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Chapter 36--The Return of Lucius

It was now a few weeks since I got back home.
I was just starting to get into a daily routine that suited me.  Now that I was back home and in the lap of luxury, I didn’t quite know how to deal with my new-found abilities.  But I supposed I would adjust in time.
I spent most of my time in my house.  I didn’t really have any desire nor need to leave my house any more.  I was content to influence the events that needed to be influenced from my home.  I could travel around in my astral form and see anything I needed or wanted to see from my home.  On the rare occasion that I really did want to be in a certain location, I just teleported myself there.
I still answered all my mail and helped out as many people as I felt needed my help.  With my new abilities, I noticed that some of my more mundane skills had been enhanced.  I could now read through a huge sack full of mail in just a few minutes.
From my mail, I could schedule my activities for the day.  In my astral form, I could handle most of my business from the astral plane.  In one case, I had heard of a bunch of thugs who had formed an extortion ring in a major city.  I scoured the city looking for them.  When I found them playing cards at a table in a back room in a building thought to be abandoned, I teleported myself to their location.  When I showed myself to them, a couple of the guys stood up and started fumbling for their guns.  I said, “You guys are going to have to stop what you’re doing.”
They finally found their guns and shot at me.  Their bullets never touched me.  They stopped in mid air in front of me and stayed there suspended without any visible means of support.  I had thrown up a shield, not to deflect the bullets, but to catch them so that they wouldn’t go on and hurt someone.
I said, “You’ll never make it out of this building.”  I raised a hand toward the doorway, causing an invisible barrier to come up.  They bounced off the barrier and went to another doorway.  I threw up shields over all the doorways.  They systematically went from doorway to doorway, but soon discovered that there was no escape.
I teleported myself to one of their backrooms and found records of all their extortion accounts.  I took these papers and placed them at the front step of the house I had sealed off.  I put some rocks on top of them so that the wind wouldn’t blow them away.  Then I called the police.  When the police came, they saw the papers.  I dropped the shields to let them in.  They arrested the thugs inside.
In other cases which I thought of as my specialty, like taking care of ghosts, demons, or other sorcerers, I showed up in my astral form and bound the offending entities.  Binding meant that I would bind whatever powers I had to, to keep the entity from doing further harm.  Only on very rare occasions did I ever have to bind the entire entity.  But I would when I had to.
At any rate, I was glad to settle into this routine.  But I did not realize that I was becoming bored and complacent.  I was facing two of the greatest enemies a master sorcerer could have.  Complacency and boredom have been responsible for the downfall of more sorcerers than all other causes combined.
It can cause them to become careless, in which case they can make one mistake and die quickly.  Or if the sorcerer isn’t living on the edge all the time, it could merely cause him to lose his edge and begin his downfall.  In my case, I became like a recluse or a hermit.  I got to where I didn’t want to see anyone anymore.  My body got flabby from inactivity.  I even started to ignore my personal hygiene.
[image: ]Luckily, I still had the presence of mind to catch myself.  At the time, my mind had grown sluggish.  Thinking was not as easy as it had once been.  My powers had lost their edge.  At first, I thought, I am under attack from another sorcerer.  I was relieved that I had figured it out.  I spent a few days in frantic search for that other sorcerer.  During that time, I didn’t sleep and barely ate anything, making my condition even worse.  Then one day, I happened to be standing in front of the mirror.  The sight of my double chin startled me.  My chest had sunken in.  My once-firm arms had grown flabby and shapeless.  My face looked dirty.  I could smell a strong odor that I knew came from myself.  I was a mess.
[image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ]I know what’s happening, I thought.  I am not under attack from another sorcerer.  It’s much worse than that.  I have gotten complacent and bored.  The complacency has led me to sloppiness.  The boredom has made me lazy.  I only hope I caught myself in time.
My house was also a mess.  I had dirty clothes and dishes all over the place.  I didn’t have any clean clothing anywhere in the house.  So I started a load of laundry.  Then I went up stairs, brushed my teeth, shaved, and took a shower.  Once my clothes were cleaned and dried, I got dressed and went for a walk.  I walked a few blocks when fatigue suddenly hit me.  I had to sit down and rest for a few minutes before I headed back home.  I was appalled to see how easily I got tired.  The next day, I started a light regimen of calisthenics.  After a couple of weeks of this, I noticed that my endurance and energy level increased.  I didn’t get quite as tired and could go for longer walks.  I even started jogging.  I have found nothing that can build up endurance faster than jogging.  After a while, I noticed that my sorcery was getting its old edge back.

2.  I was lucky.
If I had noticed my condition much later, I may not have survived.  As it was, I just barely survived, though some say I should not have.  I found out that one of my enemies, a former master of mine whom I had turned against, Lucius, had a battle with another master sorcerer.  This enemy was very powerful, but must have felt that he was about to suffer a defeat, or else he was too lazy to put out the effort to beat the other master sorcerer.  Anyway, something made him turn tail and run.
Once away from the other master sorcerer, he must have had some kind of an urge to look in on me.  He probably wanted to see how his old “protégé” was doing.  So he projected his astral form and came into my home.  In the state I was in, I didn’t even realize that I was being visited.  That’s a most dangerous state for any sorcerer to be in.  What Lucius saw must have delighted him.  He must have gone home and danced for joy, thinking that he would finally have his revenge on me.
Then one day he came to pay me a visit.  He just showed up in my house and said, “Well, well, my old student.  How have you been?”
[image: ][image: ][image: ]In surprise, I thought, He sees a much weakened version of me.  He probably thinks that I’m easy pickings.  I don’t think he knows that he just barely missed me at my weakest.  I am starting to get stronger now, though I don’t look it yet.  But when he shot some bolts of energy at me, it still knocked me off my feet and stunned me.
“You disappoint me,” said Lucius.  “You have really let yourself go.  That wouldn’t happen if I was still your master.  What do you say?  Join me again and I’ll whip you back into shape.”
He’s taunting me, I thought.  “No,” I said.  “You left me for dead.  You even encouraged me to come up with a suicide incantation so that I couldn’t be taken alive.”
This pause allowed me to recover.  I put out both my hands and willed the most powerful blast that I could.  At the time, I did not realize what level my strength was at and thought I was weaker than I really was.  The blast proved to be quite a surprise to my enemy and to myself.  It not only knocked him off his feet, but onto his ass.  When he got back up, his smile had disappeared, replaced by a scowl.
He put up his hands and shot out a bolt of sorcery at me.  I barely threw a shield up in time.  Unfortunately, it didn’t totally stop the blast.  The majority of the blast splashed off the thin air, just inches in front of my chest.  But some of the blast came through.  I don’t remember anything that came after that.  I can only conjecture that my enemy felt that he had completed his chore, so he left me for dead.

3.  I finally came to, a couple of hours later.
I was groggy and had a major headache.  My body was sore all over.  But at least it wasn’t anything that wouldn’t heal in time.  I knew that if I had been attacked a day or two earlier, I would not have been able to survive it.  As it was, I would have to play dead until I was back up to full strength.  That might be somewhat difficult.  First off, the sorcerer who attacked me would be expecting to see some notice of my death in the newspapers.  He must not be disappointed! I thought.
And so I had some other sorcerers help me to fake my death.  We had all the things going on that they would have had if I’d died.  The news media was notified.  The newspapers and the television news service all referred to me as a renowned psychic.  They made a brief mention of my death.  They even showed images of people lowering a casket into the ground at a funeral service.
Meanwhile, I disappeared.  The tricky part was that I had to do it without sorcery, so nobody could pick up on it and sense what was going on.  The best way to do this was to have myself moved out in a hearse, all covered up.  At the funeral home, they put me into a casket for anyone to view.
What happened behind the scenes made all the difference.  At the funeral home, I went into a trance that lowered my vital signs to simulate death.  Other sorcerers placed me in a black and shiny casket.  The casket had two parts on top that opened separately to reveal my upper and lower body.  A door that could be opened from the inside made up most of the bottom of the casket.  It looked like one piece with the casket from the outside.  They lowered the casket into a specially prepared grave that would hold the casket suspended at the ends.  The grave had a false bottom that slid open, revealing a spacious subterranean chamber that had everything I needed to live in comfort and prepare for the upcoming battle.
I worked myself to physical, mental, and spiritual exhaustion every day.  Sometimes, it seemed like I wasn’t getting anywhere at all.  But even if it didn’t seem like it to me, I was getting stronger and stronger all the time.
But I knew we couldn’t fool my enemy for long.  Even if we could, he would soon be moving in on his next target, anyway.  And I was the only one who could defeat him, because I knew his secrets, but I wasn’t strong enough yet.  As quickly as I got stronger, it didn’t seem like it was going to be quick enough.  Fortunately, my enemy seems to be a slow worker, I thought.  We should have heard about him attacking another sorcerer by now, but we haven’t.
One school of thought was that maybe I was the only one my enemy dared to attack openly, due to my weakened state.  Maybe the other sorcerers needed to be on the lookout for more subtle forms of attack.  Depending on the methods of my enemy, he could be attacking more than one good sorcerer at a time.
They risked much to put out the word to be on the lookout for any subtle forms of attack.  Although my enemy could have picked up this message and traced it to its origin, he didn’t seem to.  I was almost ready and strong enough to come out of hiding, but not quite.
Since I had been Lucius’s protégé, I was probably the only one who could defeat Lucius, because I knew some of his secrets.  I had to stay alive until I was well enough to fight Lucius.  So a few sorcerers guarded the stronghold where I stayed, posing as people visiting the graves of loved ones.  Consequently, they had to come and go in short shifts to avoid suspicion.  They were to remain as inconspicuous as they could.  They stood as a last-ditch defense in case my enemy attacked.  They weren’t expected to stop the attack, just buy time for me to escape.  In short, the sorcerers guarding me considered themselves expendable.
Each day my endurance increased.  My concentration got better and better.  My spells got stronger and stronger until I was ready.  I did not have to announce it.  I could feel that everybody that had been helping me knew it.  The day had come and it was time to challenge the enemy.  I projected my astral form and flew up into the sky.  Then I willed my body through the astral plane, to where my astral body floated, up in the sky. I levitated there.
I stopped up high.  I used my mind to announce telepathically, This is Joe; the sorcerer whom everyone thinks is dead.  [image: ][image: ]I am alive and well and open for business.  I apologize for making anyone go through any grief on my account.
[image: ][image: ]Then I went home and waited.  When I got home, I felt the power pouring into me.  It’s good to be home, I thought.  I am surrounded by objects that have been absorbing and storing power from me for years, even as I have been absorbing and storing power from the surrounding universe.  Now the house will charge me up.
[image: ]I know my wait won’t be long, I thought.  I wasn’t disappointed.  A wall to my left exploded inward, as a dark bolt of energy came through it heading for me.  It struck the air four inches in front of my chest, where it splashed harmlessly off.  I had been ready.
I flew out of the house, through the large hole to meet my enemy.  Lucius appeared as a tiny dot in the sky.  As I approached him, he got bigger.  I put out my hands and willed a greeting blast of pure white light.  Lucius took it and hardly even flinched.  I mused, He certainly is strong!
Then I remembered that Lucius was a master hypnotist.  I knew the techniques it took to avoid being hypnotized by him.  I applied those techniques.  Now I could see things for what they really were.  Without his hypnotic influence, he wasn’t even powerful enough to be considered a master sorcerer.  He struck at me once more.  This time, he wasn’t playing around.  In fact, he seemed to be rather pissed off.  I blocked the blast pretty easily, though.  I paused for a moment.  I took the time to gauge the strength of Lucius’s shield.  Then I gave out with a blast that shattered the shield without doing any harm to Lucius.
I caused an energy mass to form in front of me.  From that energy mass, I formed an arm and a hand about the same size and shape as my own.  I had that hand grab Lucius by the shirt and hold him up in the air, where I made an oversized replica of my face appear.
The face asked Lucius, “Have you had enough?”
Lucius gasped, “Yes, I have had enough!  I am ready to stop!”
I said, “In the name of the divine Elohim, I bind you from using sorcery to do harm to others and to yourself until you make the decision to use your powers for the good of yourself and for humanity.”  Then I set him gently down on the ground.
I told him, “You are now powerless.  If you decide to still do evil, you’ll have to do it without sorcery.  Then the police can deal with you.”
He replied, “I’ll find a way to get my power back.  And when I do, you and the rest of humanity will be sorry.”  By the end of the year, my enemy was in a maximum security prison, serving a twenty year term.

Chapter 37--The Castle Conspiracy

I was back at my house and glad to be there.
No matter what I did while I was out, it always felt good to come back home.  I was having my second cup of coffee while I went through the mail.
It was an odd day with the mail.  It seemed to me that all the mail had a common theme running through it.  There were a lot of people who claimed to be feeling odd, or they knew someone else who was feeling odd.  And every single one of these people said that they felt they or the person they knew were under some mystic attack.  Of course they didn’t know where the attack was coming from.  I put all the letters aside to try to find the common thread among them.  I read through them and examined them from the perspective of a number of different categories.  I almost missed it, but I finally saw the common thread.
What the letters had in common was that they all came from the same town; or rather the towns had the same names in them, but were located in different states.  They were towns such as Castlerock, New Castle, Old Castle, Castle Field, and other variations of the Castle theme.
Admittedly, that wasn’t much to go on, but it was something.  I thought it was the way of some entity for saying; This is my house, my castle.  If that were the case, then I would be able to get a hold of the entity by visiting one of the towns.  So I chose a town at random.

2.  I chose New Castle, Arizona.
I teleported myself there to save time.  When I got there, I could see that it was the standard small town with stores and shops standing side-by-side on the main drag.  I started out by going for a little walk and having a look around.
I noticed an elaborate city park sprawled out between the business and residential districts.  It must have covered fifteen to twenty acres.  It had small hills, a few ponds, and a stream running through the middle of it.  On the edge, near where I stood, I saw a statue of some guy toting a long rifle.  A name I had never heard of before ran across the bottom of the statue.
The next step was to go into a diner and get something to eat.  A lot of times, you can tell a lot about a community by the conversations they have in their eating establishments or how they act or react around strangers, there.
So I walked down the street, looking at the different shops that lined the sidewalk.  I came to one window that had the word, Eats, on it.  It had different businesses on each side of it.  I went into this diner.  Inside to my right, booths with curving seats lined the wall.  Each seat surrounded a table on all but one side.  Napkin dispensers, dishes with sugar and artificial sweeteners, and salt and pepper shakers topped the tables.  To my left, a long counter lined with stools, stretched to the back of the room where a door led to a kitchen or something.  A cash register sat on the center of the counter.  Behind that counter, shelves lined with coffee cups, a soda fountain, and a multi-pot drip coffee maker lined the wall.  Between the counter stools and the booths, ran an aisle down the middle of the dining room.  I sat down on one of the stools.
The first thing I noticed was how quiet it was in there.  Nobody said anything.  I sat there for quite a while and didn’t get any service.  I saw the waitress, silently going to different tables, pouring coffee and delivering food.  I tried waving her down, but she just ignored me.  Finally, I stood up and got in her way as she walked by.  I asked, “Why am I not being waited on?”
The waitress; a blond-haired, trim, middle aged woman wearing a pink uniform dress with white trim; just stood there and looked at me without reacting in any other way.
“Is there anything wrong?” I asked.  She just turned around and walked off.
After a while, I got up and left, not knowing what to make of the situation.  So I walked down the street.  The first store I came to stood on the corner.  Another store flanked it on the right.  The store on the corner had two big windows and a glass door in between.  The words, Odds and Ends, printed out in big letters took up one of the windows.  I went into the store and saw a few rows of shelves with a large variety of items on them.  I picked up a deck of playing cards and a bag of potato chips and went to the front of the store to pay for them.
I placed the items on the counter next to the cash register.  The woman at the cash register had blond hair and a slim figure.  She was sitting on a stool and reading a magazine.  She did not look up from her magazine or in any way acknowledge me.
I said, “How’s it going?” and she still didn’t acknowledge me.
Finally, I reached out with my feelings to see what was wrong with her.  I could just barely see dark energies around her.  They seemed to come from the north. She is under a spell from somewhere, I thought. It is so subtle that it’s barely detectable.  I put a bubble shield around her, but it didn’t look like it was blocking the spell.  But when I checked with my psychic feelers, I could see that it was blocking the spell.  It just wasn’t stopping the effects of the spell.  Apparently, she was only under the lingering effect of the spell.
I locked the bubble in place.  Then I projected my astral form and went inside the bubble.  Then I went inside the body’s mind--her name was Maria--to find out where the effect was inside her mind.  I found that her mind was still active.  But there was a barrier between the active part of her mind and the part that controlled her body.  I could see that the part of her mind that controlled her body was not controlled by her.  At the moment, there was no presence controlling that part of her mind, but I could see that there had been a presence there.  It left its scent behind, though that was getting weaker.  The barrier in her mind was also getting weaker.  That was good, because it was at a place that would be hard to get to without causing a considerable amount of damage to Maria’s mind.  The bad part was that she could still tell what was going on around her, but she couldn’t do anything about it.
The good news was that with the bubble-shield around her, the spell couldn’t get to her mind, so the effects would be wearing off soon.  And so they did.  As I watched, her facial muscles started twitching and her mouth started moving.  Her eyes looked at me and focused on me.  Finally, she stood up and spoke.
She said, “Thank you, oh thank you for coming.  It was a friend of mine who wrote to you.  I, myself did not expect you to show up.”
I said, “There is a good chance I will be visiting a lot of other towns when I leave here.  I need to find out where the spell is coming from and stop it.  Once I lift my bubble, as I must, you will slowly fall back under the spell until I can break it.  I am sorry about that.”
She explained to me how it happened.  She said, “It all started one day when I started feeling funny.  My friend, the one who wrote to you, started feeling funny, also.  Then we noticed that the people around us, all of them, were starting to act strangely.  Before it was too late, my friend got a letter off to you.  Soon after, we lost all control of ourselves.”
I said, “If I take you out of town, you’d probably be away from the influence.”
She said, “I don’t want to do anything that might arouse suspicion.  I need to stay in town so you have a better chance of succeeding.”
“I admire your courage,” I said.  But I shuddered to think what she was going through, to be under someone or something else’s control and totally aware of it.
I concentrated on the bubble and willed it away.  Maria went and sat down where she had been sitting before.  She picked up her magazine and resumed reading it.  It will probably take another day or two before the spell builds up in her mind to the level it was at before, I thought.

3.  I left the store and reached out with my feelings.
I saw some traces of the tendrils of the spell.  I followed them due north to a little known-about mountain in Idaho.  Black tendrils came out of that mountain and went out in various directions.
I found a compound under that mountain.  Just inside the compound was a room lined with doors.  Each door had a name over it.  I opened the door labeled, Castle Hall.  A mile-long corridor ran through the compound behind that door.  Doors lined that corridor at regular intervals on both sides.  The doors had labels on them that had the names of different towns throughout the United States of America.  All of the towns had the word, Castle, in their names.
My senses slipped through one of the doors.  On the other side, I could see, hear, feel, taste, and smell everything there.  I saw a room full of people.  Some of them sat at tables, holding hands.  Some sat in rows of chairs, holding hands.  Some sat alone.  They were all very still, as if asleep.  But I knew that they were all in deep meditative trances.  Then I saw the dark energies, like black mist coming off of each individual and forming something more solid as the energies from each person mixed together to form the group’s energy.
[image: ]So it’s not just any one individual that’s causing the present problem, I thought.  It’s a whole community of people.  I suspect I’ll find pretty much the same thing behind all the doors.
[image: ]I brought my attention back to my own here and now.  I definitely needed help in that situation.  I don’t even know if calling out to the entire sorcery community will bring enough help, I thought.  But at least it will buy me a chance.  So I put out a call to the entire sorcery community.
I stood there in the empty room waiting.  It was only a moment before the first of the help started to arrive.  Thereafter, sorcerers popped in at a rate of a few sorcerers a minute.  I explained the problem to the first individuals, having one write it down for others who may show up.
I said, “There is a mountain in Idaho that contains a compound.  This compound is filled with rooms.  Each one of the rooms is dedicated to a certain town in the United States.  Each room is filled with people, all working to control the people within their town.  We need to do something to stop it.  If we let it go, soon this organization will control the United States, then the world.”  By the time I had finished, a lot more had shown up, nearly filling the small room.
I took the group into a much larger room.  This room had green walls with a forest design on them.  Blue carpeting covered the floor.  A very long table with fifty chairs around it took up the middle of the room.  We filled all the chairs and still had some people standing.  I said, “Does anyone have any idea about what to do about that organization we were just talking about?”
A woman, halfway down the table said, “Let’s storm the place and blast away at anything that moves.  If we take them by surprise, they’ll be helpless.”
I said, “That will work well at first, but once they start fighting back, it’ll be every sorcerer for himself.  I want to take them out without leaving so much to chance.  I don’t want to needlessly endanger other sorcerers’ lives.”
On the other end of the table, Benny suggested, “Why don’t we combine our powers to put up a huge bubble around the establishment?”
But I pointed out, “Yes, that would stop the controlling forces from taking over the towns.  However, we cannot keep it up indefinitely.  Sooner or later, we will have to take the bubble down for one reason or another.  We need a more permanent solution.”
Then it hit me.  “I have an idea,” I said.  “We need to bind the whole mountain and the region around it.  Because bindings are permanent, this makes a permanent solution.”
Josh said, “But the initial binding will take a lot of power.  Plus, if we are discovered, as we most certainly will be, we will have to dispatch some of our numbers for the battle.”
“If anyone can come up with a better solution, I’m all ears,” I said.  No one had anything to offer.  I finished by saying, “For the spell to work, we will need everyone we can get.”
I went on, “Because this spell takes so much power, we need to be there in our physical forms.  Astral forms simply will not do.”  That ended the meeting.  We then teleported to the area surrounding that mountain in Idaho.  I had the secretary of the meeting leave a note behind for future arrivals.

4.  I was one of the first to arrive there.
All around me, the other sorcerers popped into existence.  Within half a minute, we were all there.  Just northwest of us, a huge mountain came to a snow-capped point.  That was our target.  I said, “Gather around me, people.  I need to teach all of you the binding spell that we’re going to use.”  So I explained the spell to them in detail.  A lot of the sorcerers had their own binding spells, but since we were working together, we had to all use the same spell.
We were a pretty big group, but we worked together.  We held hands and chanted while moving around in a big circle.  At the right moments we put our hands up, reaching for the heavens.  Then back down when it was time.
About that time, hundreds of people came flying and running out of the mountain compound.  They must have felt our influence and decided that they wanted none of it.  Just as they were about to attack us physically and with spells of their own, good sorcerer reinforcements started popping up out of seeming nowhere.  They surmised the situation and knew what to do right away.
The good reinforcement sorcerers gathered together.  Wasting no time, they circled around the evil sorcerers.  Dark energies came out of the group of evil sorcerers.  Protective bubbles came up around the good sorcerers.  The dark energies splashed off the protective bubbles.  Then white energies came out of the group of good sorcerers and struck at the evil sorcerers.  They made sure the evil sorcerers stayed in the region of the binding spell.  If any escapes, they’ll be excluded from the spell and might pose a threat in the future, I thought.
Some of the sorcerers tried to leave.  When one of our sorcerers saw this, he shot a bolt of magick at them, being careful to stay out of the circle himself.  That startled them back into the circle.  Acting in like manner, all the reinforcements forced the evil sorcerers to stay in that region without entering the region themselves.
Meanwhile, we had an enormous energy mass building up with our spell.  With my other vision, I saw it growing and gradually filling the whole valley.  When we could not contain the energy mass any longer, we focused it into a thin stream.  We aimed the stream at the circle and released all the energy through that stream.
One by one the flying evil sorcerers started dropping toward the ground.  They’ve lost their powers, I thought.  Just then, some of the reinforcement sorcerers flew in and caught them before they fell to their deaths.  All the evil sorcerers caught were set gently on the ground.  Once they verified that everyone was all right, the sorcerers under my command disappeared one by one as they teleported themselves back to their own lives.
I went back to New Castle, Arizona.  I teleported myself to their city park.  At first, there were only a few people there.  Then as time went by, more and more people started showing up.  Before I left, there were a lot of people walking through the different areas of the park.  To me, that was proof that our plan worked.  All the towns across America that have the word, castle, in their names should be returning back to normal, I thought.

Chapter 38--Goman, Sorcerer from Another Realm

I found myself once more back home.
As always, I enjoyed my rest after a big job.  I had a lot of mail to catch up on because I had been too busy the last few days to tend to it.  With a solid resolve to read all of it, I opened the first bag, emptied it on my large table, folded the bag neatly, and placed it in the corner to give back to the mail man later.
The letters, for the most part, seemed so dull that I had a hard time keeping my attention on them.  I wondered if the people couldn’t get to the point a lot quicker.  It seemed to be a much longer and more tedious job than it usually was.
I worked on the mail all morning.  Around noon, I took a quick break for lunch, then got back to work.  It was around 2:00 PM when I finished with the last letter.  Then I went to the refrigerator to get myself a cold beer.  I sat down in my easy chair and browsed through the channels on my television to see what was on.  I found a good movie and spent the rest of the afternoon watching it.  Then I took a short nap.  Afterwards, I got something to eat.
[image: ]That evening, I picked up a book to study.  Try as I could, I just couldn’t get into it.  Finally, I gave up on the idea of studying and resigned myself to watching more TV.  I am just tired, I thought.  I’ll feel much better after resting up and taking it easy for a while.  Tomorrow, I’ll probably have all kinds of ambition.
[image: ][image: ]But the next day, I still didn’t have much energy.  I thought, By now, I should have more energy, but it just isn’t there.  I concentrated on my feelings to see if I could detect any alien controlling influence.  I concentrated on various parts of my mind.  At first, everything seemed normal.  Then I found something.  That’s different, I thought.  It’s a presence unlike any I have ever felt before.  And it is inside my mind!
There are several types of aliens.  Some are from another country, some from another planet, and some from another realm.  They all have one thing in common.  They are out of place in our surroundings.  Whatever this alien was, even though it didn’t intend me any harm, it sure didn’t belong inside of me.
I found out that the alien’s name was Goman.  Goman wasn’t really trying to control me.  It just ended up inside of me.  That’s what was causing my lack of energy.  Goman was a sorcerer from another realm.  In its own realm, this entity was a solid being and a strong force for good.  But in this realm, a lot of the laws are different.
For one thing, this entity was ghost-like.  For another thing, it was really tired.  It had gotten into a fight with evil beings in its own realm.  Those beings combined their powers to exile Goman from its own realm.  Goman ended up occupying the same space as me, trapped inside my body.
What I had to do was make Goman aware of me and let him know that I intended him no harm.  To start with, I reached inside of myself with my feelings.  I projected my consciousness inside of Goman.
**Hello,** I said.
**Who’s there?** asked Goman.
**My name is Joe,** I said.  **I know that you are Goman.  Somehow you ended up inside of my mind.  I know that you are a sorcerer.  I am also a sorcerer.**
**I thought that I had been cast into some deep, dark hole or realm,** said Goman.  **I might be bound from using my own power, even though I know that it would take a lot more powerful sorcerer than myself to do that binding on me.  There aren’t many of those around, but there are a few.  Let me see if I can move that cellulose object around.**  He referred to a book on my desk.  Presently, I saw the book rise up, then settle back down.
Goman gave an inward sigh of relief.  **Well, that still works,** he said.
I went deeper and gained access to the entity’s memories.  He was a being very different from us physically.  But where it counted, he wasn’t that different at all.  **In my own way, I am a lot like you,** he said.  **I go around doing much the same thing that you do.  I do my part to hold back the forces of darkness.  When someone needs my help and they asked in earnestness, they get it.  Somehow, I got mixed up fighting this ring of sorcerers.  I went
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