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                Pantherice wasn’t good at playing with fire. She was good in burp contests against her brother. She was good at archery and with Japanese swords. Not with fire.
  Diego enjoyed himself very much. Simon too. Diego was never giving up. The worst was that he was hiccupping with laughter and was panting from his nostrils.
  “Coward snake, leave the little ball”, Pantherice hissed, dodging hot vapour spurts. Simon tickled her under his wings. But Diego the Dragon didn’t open his jaws.
  To make Mortimer, her brother, open his mouth, it was enough to say that he was feeble. Here, on the contrary, the play was tougher. Rather, burning.
  “SimonEnough with making this sausage with a crest laugh”, Pantherice cried, “Or else I will turn in a smoked cat. And come help me!”
  Simon was upset for how Pantherice called his friend. But he liked the idea of going to her rescue.Nevertheless, he didn’t know how to do so.
  “Diego, come on…” he tried to calm him down, amused. With one hand, he held the ball and with the other’s middle finger of the other hand he was scratching the dragon’s chin.
  Diego raised his face and Simon avoided his friend’s death due to smoke.
  Pantherice, on the ground by Simon’s side Simon, was gradually losing patience: “Come on, Simon! …If you don’t have enough self-respect, then that is your loss.
  It didn’t exactly fit. But she liked thesentence. Who knows the reason
  Simon heard her voice, the warmth of her body, and those words that, he could swear by it…
  Time stopped. Diego opened his jaws and the ball, by now deflated, bounced off weakly and rolled away, along the slope.
  “Pantherice…” Didn’t we see each other somewhere else? Simon wanted to add. But he stopped. He heard that, on the asteroid BMWk25 it was a pick up line and that wasn’t his intention… So, what to say?
  “Repeat.”
  “I…”
  It was her. That is where he has seen her he saw her. Actually, heard her.
  “Have you ever been a Spirit Guide?”
  “A fairy?” Pantherice, sat with her legs crossed, settled her skirt.
  “Maybe, who knows.” What did he know about the nature of Spirit Guides
  “In my previous life”, Simon went on.
  “In many of them, I think, we met each other. But are you talking about the very last one before this one?”
  “Yes.” What to do, now? Was he supposed to tell her everything? Anyway, for what he remembered…
  Diego started snoring. Simon sat comfortably, with his legs crossed and his back straight like a spindle.
  “I often heard this voice… a female voice, it seemed, sweet, good, a presence soothing as a cuddle, that embraced me, warm, starting from the right and in front of me, and said ‘If you don’t have enough self-respect, then that is your loss.’”
  “Maybe it was true”, Pantherice tried.
  “Yes, of course. But what could I do. It was always saying it when the damage was done and I couldn’t do anything about it. I didn’t know what to do. I never hurt anyone.”
  “Maybe this…”, Pantherice said, wondering if she was to laugh, or if it was a just a joke.
  “I don’t know”, Simon said, thoughtful.
  “It was an awful life, you know”, he went on. “I don’t know, maybe I was totally unprepared. You see, I understood that Spirits can easily persuade you if they want you to do something.. ‘It will do you good, you’ll see a bit of the world, surely you will struggle a bit, but you’ll forge your spirit, you’ll realize many things and you will never forget them…’ For sure I’ll never forget them! I understood many things on my own skin, so many blows…”
  Simon swallowed with difficulty. A thick white cloud obscured the sun.
  Simon, before being Simon, had been abused, used, humiliated.
  They couldn’t see it. You can see in the others only what you know, what you have, what you are. They saw his light and tarnished it, interpreting it in their own way.
  Simon was willing to help them, to understand them, to love them and to work with them. He was willing to be tricked, betrayed, captured and manipulated in the most deceitful way.
  They loved him, yes, in the way they could. They understood him, yes but according to their patterns.
  Sometimes, he tried to explain himself. They could only understand their own language. And their ideas, selfish and materialistic, couldn’t represent him.
  In their world, he didn’t exist.
  He lived in fear and loneliness that he learned as a little boy and that he could never leave. He gave his trust, but no one ever deserved it.
  It was a world like that. He didn’t have any choice. He came to give his best. And the others took it, his best, how they could.
  Yes, he practiced yoga every morning from 6 am to 7am. But discipline isn’t enough; a strong nature isn’t enough nor is it energetic gym. Yes, sometimes he found himself in places on the planet where nature still seeped vitality and power. But Nature is not enough. Nothing is enough, in a destructive human environment.
  Here it was his life. He was, without exit or consolation, in a mortifying, death-bearing human environment, where the permanent vibration moved between fear and forcefulness.
  In a similar environment getting sick, being eroded and extinguished is inevitable. But he was strong. He reached 40 years old. He was still alive. And he asked himself why.
  Why keeping staying there.
  Maybe he did something wrong. He was a warrior. He fought badly. Maybe he had a Mission to fulfil and he didn’t manage to. It was his fault. He failed, it was obvious. It was a shame, yes… But maybe it could suffice. He was old, sick and a failure. He didn’t do anything good, anything really good and beautiful, for others, and neither for himself. He didn’t know how to do it.
  The day of his 40th birthday, ending his daily meditation, he addressed the Creator directly.
  “The contract I made with God. I don’t remember the exact terms. I rescind it. Let me talk with an attorney.”
  His siblings, on his home planet, heard him. No, no attorney. It wasn’t needed. They knew that you can’t argue with an Antares warrior. His word is one. One is his truth. It is very simple.
  His mission was done. They granted him to come back.
  In a waterfall of joy and laughter, Simon’s soul left his body, leaving vertically through his spine, straight up. With a silent snap, it separated from the top of his head and his body sagged like a worn-out cloth.
  Simon’s soul, freed, looked sympathetically to his old rags, and immediately addressed his friends.
  “So, how did it go?” Little by little, they crowded around him.
  “How did it go???” It was too long, too awful to tell. He was speechless. “Weren’t you there? Didn’t you see?”, he said, once he was able to breathe again.
  “Sure. But we want to hear it from you. We want to learn from you too. We knew that…”
  “Yeah, it’s true, you said it. ‘We know that you’ll struggle a little…’, but the experience is a whole different thing. You can’t know it, you can’t imagine it…”
  “That’s why you went, yes, indeed. You were very brave and valiant. Your entire people thank you and owe you..”
  He did as they said. He telepathically downloaded all his soul’s impressions in the akasians archives, to which his siblings were connected.
  After that, he couldn’t resist anymore. “Which planet was it?”
  “It was a third dimension planet”, they answered. “There are many of them around the Universe.”
  “And to think that there are far worse places”, another voice noted.
  “Ok monsters, demons, vampires…”, Simon’s soul answered. “You can fight them. We often do it. On that earth, instead, you can’t. You can’t move. You’re engulfed in a sticky web. It’shell. You don’t know where to turn, as you are still trapped in this web. And you’re sucked till your core , until you become a tamed brick of their foolish, entropic architecture. Luckily for them, and for us, they will soon explode, and leave no sign.”
  They nodded. On Antares, few words are enough. Words aren’t misunderstood. And aren’t interpreted. You don’t need explanations to validate or criticize interpretations… The truth is known. Each truth is felt by instinct.
  The siblings of the higher dimensions have not solid, closed bodies, they’re pearls of a single necklace: each of them is conscious of the overall vibrations and that of each other. The feeling passes like a wave, an invisible breeze. The action is developed in synergy (and you never feel alone.)
  “Dear friend…”
  After some space-time, a particularly bright light-being came forward.
  “Dear friend.”
  He continued. And Simon’s soul tasted, from his heart, the pleasantly warm energy, even warmer of the rest of the star, of this higher soul.
  “You lived few extra-galactic existences”, it went on. “But they were all awful. You know well that your beloved siblings take you in high esteem. You see, some among us believe that you are worthy a Special Mission, and are willing to give it to you. Of course, if you also agree. But we think that you’re the only one able to accomplish it. And of course, in terms of the universal balance, it could be a crucial operation.”
  Therefore… That’s how they sort you out in the highness of Heavens!
  “You’ll have to go very far away from here, among curious creatures of which we have few and lacking data, on a very little asteroid. A totally experimental mission, with great potential. This time, you will come back triumphant…” The corners of his energy curled in a smile.
  Simon’s soul looked around. Yes, his friends were already proud of him.
  “Could you or must you?”, he thought, with a deeper breath. Good, he understood, this time he couldn’t get back until he had the treasures of the accomplished ‘Mission’. Each life has its own deadline, his own was this one.
  “Yessir,” he answered.
  “White Dragon will come with you.”
  Simon’s soul mounted it, with the agility and the strength of the thought.
  “Of course, you’ll struggle a bit…”
  Simon paled and almost fainted, stretched on the dragon’s back.
  “…but if you act with foresight, you will receive much honour “In the meantime,” it went on, “For the power given to me by the glory of your light, I name you a child: from now on, until you get back, your name will be Simon.”
  With a loving voice, it assigned him the official title: “For every inhabitant of the asteroid BMW k25 you’ll be Simon Pitone, Diego the Dragon’s friend.”
  Here, now it gave the full genealogy of the ancestry. Pitons were nobodies . He would have come out of nowhere mounting a beast never seen, a winged snake so big that it was hard to see or even imagine in a single look its nose and its tail.
  “Where is she?”, Simon’s soul asked.
  “Who?” As if he didn’t know. He was only curious to know what Simon’s soul was about to say.
  “Her.” He said. He already wasn’t good at talking anymore.
  “The friend that brought peace and quiet after every storm.” Simon lost a beat in his heart’s count. “Who kept me alive the whole time, with her truth and her love, both real as a hug.”
  He expected to see her, back at home, on Antares. But he hadn’t smell her perfume, yet. Maybe she doesn’t exist. He knew about a guy, reincarnated on earth, that heard Sirens’ voices and then discovered he made a blunder.
  “Maybe she doesn’t exist. Or it was Diego. Or…”
  “She does exist.” His friend replied. “But she is from another planet. You can’t find her here.”
  “You can take her here for us to meet here, though, sooner or later…” A telepathic wave spread among the crowd to Simon’s temple.
  Simon blushed. 
  “You have often met You’re a good team.”
  Simon didn’t want to know if he had ‘to struggle a little’ with her, too…
  On the flip side , he was still too excited to inquire what they did mean by “a good team”.
  “I see you’re already confused enough. You’re ready to incarnate. Have a good trip, son. We are and we will be proud of you.”
  “Will I see her? Other than just hearing her, I mean…”
  “If the Mission requires it… if the Mission allows it… If you recognise each other… If your energies will be at the same level and will suffice…”
  Countless “ifs” reverberated in the wide void inside the new little body of Simon’s soul.
  The wind whistling into his ears covered every thought, anticipation, fear; Simon’s chest, grasped to the Dragon’s back, his arms around its neck. Questions were less deafening and whipping than the slap of clouds, while Simon and his mount went through the oblivion wall.
  “With a pain and a shout resembling crying, I found myself as a child in the flesh on a stoned ground. And I didn’t feel anything else.” Simon ended, his mottled-green eyes on his half-feline friend.
  “Not even fairy voices.”
  “Neither.” He assured.
  “I don’t even recall my own planet,” he sighed. “Nor how it is called, nor where it is, nor how is to live there. Nor if they gave me an lawyer, in the end…”
  “I think they did.” She said, to cheer him up a little. “Otherwise, you would still be there, on the Earth.”
  The argument was faultless.
  “Instead, you’re here. This asteroid is little, but it has great potential.”
  Simon smiled.
  Pantherice always said the right thing.
  “It’s a laboratory, Simon,” she murmured in his ear.
  Simon quivered, moved like a leaf by her breathing.
  “A laboratory. We are building the New Humanity here.”
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Pantherice looked into his
eyes..

Simon wasn’t bothered by that staring. Animals and children
stare often. It’s nice to look when something interests you.

“You know that indigo suits you. It doesn’t suit everyone. It
doesn’t suit who doesn’t have it. Imagine a normal child indigo
painted. Bah! He wouldn’t look good. On the other hand, indigo
children are so beautiful. See…”

She was seeing it from the gleams around the big, sweet, eyes of
Simon, from straws or splinters of colours she didn’t understand
where came from, then she understood what it was. Actually, she
felt it with her whole body, as a quality, as a taste, a colour in
fact. In Simon, this was particularly intense, who knows why. Each
soul has its own story.

Indigo was to her a form of elegance, not acquired but innate,
coming from inside, and from inside it moved limbs and thoughts.
This is why indigo children are beautiful.

“Many indigo children on Antares…” she said to herself.

“And to think on the Seven Sisters there is not even a single
crystal”, she added thoughtful.

“There are on Antares!” She lifted her eyes. “Some.”

“How can you say such things?” Simon asked, sincerely curious,
and amused.

“How can I? I don’t know. Some of them, I dreamed them. Others,
I understand them only after saying them.”

She paused for a minute. “Didn’t you say you come from
Antares?”

“Me? I have never said that.”

“Oh, see… Who knows why I thought that”, she jumped up and sat
on her heels, looking at Simon. “Maybe you really come from there!”
She started laughing.

“Look, girl, now you’ll explain this!...”

Yeah… Simon told to himself, now… but he didn’t know where to
start.

“I’m indigo?” Let’s start from the beginning.

“Pff. You’re impossible, Simon”, Pantherice collapsed like a
little doll taken apart.

She looked down on the ground.

On the ground, her look found something. And he followed it.

To follow it herself, she stretched her neck, moved it to the
left and to the right across the field and then got down on all
fours… She went some steps forward and let herself fall on her
belly. She turned toward Simon.

“Look… Simon…”

Simon liked when she was saying his name. It gave him a sense…
of existence. He looked, but he didn’t see anything.

“You sat there a bit ago, right, Simon?” Pantherice liked saying
his name, it rang big and sweet, soft, like his eyes.

“Yes. I sat on that spot before you came. I remember it because
it lies on a specific scaly on Drago’s belly. If you look at them,
they’re all uniquely different …”

“I’m looking at something else. Did you see what is there?...
and there is somewhere else, in the whole field, in your whole
house, here and there.”

“Yes, I like yoga and meditating outside…”

“But what are they?”

Were they flowers? Maybe they were flowers. Little shiny little
hoods, pearl-grey, for those who know pearls, moon-silver, for
those who were on Earth, the colour of the reflex of Sirius A on
Sirius C’s waters, to put it simply. They were so tiny and light
that they waved in the afternoon breeze. Each time they received
Pantherice’s attentive gaze they quivered with pleasure, or better,
as she would have said, danced inside. Weird…

“They are mushrooms. Diego goes nuts for them. When he’s awake
he wipes out the field.”

“One day, we’ll eat them, too.”

Simon never thought about eating them. But a sentence from
Pantherice starting with ‘we’ would never go out of his mind.

“YOU!” He felt a little finger stuck in his chest and
Pantherice’s eyes into his own. He startled.

“You have a beautiful energy.”

Pantherice’s gaze was so clean and simple that he could almost
see clouds through it.

“You lift your butt and mushrooms pop out”, his friend said. She
curled her left eyebrow and looked at him sideways, as if it was a
suspicious virtue, at the edge of legality.

“Now, you’ll let me feel it.”

“I don’t think you can…” before Simon could say “become a
mushroom”, she turned and showed him her back, waiting.

Simon didn’t know what she was waiting for.

She, turning her bust, took his hands and put the [...]
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