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There was nothing happening in the whole of his universe.  He slept a long sleep.  The womb that enfolded him gave him its warmth, shared with him its sustenance, and imparted into his rapidly changing form its own steady, rhythmic pulsations of life.  He dimly discerned the shapes that his body was taking. The amoeba was blending into the fish, melting into the mammal, merging with the ape. His whole form was moving into the blueprint of arms, legs, head, shoulders, chest, hips, genitals, torso, that was specific to the human kind.  Each gene moved along its chosen pathway to give his body its 6' potential, blond curly hair, huge brown eyes, healthy, robust, silky white skin that would tan bronze in the sun.  Beneath the skin he was aware of the formation of the machinery that would support, maintain, and sometimes dominate the form that this being had chosen. He saw the chemistry that would determine where his trigger points would be, his thresholds of anger and pain, love and joy, fear and bliss. 


  Shock waves from the outside would sometimes intrude and make their effect upon the whole, usually reflecting moments of extreme passion within the body of his mother.  The tremulation of orgasm was harmonious to his being, while the vibrations of the deep base of his father's voice, accompanied by trembling in her system, was somehow disturbing.  The occasions when his mother felt exhaustion probably had the most devastating effect on him, as during these times he would not have any reserves of energy to draw from and the whole work of creation was slowed down.  But for the most part, he lay in his own dynamic world, knowing nothing of the outside.  It was warm, cozy and dark with no tension beyond that of growth, and no anxiety or worry to deflect his energy from the construction of perfection. 


  In those few short months was built the foundation upon which the consciousness of Lance would be able to work, the raw material through which he would fashion the life which he had chosen for himself in another dimension.  It was now time for the design to begin unfolding.   


  "OH!  What IS this?  What's going on?  The walls are caving in.  I'm being squeezed.  I'm being crushed to death.  I'm not going to live.  What's happening?" 


  Lance's first encounter with fear was excruciating.  On a physical level he felt the capsule around him contract so that pressure built up, pinioning his arms close to his sides. It pressed his head until he imagined it caving in, fragmented into a million pieces. His chest constricted until he could feel his heartbeat reverberating within the hollows of his ribcage, thumping as the blood pulsated wildly through his ears.  FEAR an intense mindless energy that in one wild moment became his whole existence.  The primeval biological reaction of an organism facing its own extinction, deeper than thought, stronger than emotion.   " NOOOO!"  A cry emitted from the soul, from the essence of his being, directly to the life source itself, imploring, helpless, terrified, a victim of incomprehensible horrors.  


  "Help me!" 


  The agony receded.  His cry had been heard.  Mercy had been given.  LANCE WAS NO LONGER MASTER OF HIS OWN DESTINY.  The coincidental juxtaposition of cause and effect had bonded in him a belief in his own helplessness and in the belief that salvation came from the outside.  He had seen that it was possible to ask for and get succor in his greatest need, and therefore, there must be something greater than him, which had power over his life and death.  His first erroneous deduction had been made. 


  While everything around him returned to the equilibrium that had previously been his life, it was clear that things were not quite the same.  There was uneasiness and apprehension, where before there had been calmness and tranquility.  Lance viewed his surroundings with an awareness that had not previously been there.  He began to take note of the warmth, the comfort, the sensations of his body, not as if he were part of the whole experience, but as if he were now separate from them, observing them.  He was able to distinguish between himself and the warm liquid encasing him.  The experience interested him and he extended his arms, testing the sensations of movement and flow.  He sensed a change in the atmosphere, a subtle release of pressure as if a dam had burst somewhere far away, and he suddenly felt free to expand. 


  Just as he was reaching out to explore this new dimension the next wave hit.  This was different from the first.  Instead of crushing him so totally, he felt himself being squeezed all around, and edged forward headfirst, through a narrow passageway.  With a new sense of mobility he began to push desperately at the walls of his confines, hopelessly trying to prevent them from crushing the life out of him.  The fear was different too.  Although it was as intense as the first, it was not quite so pure.  He knew that he could cry for help from the bottom of his soul and it would come. He had found his first way of trying to control his universe. The scream was long and soundless and help was not immediate.   


  "It's not working.  I'm not doing it right.  I'm not going to be helped.  I'm really going to die.  HELP!"  The pain subsided.  "Thank goodness.  I'm saved again." 


  With the onset of pain time began to take on shape and meaning in Lance's life.  Before, there had been a continuous 'is ness', as if there was no beginning and no end to the moment he was living.  Now his placid existence began to be broken up by periods when the pain and suffocation were his only reality.  He feared each moment that this would be his last.  Then there were periods when he was able to relax and take stock of what was happening to his body. 


  Now that he knew what to do, the fear was not as debilitating as it had been.  He was never absolutely sure when he would be helped, or sometimes, during a particularly long and painful episode, even if he would be helped. But seeing as he was not actually dead yet there was room for a little hope.  As his confidence in his survival grew, so did something else in equal proportion.  ANGER.  How dare he be subjected to such a terrifying ordeal?  All this horror was being inflicted on him without rhyme or reason and he could see no end to it, no rationality for it.  He was totally helpless against it.  He just had to endure and it might never, ever stop.  Why, why?  Without an answer, anger dissolved into self-pity and resentment, which smoldered beneath the intensity of his sensations. 


  After one particularly bad episode, he sensed that something was opening up ahead.  His head felt different, as if it was moving into a space where the walls were no longer pressing down around him.  Lance felt the pressure release and he was propelled forward into something for which his complete experience of life so far had not come close to preparing him.    


  The oohs's and ah's and cries of "It's coming, it's coming, it's here Mrs. Herman.  A beautiful baby boy,” were the most pleasant part of the experience.  He could feel in the energy of the sounds the love, excitement and thrill emanating from these strange personages moving around the room.  This gave him a feeling of having arrived, of welcome and of pleasure at being here.  But as for the rest!  What the hell was that digging into his eyes?  Needles that penetrated, even when he endeavored to keep his lids tightly closed.  The tender membranes seemed to be under vicious attack from the rays generated by the bright hospital lights and contracted in pain at the continual assault.  


  Almost immediately this agony was eclipsed as his eyes shot open with horror at a resounding blow inflicted on his bottom. It stunned him with its shock and threw his body into turmoil.  What was this?  Something was entering his mouth; something cold and intangible.  It was rushing in and out through the gaping hole.  There was no way he could make it stop and the whole inside of his chest heaved uncontrollably. The strange thing was that each new gulp of air brought such a tingle and glow to his body that Lance felt wonderful and began to breathe with joy and abandon.  With every inhalation he imbibed more and more of life.  In the midst of the excitement of this discovery he noticed that a very subtle change had come over him, causing a chill to creep through his bones.  It was not so much that he felt his body was missing any of the nourishment that had sustained it for all of its life, it was more that he knew that a separation had occurred between him and his life's source. The realization filled him with a fear similar to the one that had first paralyzed him, but on a different level.  This was more concerning the feeling that he'd been totally abandoned, absolutely rejected, callously torn apart from the support system that was all he knew.  Without the umbilical cord connecting him to his mother, he would die.  There was nothing else for him.  All he could do was wait and be afraid. 


  With such tension underscoring Lance's whole vision, he could only be irritated at the hands that were pushing, prodding and probing at his limbs and organs.  He could sense no feeling of love, just a cold, clinical appraisal, perfunctorily done, as if he were a delicate prize vegetable being readied for the market.  Although the horror and pain he had suffered was superceded by a vast array of new experiences, the ordeal had a huge impact on the totality of the organism.  It had left a residue and vibration within his system that would impart a taste of itself onto all future impressions. 


  The warm bath was a very comforting experience for his tortured body.  With all the emotion and upset he had not really noticed that the temperature of the air was so much cooler than what he had been used to in the womb.  The warm water enveloping his body returned it to the sensations of security and comfort he had almost forgotten.  Soft hands, gently rubbing away all the debris of his birth and the massage of the soap and cloth left his skin clean, glowing and vital.  He was even happy to be trundled up in strange, soft constrictions, as they imparted their warmth to him and soothed his mounting apprehension. 


  Deep in the pit of his stomach lay the source of his troubles. There was an emptiness that had never assailed his body before, and it was growing with every breath, threatening to sweep him away completely.  Utter helplessness prevailed.  He neither knew what it was nor how it could be prevented, but it was steadily gnawing away at his insides, causing him to be absolutely desolate.  The fear surfaced, overpowering all that he was, and once more from his inner depth came the cry of his soul for self-preservation.  This time it came out as a cry that was audible down the centuries, across the reaches of time, and almost immediately it was stifled by a huge, soft object, obstructing its passageway.  In the throes of its struggle, the tiny tongue touched against the object of its salvation.  Taste buds puckered at the warmth of the liquid stuff and yearned for more.  Sensory devices hinted that the source was close by.  Where was it?  


  "You can't hide this from me.  I'm going to find it." 


  Frantic tongue searching, probing, drew in the mouth to help its quest.  Tantalizing tastes served to prolong its frenzy, sharpen its intent until movement was triggered, the well was breached, and survival insured. 


  Long and deep Lance drank of the nectar, contentment seeping through his bones, washing away the nightmares of his birth.  Like a war-torn hero, he had survived the worst battle of his life and now he was happy to drop it from his memory, begin life anew, not knowing that the scars received in this deadly fray had set the foundations for determining what "could" happen in his future. 

