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  A most unusual occurrence last night.  Intriguing?  Certainly odd and perhaps an omen;  I really don’t know.  But before I explain, I must retrace my steps a bit.

Last Fall I picked up a book off a cast-off table of unwanted books that people in the department bring in for others to dispose of.  The book’s title is “Into The Deep”.  I like water-based stories, so that’s why I picked this one up.

It was a story that took an unusual approach to the history and future of mankind.  Basically and, of course this is fiction, I think, the storyline was that whales and, in particular dolphins,  are the primary intelligent species on earth.  In this case, offshore drilling was going to puncture through to a cauldren of molten earth’s core and annihilate most of Southern California (as if they need any help).  

The dolphins knew what was happening and went about attempting to connect with certain humans who were receptive to the dolphins ability to communicate.  A very well-written story that made the whole scenario believable and caused, for me, an instant affinity with these warm-blooded creatures.  

I like animals.  In particular, I like dogs and cats.  I’m fascinated by wolves.  I hope to eventually make friends with the backyard squirrels and chipmunks, but that probably won’t happen until Daisy The Cat moves on to another dimension.  I even like bats.

Anyway, the story left me infatuated with the dolphin mystique.  So when I was in Florida for a few days last Spring, I was thrilled when, while deep sea fishing with Clarence, a group of dolphins converged on the boat and played within touching distance while the boat was motoring back to harbor.  It was such a hoot to be so close to those clever critters in the wild.

Then, last night, many, many miles from the nearest dolphin, I was busy transplanting some peonies into an area that I had removed the sod over the weekend.  I hit something with the shovel and, because the light was getting dim, thought it was only a stone.  However, there was something odd and familiar about the shape.  

I reached down into the dirt, and remember this is three to four inches into the ground in an area that was quite far removed from any construction projects in at least fifty years, and picked up the object.  I brushed it off and held it in the palm of my hand, bringing it closer for a better look.

 It was ----  a miniature plastic dolphin.

  I was dumbstruck to think that, of all the places I could have been digging,  my shovel point struck a miniature dolphin in the backyard of a home that is fifteen hundred miles from dolphin territory.

Strange.  An almost instantaneous spiritual connection.  I was moved by the moment.

I couldn’t convince The Sandstress, the one who puts the weird in my –oo, that it was a fossilized baby dolphin.  But, she agreed that it could be more than just bizarre.    Little dolphin, so far unnamed, is going to stick with me.  I don’t know if it means anything, but it’s kinda fun thinking about it.

