they? ` And with that, he bent down and stroked Jessie’s head, who gave
him a happy yelp and a woof.

*

That night, fur the �rst night in a long, long time, he went to bed. But not alone. He had Jessie next to
him. Like good old times, with Sammy.

-Sammy, look, I have a new puppy. She is going to be a lovely girl, aren’t you, Jessie? He gave his new
pup a big kiss on her head, and with a very happy smile and grateful heart, he sank into deep sleep.

Sweet dreams.

And wet.

As Jessie did wet his bed.

She was, after all, a puppy.

*
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Life, according to Sumi, could not have been better. He had Jessie. He adored her. And, she adored him.
What a buddy. They played together, chased each other, slept together. He also went to visit Millie and
Ginger often enough for the two to get chummy friends, and also, the two girls came over to visit with
Sumi.

School was ok, his marks improving again, in spite of having the puppy around. Or perhaps, because of
having the puppy around?

The weather was also warming up nicely. The sun was out more and more, warming not only the trees,
forests, nature around, but peoples’ hearts and moods.

-I can’t wait for you to grow up more so we can go to the forest! He said to Jessie.

-Sumi, she is growing fast enough already. Don’t rush time, son, just enjoy each day with her, trust me.
One day you will want her to be a puppy again. That is how sweet she is. (And you, thought Stella.)

*

Jessie got all her shots and de-worming pills, now she was o�cially a grown puppy.

Just on time for early summer days, when she and Sumi started to wonder out to the forest, little by
little. Nothing too long or far, nothing exhausting for Jessie. Just enough to get her used to the
adventures that will await her and Sumi.

-Thank you, for my puppy. Said Sumi one day in the forest, admiring the little �u� running around and
sni�ng at everything.

-Isn’t it fun, Sumi? To watch something so cute and innocent, to grow up? Asked the Voice.

-Yes, and thank you. She is lovely. Did you have anything to do with it, Purple?

-Well, you never know, little one, never know. Some secrets are best kept with us, even if you want to
know…
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*

Stella was happier. Much happier.

Even if her love life sucked, she was happy. Sumi was now more important to her, in her life, and she
really put her best foot front to keep it that way. And, if it meant not having a relationship, well, then
that is the price she has to pay. That was her conclusion.

Not Elizabeth’s. Her thought on it was di�erent. True, she was single, but as she had said previously, it
was her choice. But not all men are bad. Her dad wasn’t. Really. Only at times. But, he was dad. Too late
now. Anyways, it’s not about her, now, it’s about Stella.

They were sipping their co�ees one summer afternoon in Stella’s garden. She loved and enjoyed her
freedom in her house. It was cozier now. she made it to be. And for Sumi.

-Why is it, you think, that I am having such bad relationship issues? She asked her friend, carefully
swimming around the topic. She knew it was a sensitive subject, to both of them. No matter how well
her friend was trying to hide it, there was something, still, in her life that she was not ready to fully face.

-I don’t know, dear. I think it is to do with what you bring into it as well. Who knows, perhaps, it’s also
to do with what you had seen, picked up in your own life from your own parents, what you make to be
your own, I guess. I don’t know.

-Hm. Maybe, maybe you are right. I mean, my father was not the best of the best, true. He had an issue
with alcoholism. My mother just su�ered it quietly. Until he was gone. At the end, he liked, I mean,
loved his alcohol more than us. Otherwise, he would have changed. He would have given it up. Don’t
you think?

-I think it’s not that easy. I wish it were. I mean, for some people, it is easier to do than for others. I
guess it depends on a lot. Your own motivation, your environment and so on. But, I also think, a lot of
people need help. Outside help. Like doctors, or therapist. I know. I have been there.
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-Really? You never told me this in detail, Bess! (this was her nickname; which Elizabeth did not mind. At
all. It reminded her of her youth, the nicer days.)

-Well, it’s not something I am proud of. I mean, it works wonders, and it did help me a lot. Greatly, I
mean. But, it is I, now who has to do the rest. I have to forgive my past, and my dad.

-Why, can I ask what happened?

-He was a womanizer. It hurt my mother a lot to see him do this to her. Cheating. Every possible time
and ways he could. Don’t get me wrong, he adored my mother, and I. I know this. He never wanted to
leave her, or us. He just “couldn’t help himself”, as he used to say, “it’s in my genes”. He had a great
excuse, I guess.

-Is that why you don’t want to have a relationship? Worrying perhaps, that the same can happen to you,
too? I mean, your partner would cheat?

-Perhaps, Stella. Perhaps. It’s easier for me this way. No strings attached.

Or were there?

*

Sumi loved his outings in the forest with Jessie.

As much as he loved his friend and her dog, this was di�erent. He needed to spend time alone, in the
forest, but now the time alone included Jessie. It just had to be this way. There were no other
alternatives, but the dog to be with him.

He was so happy. Finally.

160



He loved the summer days, and loved his companion. His bag packed with all kinds of goodies, both for
him and his furry 4-legged friend, his book and his �shing rod. And water. I mean, yes, you are standing
in the water, but you can’t actually drink it, now can you? Unless, it’s a pure, clean spring water. Even
that, mom should not know about.

So, he did anyways. It was cool, actually, it was very cold. But refreshing. And pure. Clean. Crystal clear,
clean.

He sat under his favorite tree, feeling rather sleepy, again, as his usual adventure usually ended up with
him sitting, than snoozing under a beautiful, magni�cent tree. At times, he just relaxed in the meadow,
looking up at the clear blue sky, or the white �u�y clouds. Or the trees. It did not matter. It was all
beautiful. All part of nature.

He loved the water. In any shape and form. It could be his little creek, or a water fall, or a spring, or even
a lake, not to mention the sea, in his imagination he went there a lot, one day I will go there myself, but
for now, even snow he loved. And, to play in it. The rain he did not mind, mind you it was not his
favorite form of it, but hey, it had to happen at times, didn’t it?

He did wonder o� again, as it was so easy for him to do, into magic land. And Jessie was next to him, in
the magic.

It’s almost she knew instantly that something was happening, as she looked up, looked at his little
human friend, made sure all was safe and good, and snoozed back again, registering all was good. After
all, he was a little guard, wasn’t she?

*

But what happened next, no guarding is needed or necessary.

It was just pure magic.

*

161



-Purple! How nice to see you again!

-The feeling is mutual, little one. Although, you are not little anymore, but do you mind if I call you as
such, for a little longer? He was smiling.

-You can call me anything you want, Purple. As long as it’s nice. He was laughing. He loved his friend.
He was magni�cent.

-Sumi, are you ready?

-For what?

-For a surprise. From us.

-Huh? What kind of a surprise? And who is the Us?

-Well, it wouldn’t be a surprise if I told you that right now, would it? And, the Us is some more angelic
beings, like your mom’s, and others, who would like to say something to you.

-Ok. I guess, yes. Where are we going? Or what are we doing?

-Just follow me, little one.

Purple took him to the middle of the meadow. He put his �ngers in front of his lips, indicating to stay
quiet, like waiting for something, or someone.

Then he heard it. The heard. It was horses. Wild horses. All white.

-Hang on a minute, he exclaimed excitedly. They are not horses! They are Unicorns!

*
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-That’s right, Sumi, they are Unicorns. Magni�cent beings of Light. Now, if you were just to simply and
nicely ask the One that is yours, to come to you, let that happen.

Just ask. That is, it. Good.

Sumi did not know what to do. He was so excited; he could not contain himself. But, he also knew he
had to, otherwise the animal would not approach. So, he stilled for a moment, and asked his own pure
light horse with the horn of a wisdom and pure light, to come to him, and he did.

-Oh. How beautiful!

-Yes, they are. They bring wisdom and love, as well as healing to humankind. But, again, only the ones
who have eyes to see and ears to hear, heart to feel them, will do, as they are very sensitive creatures. But,
once acquainted with you, he is loyal. All he asks is love and sincerity from you.

-Are they for real?

-Sumi, am I for real?

*

With that, he stroked the animal, its’ magni�cence radiated from his eyes, and from his horn, the beacon
of Light.

-What is your name? He asked the animal.

-Simply White. He answered.

-Simply White. Are you mine?

With that, the horse nodded his head, and he touched Sumi on his shoulder with his horn.

-What do you think?
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He was laughing. He was also crying. Quietly. Not because of noise. Because of pure love. It was a silent
crier. A good one.

*

-Let’s go, little one.

They left. The meadow. Sumi awoke. Something woke him up. Thunder was coming. It was time to go
home.

The rest of the journey, and talk with Purple, will have to wait. Now, they have to go home and quickly,
otherwise they both going to get wet. And not from Jessie this time.

*

-Sumi, I think I need help. I mean, therapy.

-Ok, mom. Whatever you think works.

-I don’t know, son, if it will work. But I will try. I even spoke to Elizabeth about it, and she is also willing
to try. At least, I won’t be going alone. We will start with a meditation class, and also, she had heard of a
good therapist, maybe we can go and check her out.

-Good luck, mom. I mean it, mom. Really.

-I know, son. I know. Somehow, I feel I will need a bit more than just luck. I think I need me.

This time, she was right.

*

-Sumi, I want you to meet somebody.
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-Ok, Purple, who is it?

-Your Mom’s Angel.

Sumi sat up, and listened carefully. This was serious now. Her own angel! Wants to speak to him!

-How, can I speak to her angel?

-Just wait and see. Partly through me, but partly through her as well. Just listen. And watch.

With that, Sumi stilled again. He did not move. Hardly took a breath. He was waiting. And in his
anticipation, he almost forgot to breath.

-It’s ok, Sumi, you can breathe! Said the beautiful Voice. But it was a female’s voice.

-Oh, hello. Nice to meet you.

-The same here, Sumi. I came to say thank you. For all your hard work with Mom. It really does help,
you know.

-Oh, really? How?

-Well, she has been listening, even if she pretends that she does not. Look, you even got Jessie!

That is true. Thought Sumi.

-And now, she is ready to go for some counselling, to try something that she has not done before, which
is to turn her life around. For the better. To see the lighter side of life. Make it Light side as well. She was
smiling, and she looked at Purple. They were both nodding and smiling.

His heart �lled with joy and pride. A nice pride, not a sel�sh or egotistical pride. A sort of “yes, I helped
mom” type of pride, which can only come from feeling good, from the bottom of one’s heart, even
when they did not feel they have done anything, but boy, did they ever.
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-I guess, welcome. I mean, for her. And you. How do you help her?

-With every little bit I can. What she is willing to hear. It is a good, good start.

-Like the help? The help she wants with Elizabeth?

-Yes, that, too.

-Will she succeed? I mean, will it work?

-That, Sumi, is also dependent on her. How much e�ort she is willing to put into the work. You see, a
good therapist can show the way, but it is the person who actually needs to walk the walk. It’s like you
give a person a magic wand, as it won’t be the therapist or doctor doing the magic, no matter how many
people like to think that, but no. What one does with his or her own magic wand, will be measured by
their own magic, what they can create in their own lives.

-I see. Isn’t that tough?

-Well, not really, if you think about it. It depends on the magic. And the potion of it. And the e�ort one
makes and puts into making the magic. Yes, one also needs to be shown how to do the trick, and learn it,
for some little by little, for others, only a small portion of the missing magic is needed to ful�ll the
desired outcome. But, it’s all worth it at the end. One way or another, it’s all going to be done.

-Can I do magic?

-I thought you were already a great apprentice, son!

*

-How can I ever thank you?

-What, son?
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-Your help.

-What help? I de�nitely did not do anything!

-Yes, you did.

-What, son?

-You made me see Purple.

-Oh. You are welcome. I guess.

*

Sumi spent the summer with great companies. Both with Jessie, and her mom.

And, some days, also with Mollie and Ginger. They became really good friends. So, did the dogs.

*

Mom said she enjoyed her time with Elizabeth, and doing some meditation, and yoga. It calmed her
mind, she said. Whatever helps, right?

Stella did enjoy her time with her friend, and at times she even invited Molly to join them. It was really
fun and they all had a great time not just at yoga, but after, when they went for a light lunch.

-We start therapy next week. She said to Bess one evening over the phone.

-Yes, I know. It’s exciting, but at the same time, scary. Isn’t it?

-Yes, I think so. But, what have I got to lose? And I can’t lose Sumi.

-No, of course not. Way to go, girl!
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*

He was in the meadow. It was a beautifully sunny, warm day.

Jessie was there, as well.

And Purple. And Simply White.

And others. Others, he did not even know or recognize. He did, however, recognized one Voice, which
belonged to a beautiful winged Angel. It was his Mom’s.

There were a lot of them. He was in the middle. In a circle.

His heart was beating.

What is going on?

He was excited. Anticipation was growing. He did not know what to expect. But, it was all wonderful.
He not one moment felt scared or frightened. I mean, the amount of love and kindness, sincerity that
came towards him, from everyone and everything, was overwhelming.

He knew somethings special was about to happen. To him.

-Sumi, little one. Open your arms. Higher, on the side, along your body, like you are ready to �y. 
That is, it. Good job.

-Sumi, let us help you now.

-With what? His heart was beating hard in his throat.

-To give you your own wings. To open up your wings…

With that, he was gone…. with the Wings. 
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