INTERSTELLAR CHARIOT
Orchards and plants are the breath of God. My friends and I agree. We do a lot of heavy breathing on old man Seth’s farm during our weekend haunts. One evening the place was extremely macabre.
A sense of foreboding thickened the air. It was a Friday, during the summer of 1968. We encircled our vehicles with the high beams blaring deep in the valley.  It was pitch-black outside where we parked. Faintly you could detect the low drone of insects pollinating the freshly blossomed apple trees.
We coupled off. Maria and I lay prone in the bed of my 1958 Ford, gazing at the stars and pointing out constellations. We were deep in conversation about the origins of the heavens, when a frightened voice shouted, “What Is That?” We looked around in time to notice a soft green mist enshrouding us in a mysterious fog.
   We were frozen with fear for a second, then we became suspended in a state of contentment. I felt my Soul detach from my body as It began to ethereally expand through the universe. My companions assimilated with me. We became one entity as we transposed portals of divine corporality.        
     Absent was confusion, there was a profound understanding of yin and yang, and the opposites that attract, to spark the explosion of life. We vibrated on different levels and enigmas were explained. In these realms you smell colors and taste sound on the same frequency.
There was no acknowledgement of death or time, for existence is infinite, continuously evolving and increasing to generate new forms of cognizance. The decree is only disrupted by the reincarnated dictates of conscious beings desiring to experience physical life once more as an atomic hologram. To subsist in the Matrix is to escape the reality of truth. We soared freely through the cosmoses, aware of the fact that many are called but few are chosen. We were fortunate to be among the few.
They instructed us on the purpose of humanity. Our human genus was created to pursue universal enlightenment. To become one force focused on the progression of our achievements to benefit the development of our species to be worthy of joining the Galactic community in the Celestial Construct of PI. We consigned to relay the facts unfiltered to those destined to utilize this information to correct the errors of man.
The burden of what we observed that evening weighed on us and the oscillation gradually decreased. As the fog dissipated our earthly essence returned. We pondered the validity of the experience. Was there a dimension of consciousness so vastly different from ours on earth?                                                                        																											                                                                                                                                                                         The friends I travelled on that special journey with from the orchard that night remained close. Yearly, we get together and return for a reunion of sorts.  We manifest in the soft green mist we understand to be our interstellar chariots.
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