. -
e 1l
- e k] i
o A

“Huw.absnlu:tel}r 1;1.:;1'%113-411; this book is!” © &

CYMTHIA SEELY, LIFE COACH

&8s S66
BENNETT, JAMES



LW memeE - Spellbinding poetry and visuals immerse the reader in a mindbending journey of
b twolonely people in search of each other and themselves in Sand Dollar Seven -
SAN a charmer fans are calling "a captivating, romantic mystery" and "a poetry
D&LLAR masterpiece."” SD7 is an epic-length tribute to the power of our mind to shape any

SEVEN future we desire. When the dream is strong enough - when it's real enough - it's

never too late for a second chance.

Lsad

aen a0
BENNETT, JAMES

Sand Dollar Seven

Order the complete book from

Booklocker.com

http://www.booklocker.com/p/books/6382.html?s=pdf

or from your favorite neighborhood
or online bookstore.

Your Free excerpt appears below. Enjoy!



SAND
D_OLLAR
SEVEN



Copyright © 2012 Bennett, James

Library of Congress Control Number: 2012910502
Hardcover ISBN: 978-1-62141-703-3
Paperback ISBN: 978-1-62141-704-0

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced,
stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by
any means, electronic, mechanical, recording or otherwise,
without the prior written permission of the author.

Published in the United States by Booklocker.com, Inc.,
Port Charlotte, Florida.

The story you are about to view
Is all fictitious. None of it’s true.

The characters, places and each event
Are purely for your entertainment.
Resemblance to anyone, living or dead,
Is unintended and all in your head.
These words protect my rights as writer.
(And add to my fame as a cheeky blighter.)

Printed in the United States of America
on acid-free paper.

Booklocker.com, Inc.
2012

First Edition






CHAPTER ONE

Awo\\ce | lie ow the tHhivty-eighth floov

n om upscale Yox, amiAd Aozens move

In & box evew bigger that scvapes the sky.
After all these years I'm wondering why.
My sleepless eyes keep volling avound
The civcular mobius lamp | found,

The fivst in & sculptov’s limited vun

[ vought whew | thought | was hawving fum.
The hole n its center chosses a view

of the city l've grown accustomed to.
Now it's & owe-sided, twisting knife,

Its blade veflecting my Avivew life,

A waning to leave this course | chavted

Befove | wind up wheve | stavted.
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Young | enlisted, a gear to becowme,
Ambitions ais big as big-city hum.

l've vun ow the wheel, a vat in o suit

M & winnerless vace, my heart destitute.
Alone amd winded, I'm facing my age,
Seeking escape from this urbam cage,
Recalling o Aoy wot long ago,

A £av-away vespite in wawvm, summer glow...
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My car went dead avmd | pulled off the voad
Near o coastal town wheve | called to be toweAd.
“IHIl take all movning,” the mechanic Avawled.
“Theve'’s oue i belfore you. Plugs ave fouled.”
‘Any vental cav places?” He kept om wovking.

“No veutals heve,” he amsweved, avm jevking.

| walked to the Acovwary, opened wmy phowne,

Postponed my meeting amd scovufully mooned.
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The mechamic pointed the wrench i his hama
And said “While you've heve, eyjoy the stvamd.”
He gave me o wink. | gave him o Brown.

A well-plavned Aoy had crumbled Aown

To am unmwritten Wedunesday with litHe to Ao
Thom endure the advice of a greasy fool.

He sounds like Fathey, may Goa keep his soul.
He Avifted through life with barely a goal.
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Frustrated over this umseen Aelay,
| Aetevmined to wring from this chamgeling Aoy
Each Avop of value left i its veins

And, as business should go, tuvw losses to gaims.

Way ovevdvessed fov the hours ahead,

| chomged mto casual clothes instead

To find that café | saw Aoww the stveet

And use my computey, perhaps even eat.

Nearing the mouth of the amcient gavage,

| heawd what | +ook for o sonic mivange:

A wmix of the socket wrench creaking behina
With the breeze in the Aoov-a tvick of the mina?
For the sound awvose im the tuunels of aiv
Down Aeep in my eavs, as whispers theve.

| wheeled to see if | heavrd i+ alove...
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Geavhead was off i o wovlAd of his oww.

| watched him o moment. He laboveA ou.
The Harmony | heard was quickly gone.
But in the café It came again,

From the wovth, somehow | could ascevtain,
Stavtling move on the second vound,

Less happenstance wow, pevhaps profouna:

he wear amd teav of a stressful coveer?

epavting the voowm.
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But ow its heels came vumbling booms
lmvading the place in staccato time.

The windows vattled, vesponding i vhyme.

My cup amd spoon weve clinking along.

To the couple it seemed there was wothing wrowg,
Though the womam clutched hev Aewmitasse
As the slammed little Howda pavaded past
And hev mawm, with velleA amimosity,

Praised the “punk’s genevosity”

In shawving his boneavving steveo with all

Ana lifring, | quote, “this cobbee-house pall.”
The womam shushed him. | had to swile.
They heavra the soumds from o tuner Aial
But not Hhls Sound, Hhts Phenomenonw,

Like vadios, Aeal to all stations but one.
Which was | catching? | wamted to know.

| veturned to my cav the computer to stow
And left the gavage, this time to the vight
With am escovt of gulls and & biplame in flight.
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The Music avese amew i thelr wake,
Unrawvelling gently amd proAdding om anche

| knew theve omd thew had been buvied for years,
Beneath o dozew leather veneers.

| Pollowed. The Song would abovuptly stop,
As i the gavage amd cobbee shop,
Returning quicker amd lasting lowgey,

My capacity seemingly growing strongey,
Like staving at 3-D computer avt:

You lock amd see nothing vight at the stavt,
For the image is hiding v open view

Tl you Aeepen your focus amd stave vight Hhvough.
It pulled me alowg while building n powey,

A swelling wave, am unbolding flowey,
Evullient, sweet, intoxicating. |

Bawvely noticeA the tourists sliding by.
Bedfove | knew it | knelt at the samd,
Shedding my shoes on holy lamd.

The Music crested amd tapered away,
Inviting we Please come in amd plavy.

| stepped from concvete unforgiving

To supple wawvmth, accommodating, living.

SAND DOLLAR SEVEN



| reached at last the edge of the ocean,
lts water cold, a heady potion.

Touching my feet, it took my breath

And | Lell vight theve n love Hll Aeath.

With volleA up pawnts | splasheA Aoww the veach.
I Poaming scallops the sea would veach

My Hugling feet, for moments lingey,
Massaging my toes with grainy fingers,

Then slip awary hissing, pevsuading the soma
To forget | was theve with the waves of its hamd.
The oceam’s voice intevlaced with the Sowg,
A buoyaut symphony. | floared along.

That sense of well-peing minutes ago

Was just the begimuing. It continued to grow
As | headed wovth. So | stavted to vun.

My mind was cleaw, ais if shot from o gun.
Approaching the piey, | made the Aecision

To vest n its shade. It spamned wmy vision.
Avove on the boardwalk, against the vailing,
Sightseers watched the suvding amd sailing.
Oune stood out £vom all the vest

Her movements suggesting mavvelous zest.
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Brightly Avessed under wide-brvim hat,
She pointed hev cameva, clunky ama fat,
Divectly at wme, I'm Laivly suve,

Thew turned away with a swile Aewmure.
GalvamizeA by hev mischievous swile,

I thought I'A vest ON the pier a while.

So wovth of the pier amd out of her sight
| climbed the staivs. She was off to wmy vight,
AnA heading seaward, away fvom wme,
Glamcing novthward casually.

Waiiting for me to veappeav?

ov wot? The “not” I'A wovmally feav,
Novwmally, ves, ow o novmal Aoy

But uot that day when £ar away

| found wheve | was meamt to be

And Aiscovered the local Symphowy.
Feavlessly | stvode on by

With om efPortless smile amd o casual “Hi”
“Hl” She giggled, canght unawave.

She turned away, all hat and haiv.
Guess | was vight. | continued to play.
“Isw’t i such awm incredivle Aay?”

She turmed to me with eyes on Stun

AnA o swmile that humbled the morning sum.
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‘Like music to my eavs,” she sighea.

Her swile, her voice, her bearing, hev eyes,
Cowspived with hev phvase-a coincidence of wovds?-
To throw me off. | was walking backwards.
Behind my heel, an ovnery plavk

Had vaised its edge to complete the pramk.
What happened next was & jestev’s Aamce,
Aloss of Htle to elegamce.

| Aovced the Two-homdeA Taxi Hall,

The Surfer’s Crouch ama Backpedal Flail.

| capped it off with the Wings of the Gull
And suvvived the tvip without cracking my skull.
Our eyes for a second locked together

AnA tewpovawily | Aidw’t know whether

To laugh or curse. ‘Are you all vight?”

She stepped towavd wme, easing my plight-

| summoned my humor amd bowed vevy low
Like om actor om stage at the end of a show.
‘Catrch my act atr Strat-ford-ow-Avon,

Fov professional klutzes, a welcome haven.”
Clapping, hev swmile veturned to the fove.

Full of esprit, she yelleA “Encove!”
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“Thanks,” | said. “That's all Lor +odary.

Youw'll hawve to come amd see the play.”

‘Give me a time amd I'll be theve.”

Wats she joking ov flivking? | veturmed her stave.
I+ was saber to evy toward innocewce

And gromt o wide bevth to impudence.

So | vedivected the cowversation

n favor of o Aeeper explanation.

| walked to hev. “Like music, you said?”

She picked up the couvevsational thread.
“You know...the surf, the gulls. And the vbreeze
Wheu it blows through the eucalyptus tvees...”
She paused. | nodded, Aisappointed.

They weve things to which wmost people pointed.
I+ wars pleasuve, howevey, just watrching hev speak.
Had her ample lips beew puvving in Greek

I'A Leigu | knew it to stamd n hev presence
AnA bask m hev spavkling eflevvescence.

She cavefully weighed her next expression.

“Theve's something else. It's just am impression-"
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‘Maybe you'll laugh. This may sound Aumb,
But...mever mind. So, wheve ave you from?”
My jaaw was Aamgling. | veeled it in.

Better uot push it. | gawve her o gvin.

Dow’t vock the boat. Just holA it steady.
She’A open up if ov when she was veady.

| omsweved hev question. Hev mouth opened wide.
“That's MY city! You've kidding. What side?”
“The south,” | said. She inhaleA. “Come on!”
‘I sweaw it's true!” | langhed. Wheveupon

of all things to happen, hev hamdbag vamg.
My cav is veady,” she practically samg.
She spoke to hev phowne, looking Aoww. “Hello?”
She glamced at wme, her eyes aglow.

“How wmuch will it ve?... That's wot too bad...
Il ve vight over.” My heavt went sad.

“I'l be vight over” meant she would go.

| AiA wmy best to Aelay hey, though.

“My plugs,” she said. “He gave me o Aeal.”
‘“We shave a city. How uwveal,”

| neavly gushed, wot paying attention.

‘What brings you heve-a cameva convention?”
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She touched hevr camera, worn amd knobby.

‘I wish,” she gvinmed. “It's just & hovby.”

Hev eyes vam off Lor o place to hide.

| kvew it. | WAS on that filwm nside.

“I've lovea to shoot since | was o child.

Then growing up, the Aveam got fled.”

Hev mouth wove o swile amd her eyes, vegret.
| kmew that song. We could sing o Auet.

“But I'm glad | brought my camera alowg.

| found o plaace wheve | coula velong.”

She pointed novthwavd up the veach.

“It's way up theve amd havd to veach.

Yow'll walk £ov am houy, but once you've theve
You won't see a touvist amywheve.

Which is 0AA. IH's such am incredivle place,

And, ..." Again, shywess tinted her face.
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And,” | knew | conld Finish her thought,
“Theve's Music theve, like a song you fovgot-
I+ plays between your skull amd your braiw,
And enevgy-wise, you've a child again.”
Suvprised, hev eyes moved to amd o,
Probing my own, seeking to know

Just how | was able to speak her mina.

| staved hev Aoww, feeling umnconfined.
“How Aid you know Hhat?” Twice she spoke.
“How Al you know?” And thew | awoke.

Hev smile had wmelloweAd. Her eyes weve intewse.
| admitted hev into my confidence.

‘I heaw it; too. I¥'s the wildest tHhing.

And | sense that Hais is just the begiuning.”
Her fingers plucked her camera pack.

| tested the water. “‘Wamna 96 back?”
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Hev face slipped under the bvim of hev hat.
Attached to its band was a stickpin cat.
“I'Alove to but sovvy, | have to go.”

Al | coulA catch was the andie,

But her voice was sinceve. “Heve i+ is.”

Hev ace veappeaved. “This is my viz.”

She offered a blue-green, plastic cava.

| Aug in my pockets, vummaging hawvd-

My cavds weve back in my business suit

She watched me patting my pockets. “Cute,”
She giggled. “Don't wovvy.” My eavs weve heating.
‘Leaving now, | com make my meeting.

But call me i you figuve it out,

AnAd tell me what this place is avout.”

(As i | woulan’t call amywery?)

“I'll be back i the city on Fviday.

Uwless | come back heve for good.

And givenm a choice, | cevtainly would.”
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We stavted back to the head of the piev.
“The choice is yours. Your futuve is heve,”

| SAA, omA vead hev name alound.

Saying it made wme stramgely proud.

| sid my nawme amd “Nice meeting you.”
“You veally Hhink so? Truly you Ao?”

‘I think i+ WAS wice meeting you.”

At last she canght my humov. “0oo!”

She slapped my avm. “You knew what | meant.”
Hev swile approved of my Aevilment.

“Yes,” I langhed. “For a cevtain few,

“This is wheve their Aveams come true.”
We lingeved in each other’s eyes,

A vaptuvous, fleeting, final veprise.

Soom our feet weve back ou lamd.

“Have fuw up theve.” She gave hevr hawmd,

| shook it with my vight omd left.

Her lightuing gaze, quick amd Aeft,
RicocheteA off my lips amd back,

The touch of these eyes a thunder crack.

She swiled amd turwed and walked away.
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| watched hev walk, hev £ull hips swary
And vifled my mind to fiud a way

To keep her theve. What could | say?
“Hawve a sabe tvip!” | yelleA at hev back.
Clever wovds, Siv Bramiac.

But hey, she smiled. ‘| wamt & veport!”

| velleAd out ‘Saturday! Let’s consovt!”
She nodded and slipped vehind a fence
Displaying o pavade of advertisements:
Restauvants, ventals, shops of all manner.
The loudest of all was & yellow bamner
AnA om i+ & view it daimed was “Hhe most’-
A plame vide's aevial view of the coast.
As L vead, it soaved ovevhead

With & sign m tow. “‘What & view!” it vead.
Cuviously, though its Ailuted voar

Was not of Hthe Music, ultevioy,

It nevertheless was vesonating

With om tnner vhythm, resuscitating
Sepia-tone mewmovies, Aecades Aeep

of childhooAd Aays when fun came cheap:
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Alvplomes of paper amd balsa wooA

(The propellevs wever wovked as they shouldl)
And Lovk-tailed mavtens civcling the sky
And..why AlA | wever leavw to fly?

AnA why was | Awelling on this stufe

As i she’A dealt a havsh vebu bl

That made me vun omd hide in shame
By imagining my favovite goame?

Whew, vather tHhom humiliation,

She’A offeveA me am nvitation

To see hev later back i the city
And-wow, she was Labulous, wasw't she?
A veason, £ one, for leaving this place.

For now, though, theve was this Power to tvace.
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| pauseA fov watey, Aescended the staivs
AnA vowm o, past the haunts omd veparivs
Congested with tourists, focused instead
ow the Euevgy locus Aivectly ahead.
Rumnning, | felt o paradox

Untvaceable by gaunges ov clocks,

Unless their geavs could vum in vevevse:

| grew less winded the move | travevseA.
And-how coulA i+ bel-with each wew meter
The Symphony grew even fuller amd sweeter
T, just &s she had indicated,

The veachfront grew less populateA

And seconds later | vom alone

Except for a mam amd his Aog with o bone
Who were heading my way. We nodded amd smiled.
Beyoud their tvacks the samd looked wila,
Just wood-gvaiin vipples, wo tvacks at all,
Like touvists had met am tnvisivle wall.

The tracks of the mam weve a tight U-turn
As if he'd vecalled o pressing concevn

So wear the promontory ahead,

And pressing ow he'd Lorfeited.
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He wasw't alowe, to lock at the samA.

Was FovwavAd motion somehow bamuneA?

Theve wasn't a “Keep out” sigu in sight-

But she had made it through all vight.
she’a plevced the unseen vavvicade.

Ana evew the sinuous trail she’d made
Echoed the joy that moved hev Peet

| stepped in hev Pootprints, cevtain we'A meet
ow the coming weekend, feeling hev theve

In hev shovter stvide. Why | Aidw't prepave

By committing hev number to memory

Is & thought that vacks me incessantly.

Hev tracks at the headlomd weve all confusion,
For theve in the path weve vocks in profusiow;
But she made it through amd so Aid L.

The Hde pools novmally would gratily
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Weve | less obsessed with vounding this headlana
Blocking a sight umpavagoned.

others, I'm cevtain, would disagree,

As one loves coPlee amd amothey, tea.

So | speak for myself, myself alone

In calling that place cavved Aeep in stone

By the eudless thrusts of a passionate sea
With its clifftop grove of night-green tvee
Sevvating the edge of the sky ou top,

A vision that brought my heavt to a stop.

The Chovus was softev heve at Its souvce,

A storm’s eye turning with tawmer fovce.

Its peaceful Avizzling wavmed wme thvough
AnA my nmer pevcussion matched I+ avew,
The veat of my heavt in sync with that cove.

I lost all Aesive thevealter to vove.
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| kmew every shadow, each shift of the breeze,
Each pelicam levitating past with ease,

And the lizavd’s miniature avalamwche

AnA the Aviftwood’s desiccated, Bractal bramch.
| knew thewm like I'A livea theve vefove.

That's wot it. It was semething wmove.

It wars just as i I'A always been theve,

Right theve stamding, though umawave,

Evect on my feet but immersed in sleep,
Dreaming o Aveam so wide amd Aeep

That it seemed like like, the actual thing,
With its building, stviving, accomplishing,

Theu suddenly woke to veality

I the place | kvew | was meant to ve.

| furmed to the sea fov oam awesome view

The best all morning, completely new,

Theun back to the cliff and its halb-moon edge.
To stamd up theve would be a privilege!

But could | climb so steep o cliff?

Evvor’s penalty would ve stifd

Assistamce came vight out of the blue:

The plame amd its bavner that vead ‘What a view!”
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CHAPTER TWO

Tb\e ad was true. "My God, what a view!”
I yelled to the pilot. It was nothing new,

To him, amywary. He nodded amd swiled
While | sat there gvinning, o full-grown child
Who'A Lounad o wary, abter all this time,

To jump n & paper plame amd climp

Way up to the sky like o humawm bivd,

A boistevous one. The engine thundeveAd.
How had | tovn mysel® away

From the cove up ahead? I'A almost stayed
But Lelt move need for o view from the aiv.
Some things ave visivle only rom theve.
“Theve!” | yelled, pointing Aown to the site.
‘Wheve?” yelled the pilot. “Theve on the vight?”
Yes,” | said, “on the cliff im the grass.”
‘Grarss? Ov Ad you say ‘cvevasse?”

Wars noise impaiiving our couvevsation

Oy Aid | see a hallucination?
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“Turn avound..let’s see it again!”

He heavaA me THEN, for he banked the plame.
Heading south, we Avopped in low,

With the left wing down amd flying slow.
The tvees below us ambled past.

The grassy cleaving came at last.
“Theve it is! The five-point pattevn!”

He looked as if I'A beamed from Satuvw,
“Didn’t you see? It was big as & house!”
“Big as & house ov swmall as a mouse,

Al Hhat's Aowm theve, wovth of the veach
Is Aamgevous shoveline wo oue cam veach.
But Lolks see weivd stuff way up heve.
I've heavd it all n my cavee.

Saw my own ‘ex’ down im that water.
Ilooked again. It was just awm ottev.”

His face was grawve, then popped with launghter.
What else could | say thevealter?
AccorAding to him, | hadw't exploved

Nov stood wheve nwo mam stood vefove

Nov seen o giawmt, ellipse Aesign

Embossed i the grass, a five-point sigu.
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But | knew that SHE would woawmt +o heav.
I'A sewd her a photo. She wouldw't jeev.

| Aug in my pocket to grab wmy phone.
What happened next still makes me wmoam.
Stuck i the phone was hev business cava,
Hitching o vide n the button guavd.

The wind attacked. I+ flutteved away.

LIRS

Five PM.: | was well on my way

And beating myself Lov losing hev cavd
With & better solution, shavp and hava:

| counld have input-bloody helll-

Just punched hev wumber into my celll
Alo-tech mam n o high-tech wovlA.

Om top of which my seuses swivled
Avticipating Saturday’s kiss.

And thus hev words | quick Aismissed:
My plugs,” she said. “He gave me a Aeal.”

My fists relaxed on the steeving wheel.
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Homg ON then. Theve'’s wo weed for pamic.
Both of us met the same mechamic...

AnA he would hawve her number amAa stveet!
| called his number on the veceipt

But got the message, Maalox wmil4,

“Youv call comnot be completed as Aialed.”
| punched the numbers again and again
A vemember thinking I'm insame

When, veaching over to check the veceipt,

| watched i+ fade on the passengev seat.

| called the Chambper. | calleA InPormation.

Neither knew of the sevvice station.
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A column of ants cvawled up my spine.

My Cav wats puvving, vumming fine...
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