Chapter thirteen

  The travelers sat around a blazing fire in the twilight. Morrison sat on his bedroll contentedly smoking his pipe. Aaron sat close to the fire feeding it with logs. Farren sat on his bedroll occasionally glancing at Leigh. She stared into the fire thoughtfully. The fire emitted a warm golden light. Soft shadows fell behind them in the valley.

  Leigh looked over at Morrison curiously. The smell of the herbs burning in his pipe had caught her attention. “What are you smoking there, Morrison ?”

 Morrison cast his bleary eyes her way. “My own special blend of herbs. Sort of reminds me of something,” he chuckled, “but I cant remember what.”

  She sniffed the smoke in the air. Leigh got up and went over to where Morrison sat. She plopped down beside him. “Mind if I try?”

  Aaron laughed. “Well I never,” he commented. “A woman smoking!”

 Leigh ignored him and Morrison handed her the pipe. She took it and sniffed it, then took a cautious puff. The taste was familiar enough.  She exhaled the smoke. “It’s pot,” she declared. “I’ll be damned.”

  “Familiar, Leigh?” Morrison asked.

  Leigh smiled at him for the first time. “It is like something I used to smoke in my world. Care to share that?”

  Morrison looked at her with bloodshot eyes. “Help yourself,” he invited.

  Leigh took a cloud of smoke deep into her lungs. “Thanks,” she choked, “I can use a buzz.”

Aaron and Farren stared t her as she smoked deeply from Morrison’s pipe. Morrison smiled at her. “Does funny things to my head too.”

  Aaron was suspicious. “What do you mean it does funny things to your head?”

  “Do you drink mead?”

  Aaron wrinkled his nose. “Rarely. I prefer wine or sunfruit liqueur.”

  “It gives you that same type of feeling only without the drunken side effects. Care to try it?”

  Aaron shook his head. “Not me. I like to stay on my toes. I hope that you won’t be impairing yourself when you’re guiding us through the mountains.”

  Morrison grinned. “Actually I think it does wonders for the senses.” He looked at Farren. “How about you friend?”

  Farren looked at the pipe Leigh was handing back to the gypsy. He felt a little intimidated by it. “I have never smoked a pipe before. Actually, I have never smoked anything before. I don’t even know how.”

 “You just draw some smoke in. I wouldn’t take too big of a pull,” Morrison advised.

  Farren tentatively went over and sat to Morrison’s other side. He took the pipe from him. All eyes were on Farren as he nervously took a slight puff. He tried to hold it, but coughed violently almost instantly. His face was beet red and tears streamed from his eyes. His friends laughed good naturedly.

  “Don’t feel bad,” Leigh teased, “you gotta cough to get off.”

  Aaron got up and went over to them. He sat beside Leigh, leaned forward and took the pipe out of Farren’s hand. Smiling, he jested, “Cant send a boy to do a mans job. Let me show you how to do it Farren. A gentleman takes a good puff for the flavor and inhales just the right amount. Watch.” Aaron demonstrated the aristocratic way to smoke a pipe. He took a bigger hit than Leigh expected of him and held it in for a comfortable time. He let the expired smoke trail out of his mouth in one long delicate stream. A sizable smile spread across his lips. “This is no ordinary mixture, Morrison.”

  “My special blend.”

  Aaron indulged in another large toke, just enough to feel a slight tingle. Leigh was studding him, trying to hide the fact that she was pretty impressed. He knew how to handle his herbs. He smiled his devilish smile at her extending his hand out to her. She took the pipe from the palm of his hand. Leigh smiled back, brow raised. “Very impressive,  Windwalker.” 

  Farren was dismayed. “Let me try again,” he requested as Leigh hit the pipe again. She handed it to him. He was aware that everyone was watching him. All the more reason to get it right. Determine, but more careful this time, he tried again. This time he was able to hold it in a little longer than two seconds and released his breath without coughing up a lung. “Not bad,” he croaked.

  Leigh laughed cheerily. “I can’t believe we’re smoking a bowl together.”

  Farren handed the bowl back to Morrison. He was feeling lightheaded. Farren had only been drunk a few times in his life. This was quite different. His head tingled and he could feel his heart beating hard. He stood up near panic. “I need some air,” he squeaked. 

  Leigh  stood up and took his arm to steady him. “Come on there, Hendrix, lets go walk it off.” She started to lead him away from the others. Over her shoulder she called, “We’ll be back.” They disappeared into the darkness.

 Aaron went back to his seat and resumed stoking the fire. Aaron snickered. “I think our boy is feeling a little out of touch.”

  Morrison heaved a sigh. “I think so. How about you ?”

  Aaron looked up at Morrison. The fire danced in his glassy eyes. “Me? Oh, I am at the top of my game. That’s some good shit ya got there old timer. Tastes green, and it made me dizzy. ”

  Morrison smiled at Aaron. “Isn’t that the point?”

  Leigh strolled Farren under the stars. She had a smooth buzz happening for herself. Farren’s panic subsided and now he was feeling quite relaxed. When they had put some distance between themselves and the others Farren stopped to sit. Leigh lie in the grass beside him gazing up at the strange stars above. Two moons shimmered in the distance. “This place is so amazing,” she sighed. “All of the stars are in the wrong place of course, but it’s magnificent.”

  “They don’t compare to you.”

  She smiled in the moons’ light. “Do you suppose one of those stars is my sun?”

  “Perhaps,” he replied. “I really couldn’t even make a good guess. I know absolutely nothing about dimensional travel. I never studied the stars.”

  “I don’t know either.”

  A silence fell between them as Leigh studied the twinkling celestial bodies. She tried to memorize their positions, find constellations, trying desperately to absorb as much of the magic she could from this enchanting world. While Leigh was observing the sky, Farren was ogling Leigh. He tried to be descrete about it, but his altered state left him rather defenseless. His eyes traced the curves of her body in the moons’ light. He longed to caress her bare flesh. 

  He wanted to say something pretty, something romantic, but all of his poetic words escaped him now. The best he could do was to be honest. “Leigh?”

  She turned her head toward him. “Yeah.”

  “I have to tell you something.”

  “You can tell me anything. You should know that by now.”

  Farren paused a minute, a million thoughts racing through his mind. “My family wants me to marry. I am not really interested in any of the girls in my village. Truth is, I’ve never really been attached to anybody. I always believed that when the time was right I would find the right woman for me. I didn’t think it would be under such bizarre circumstances…”

 “ Farren, what are you getting at?”

  He took a deep breath and let it out. “I’m falling in love with you, Leigh.”

  She sat up and stared into his eyes. Her heart swelled with emotion. She gathered her thoughts and responded, “I know. I’ve been  feeling the same way.”

  This was more than he had hoped for. Without any hesitation Farren wrapped an arm around her shoulder and drew her to him. It felt good to have her body next to his. He starred down into her eyes. “ I was mistaken. I am in love with you.”

  He pulled her into him. Her small, soft frame pushed into his chest. He could feel the swell of her breasts against him. Softly, he closed his mouth over hers, kissing her the way he had dreamed of for what seemed  an eternity.          

