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veryone always complained that nothing exciting ever happened on Baxter 

Street.  It was a quiet little street in a quiet little town.  Only today things would 

be much different.  There was an awful lot of noise coming from one particular 

backyard, and all around the neighborhood people were poking their heads out of 

windows to see what was going on.  

E 
It didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out that all the sawing and hammering 

was coming from the Brenner yard.  Kids from all over the neighborhood were trying to 

get a good look.  No one had been allowed through the gate.  Michael Brenner had been 

given strict orders by his older brother, Freddie, to keep everyone out and he guarded the 

entry like a warrior ready to do battle. 

School had just let out for the summer and Freddie Brenner, who dreamed of one 

day becoming the greatest architect in the world, was hard at work building something he 

hoped the town would never forget---a tree house.  Not just any tree house, but a 

spectacular tree house.  A tree house that would be the envy of every kid in the 

neighborhood. 

While Michael was trying hard to keep back the growing crowd of kids, Freddie 

and his best friend Ernie were up in the branches of a giant oak tree hard at work laying 

into place the new tree house floor. 

Ernie jumped up and down on the floor to test its strength.  “It’s pretty strong.  

What’s next?” 

Freddie unrolled the drawing plans his dad had helped him with and poured over 

the next step.  “The side wall should go in next.  I figure we’ve got to cut the wood just 

right to make room for the windows and the secret wall panel.” 

Ernie smiled.  “Cool!” 

Freddie’s mind was filled with big dreams of how his tree house was going to 

change things on Baxter Street once and for all.  In just a few short hours, the word about 
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what he was building had spread like wildfire.  Kids were riding their bikes past his yard 

to get a better look.  Others hung on the fence.  Freddie smiled secretly to himself.  He 

didn’t have time for any of them now.  He knew they were all waiting for the very minute 

he finished his great masterpiece.  Then they’d be swarming from everywhere, like bees, 

to get in on the action his new tree house would provide.  But Freddie had some very 

different plans in mind.  This was his tree house and soon he’d make sure everyone knew 

it. 

Freddie was thinking about how he’d even start a special club with special 

membership.  But first they’d have to pass a secret initiation test —and of course, he’d be 

the president.  He’d make all the rules.  He’d be the one to decide who could and could 

not enter.  Oh boy!  He couldn’t wait to get this tree house finished.  He was going to be a 

big man in his neighborhood very soon now—a VERY BIG MAN. 

“Hey, Michael.  Hand me up some more nails,” he shouted down, hammering 

even faster. 

“No, and I don’t want to guard this stupid old gate anymore either,” Michael 

complained.  “I want to come up there, too?  It’s not fair. You’re having all the fun.” 

Freddie put down the hammer and wiped the sweat from his brow with the back 

of his hand.  “Aw, c’mon Mike.  Hand me the nails!  You can come up as soon as I finish 

the side wall.” 

“NO!” Michael protested even louder.  “I want to come up right now or else!” 

Ernie frowned.  He knew where this was heading.  “He’s going to go running to 

your mom again if he doesn’t get his way.” 

Freddie rolled his eyes.  Michael could be such a tattletale and whiner.  If he 

complained to their mother, she’d get annoyed and make him stop work for the day.  He 

didn’t want that to happen.  Little brothers could be a royal pain. 

“Alright, Michael.  Come on up,” he called down, getting to his feet.  He took a 

step towards the ladder.  “Just be careful.” 

But just as Freddie uttered those very words, he forgot to be careful himself.  He 

tripped over the hammer he’d just laid down and lost his balance.  He grabbed for a 

nearby branch to steady himself but wasn’t fast enough and it slipped through his hand.  

It all happened so fast.  There was no stopping him as Freddie tumbled backwards, falling 
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from the safety of his tree-top perch to the ground below.  He hit his head with such a 

“thud” that everything around him became blurry and he slipped into a vast blackness. 

Strangely enough, it didn’t last very long.  Freddie woke up a few seconds later, a 

bit stunned, but not feeling any pain.  He wasted no time getting to his feet. 

“Whew!  That was a close one,” he breathed. 

Well, now that he was okay, he’d better quiet his brother who was screaming for 

help at the top of his lungs.  Ernie looked pretty worried, too.  He was shinnying down 

the tree house ladder faster than a fireman going to a three-alarm fire. 

“All right, you guys,” Freddie called out.  “Cut out the silly business.  Let’s get 

back to work.” 

No one listened to him.  “Look, I’m fine!” he added, watching them run right past 

him, ignoring him completely. 

“What’s the matter with you guys?” he shouted even louder. 

Freddie was getting very irritated.  Just where did they think they were going, 

anyway?  He turned his head to see for himself, and when he did he witnessed the most 

incredible sight.  He had to look again just to make sure his eyes weren’t playing tricks 

on him.  His mouth dropped open in disbelief.  No, it couldn’t be! 

There he was, Freddie Brenner, still lying on the ground where had had fallen.  As 

clear as the nose on his face—there were now TWO of him!  And, the one on the ground 

wasn’t moving.  How in the world had this happened?  For the life of him, he didn’t 

know what to make of it. 

Michael’s wild screams had already brought half the neighborhood running.  

People seemed to be coming from everywhere to find out what was wrong.  Freddie saw 

that Ernie had run to tell Freddie’s mom, and he watched her now as she dashed from the 

house, her face pale with fright.  She’d been baking and Freddie could see the flour still 

on her hands as she ran to that “other Freddie” lying on the ground and hovered over him. 

It seemed that everyone was shouting instructions at once.  Freddie was shouting 

pretty loudly himself, but no one paid any attention to him.   A little girl cried out in 

horror, “Mommy, Mommy is Freddie dead?”  He heard the mother quickly “ssshh” the 

little girl. 
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“I’m not dead,” Freddie shouted back.  “I’m right here in front of you.  I’m the 

real Freddie Brenner, not him,” he said pointing to that “other Freddie” on the ground.  

He did everything but stand on his head to get someone’s attention, but it was getting him 

nowhere fast.  Everyone just continued to ignore him. 

Before long there was the sound of sirens racing up Baxter Street.  An ambulance 

with flashing lights screeched to a stop right in front of Freddie’s house.  Two men in 

white jumped out carrying a long stretcher and quickly fought their way through the 

crowd to where Freddie had fallen. 

As Freddie watched, he got so caught up in the mad confusion of it all that he 

could only stare in bewilderment as the men whisked away the “other Freddie” into the 

back of the ambulance.  He watched his mother climb in after the “other Freddie,” and an 

odd feeling came over him.  He saw the paramedics slam the doors shut with a finality 

that seemed to cut Freddie off from everything.  He knew he had better do something 

about it and do it fast. 

“Hey, wait a minute!  Come back here!”  Freddie yelled.  “I’m here!  Right here!”  

But nobody would listen. 

Geez!  Was everyone going crazy, he wondered?  Didn’t they know they’d gotten 

the wrong Freddie?  Somebody was going to have to straighten this whole mess out.  It 

was getting out of hand! 

Freddie thought fast.  He knew they would take that “other Freddie” to the 

hospital.  He was going to have to get to that hospital too.  And just as he thought about 

how he was going to get to there, he felt himself tingle all over.  Then, in a flash he 

suddenly found himself there. 

Wow!  Something really weird was happening.  Was he dreaming, he wondered?  

But it didn’t feel like a dream.  His body felt kind of funny—not like it normally felt at 

all.  It felt so light, like a feather, and somehow it had taken him to the hospital without 

having to get a ride there.  He didn’t know what to make of it. 

Freddie found himself in a busy hospital with nurses and doctors in white starched 

uniforms hurrying all over the place.  He looked in every direction, not knowing where to 

begin.  It was not going to be all that easy finding out what they had done with that “other 

Freddie” in a place this big. 
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He went over to the nurse’s desk, but they paid him no mind as they discussed 

some cute new doctor on call.  He jumped up on the desk and shouted at the top of his 

lungs to get someone’s attention. 

“Now hear this.  I’m Freddie Brenner and I’m looking for that kid they brought in 

here who is pretending to be me.  Somebody better answer me or I’m going to tear this 

hospital apart until I’ve found him.” 

He stepped off the desk and as he did another amazing thing happened.  He 

simply hung there, suspended in air for a split second before slowly floating back down 

to a stop just a few inches off the ground.  Freddie looked down once, then twice.  His 

feet weren’t even touching the ground. 

“Wow!  How did I do that?”  He tried floating back up again and did it easily. 

Freddie was amazed.  He wondered what else he could do.  He spread his arms out and 

thought about soaring like a bird and he glided right across the reception area. 

“Man, oh man, look at me.  I can fly!  I can actually fly! 

But everyone stared right through him as if he were invisible or something.  In 

fact, Freddie was beginning to believe that maybe he was invisible.  Boy, wouldn’t that 

be something!  He could just see the newspaper headlines now.  “Invisible Flying Boy 

Baffles the World,” or “President of the United States Wants Invisible Boy for Top 

Secret Mission.”  It might be he really had something going for him here? 

Freddie soon learned he could do many more amazing things.  He whizzed off 

down the hospital corridor doing low dives, spins and rolls like a stunt pilot at an air 

show. 

He was having such a great time.  Then unexpectedly a door swung open right in 

his face.  It was too late to float out of the way.  Freddie braced himself for what was sure 

to be a good nose clobbering.  To his surprise, it never came.  He simply passed right 

through the door as if it weren’t even there.  Boy, this was getting better and better!  

Freddie hadn’t even felt a twinge.  Not only was he invisible and could fly without effort, 

but now he could also pass through doors.  Amazing!   

He looked back once again at the door, just to convince himself it really was solid 

and that he really had passed right through it.  The nameplate on the door drew his 
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attention.  He saw to his surprise that it was a name he recognized.  “Room 118 – Melissa 

Flowers,” the sign read. 

What luck!  If anyone could figure out what was happening to him, Melissa could.  

She was the smartest girl in his class—maybe even smarter than Freddie, but he wasn’t 

going to admit it.  He’d heard from Ernie just this morning that she was in the hospital 

having her tonsils taken out.  Freddie liked Melissa.  She was okay in his book.  He had 

once been assigned to do a project with her for his science class on different sources of 

energy, and together they’d gotten the only “A” in the class. 

He decided to show off just a little.  Instead of using the door to her room, which 

would have been proper, he simply stepped through the wall instead, grinning from ear to 

ear.  But the room was quiet and Freddie could see that Melissa was curled up under the 

covers sound asleep.  On her nightstand sat an unfinished dish of melted chocolate ice 

cream.  In a chair next to the bed sat a big stuffed panda bear. 

“Melissa.  Wake up,” he whispered.  “It’s me—Freddie Brenner.  Melissa?  Can 

you hear me?” 

Freddie jumped as he heard the door open.  Forgetting he was invisible, he dashed 

back out through the wall just as a nurse entered the room.  He’d get back to Melissa 

later.  He still had to find out where that “other Freddie” was.  He whizzed around a turn 

in the corridor, still playing with his speed, until he found himself floating to a stop 

outside a room where the sound of soft crying could be heard.  The door was open and 

Freddie saw people in hospital uniforms coming and going with machines, monitors and 

other equipment.  He floated into the room to get a better look.  Inside he was shocked to 

see his mother crying.  Tears streamed down her soft, smooth cheeks.  Freddie’s father 

was at her side, grave with worry.  He must have rushed right over from work.  A doctor 

was speaking to both of them.  They just had to be talking about him.  This was 

something Freddie wanted to hear.  He floated in closer. 

He was just in time to catch the doctor’s very next words.  “Mr. and Mrs. Brenner, 

your son is in a coma.  He suffered severe shock to the cranial nerves, but we don’t know 

the full extent of the damage yet.  Of course we’re doing all we can for him right now, 

but his condition is critical.”  The doctor paused before delivering the final blow.  “We’re 

not sure if he’s going to make it.” 
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“Oh my God,” his mother gasped.  “Oh, Freddie.”   

Freddie hated to see his mom cry.  She was so beautiful.  “Mom, please don’t cry!  

Dad, tell her not to cry.  I’m okay.  Really I am.  That doctor doesn’t know what he’s 

saying.  I’m not in a coma.  I’m right here and I can do all these really incredible things 

and I’m having fun---really!” 

His mother still cried.  “Please Mom.  Please don’t cry.” 

Freddie decided to see what was happening to that “other Freddie” in the bed 

everyone was making such a big fuss over.  But when he tried to get a better look, a big 

nurse kept blocking his view.  Freddie moved to his right and the nurse moved to her 

right.  Freddie then shifted to his left.  So did the nurse.  Annoyed, he reached out and 

pinched her on her rear end to get her out of the way.  

The nurse squeaked.  “Aahh!  Something bit me. There it goes again!” 

Freddie could barely control his laughter as he watched the frightened nurse 

scurry from the room as if a ghost were after her.  Boy, would he like to try this out on 

his math teacher, Mrs. Peabody. 

Once again, Freddie floated in closer, trying to size up the situation firsthand.  

Well, that was him alright lying in that bed.  But he couldn’t believe all those tubes and 

bottles they had hooked up to him. What in the world were they trying to do to him, 

anyway?  Right now he was kind of glad that he wasn’t that “other Freddie.”  He looked 

like he was in pretty bad shape.  That poor kid in the bed might look like him, but he was 

not having as much fun.  If only he could tell everyone what had happened.  Maybe then 

they could even tell him what he was supposed to do about it. 

Freddie thought about it for a moment.  If he was able to pinch that big old nurse, 

he could probably do a lot of other things as well.  He’d just have to do some more 

experimenting and find out what he could and could not do.  One thing Freddie did know.  

If he caused a disturbance, he was bound to make somebody aware of him being there. 

Then an idea came to him—a great idea.  Maybe he should start pinching all the 

nurses!  Now that would be so cool.  He could just imagine it now—a whole hospital full 

of screaming and jumping nurses.  His friend Ernie would split a gut. 

He’d start with that pretty nurse over there by the bed.  The one who wiggled 

when she walked.  Yes, she’d be perfect!  But just as Freddie was about to put his rather 
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brilliant plan into operation, he was startled to hear someone call his name.  He stopped 

dead in his tracks, hearing it again. 

Freddie looked around the hospital room cautiously, wondering where the voice 

had come from.  His eyes darted over to the doorway where a young man dressed in tee 

shirt and jeans stood watching Freddie’s every move.  The guy flashed him a warm smile.  

He was hard to miss because he had on a New York Yankees baseball hat.  That was 

Freddie’s favorite team. 

“Hi there, Freddie,” he said, beckoning him over. 

Freddie looked around quickly to see if anyone else had noticed this new guy on 

the scene.  As far as he could tell, nobody paid any attention to him, either.   

“You talking to me?” Freddie asked suspiciously.  Somehow he hoped this had 

nothing to do with his “Great Pinching Plan.”  He’d better play dumb until he knew why 

this guy wanted him. 

“Yes, you,” nodded the stranger.  “Come on. We’ve got a lot to do.  What do you 

say we get started?” 

Freddie wasn’t sure what it was they had to do, but here at last was someone who 

could see him, hear him, and even talk to him.  Maybe this guy could fill him in on what 

was happening to him as well.  He figured it might be smart to still play it cautious until 

he knew the score. 

“Get started where?”  

“To a very special place,” the stranger replied, “and you’re halfway there right 

now.”  With a little bow, he introduced himself. “My name is Daniel and I’m your 

Guide.” 

Yeah, right and I’m Mickey Mouse, he wanted to add.  “Hey listen, man.  I don’t 

know you and I’m not supposed to talk to strangers!”  

Daniel found that amusing.  “Oh, we’re not strangers at all.  We’ve known each 

other for many years.” 

Freddie looked at him like he was crazy.  He had never seen the guy before in his 

life. 

“You’ve never seen me but you know me alright,” Daniel said.  “I can tell you 

everything about yourself.  Everything you’ve ever done or even thought about.   I was 
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with you when you took your very first step.  You just about banged into everything in 

sight.  You’ve still got a little scar on your left knee to prove it.  Right?” 

“Lucky guess,” Freddie shot back. 

Daniel smiled.  “And what about that time four years ago when your dog “Spook” 

died and you sat in your closet for days refusing to come out.” 

Freddie frowned. “‘My Mom told you that!” 

“Maybe,” Daniel replied.  “But then could anyone have told me about that 

blueberry pie you snatched last week from Mrs. Madigan’s Bakery.  You know, the one 

that made you sick.” 

Freddie gasped.  “Nobody knew about that pie.  Not even Ernie!” 

Daniel shook his head.  “I did.  You see, Freddie. I’ve been with you all along.  

When I could, I helped you.  But there were a lot of times when you didn’t seem to hear 

me.  You really can be stubborn.” 

Freddie was stunned.  Who was this guy?  And how did he know all this stuff 

about him?  Freddie hated to think what else he might know.  Maybe if he was so smart 

he could also tell him was happening to him.  And what was with this “Guide” stuff talk 

anyway? 

Daniel seemed to be able to read his very thoughts.  “All your questions will be 

answered in time, Freddie,” he said. “But now we need to be on our way.” 

“Hey, wait a minute,” Freddie blurted out, having a sudden thought.  “Are you by 

any chance supposed to be a guardian angel or something?” 

Daniel smiled.  “Now you’re thinking.  That’s right.  Angel Guide, 1st Class, 

Kid’s Division.” 

“I thought angels were supposed to have wings and halos.”  

Daniel only laughed.  “You watch too much television.  We don’t need wings and 

neither do you.  All you have to do is think where you want to be and you’re there.” 

Freddie’s mind was racing.  “Yeah, that’s what happened.  I wanted to be at the 

hospital, and the next thing I know, here I am!”  

Freddie wanted answers.  “Wait a minute!  What’s really going on here?”  

Daniel looked thoughtful.  “Well, Freddie…let me explain it this way.  Think of 

what it must feel like to be a snail dragging around a heavy shell all his life.  He can’t 
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move very fast and he certainly can’t go many places.  And then one day he discovers he 

can leave that heavy shell behind, crawl out and be free.” 

“So what do snails and shells have to do with me.  Is this some weird science 

quiz?” 

Daniel only smiled.  “Well, right now you’re sort of like the snail who’s left his 

shell.  You see, when you fell out of your tree house you popped right out of your body.” 

Now, that really got Freddie’s attention.  “Popped out of my body?” 

“That’s right.  Everyone on earth has a spirit body inside our everyday body, only 

we can’t see it.  Our everyday bodies don’t live forever.  Someday we die.  And much 

like the snail, we too, leave behind our shell.  But our spirits never die.  So we really live 

on and on forever.” 

It was all too weird for Freddie.  So this body that could fly and be anywhere it 

wanted was his spirit body, and everyone had one—only most people didn’t know about 

it. 

“That right,” Daniel said.  “Most people don’t find out they have a spirit body 

until they die and leave their old earthly bodies behind.  I can tell you that it’s quite a 

surprise to a lot of people when they find out.” 

Freddie didn’t like where this was going.  “Does this mean I…I died?”  

“No,” Daniel answered.  “You’re still very much alive.  But your spirit body is 

sort of on a ‘special vacation’ until your every day body gets stronger.   Then you’re 

going to have to go back.  But when you do die and leave your body for good, your spirit 

will once again be free and you’ll feel just as you do right now.” 

This was quite a newsflash to Freddie.  He wondered, then, why everyone made 

such a big deal about dying.  All that crying and whispering and saying things like ‘we 

don’t talk about the subject.’  Daniel was right.  People really didn’t understand.  If they 

only knew how free and easy it was. 

Daniel seemed to be on a time schedule. “We need to be on our way.  Are you 

ready?” he asked. 

Freddie gulped, not knowing what to expect.  “Yeah, I guess so.”  

And with those words, Daniel and he stepped through an doorway which 

appeared out of nowhere.  The hospital and nurses vanished in a flash behind them, and 
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Freddie suddenly found himself being propelled like a jet plane through a long, wide, 

incredible tunnel filled with the most beautiful and dazzling colors—like a thousand 

dancing rainbows.  Blues, reds, bright yellows, shocking pinks like is mother’s azalea 

garden, then greens and pulsing purples.  They seemed almost alive.   It was a sunburst of 

nature, and Freddie felt like a real space cadet right of STAR WARS.  Spread out in front 

of him was the entire heavens and a million galaxies of twinkling stars.  A bright comet 

whooshed right past them. 

“Wow!  Look at that sucker go!” Freddie cried in awe.  “I bet I could have 

touched it if I’d wanted to.” 

It was so exciting that Freddie could barely contain himself.  He wondered if 

Daniel had ever visited another planet. 

“Yes, I have,” Daniel answered before Freddie could even get the words out of his 

mouth.  “And I’ve been to some you’ve never even heard of.” 

All at once they began to slow down.  The stars disappeared overhead and the 

colors around them changed into a brilliant whiteness.  Freddie could see that they were 

nearing what appeared to be the end of this gigantic tunnel.  

Freddie felt himself being bathed in a glow of white light that sent a warm, safe 

and loving feeling all through him.  It felt a little like those nights when he used to wake 

up from a bad dream and his mom or dad would put their arms around him and comfort 

him until he fell back to sleep.  Only this feeling was much better than that.  He couldn’t 

explain it, but Freddie felt as if he were part of the whole world and he would never be 

alone ever again. 

Daniel read his thoughts.  “That light you’re feeling now is love.  So if you’re 

ever scared again, just remember this light and know you’re never alone.” 

The sound of birds singing filled the air.  Right before Freddie’s eyes a flock of 

snow-white doves gently lifted the whiteness surrounding them like a gossamer curtain 

being drawn back.  Beyond was the most breathtaking sight Freddie had ever seen.  His 

heart skipped a beat.  Before them lay a shimmering city of crystal that seemed to have 

no beginning, nor end.  It sparkled like a million diamonds. 

“Wow!” Freddie exclaimed. 
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His eager eyes darted everywhere, hoping to see everything at once.  Right in the 

center of this incredible city was a building made entirely of gold that rose high into the 

sky.  Freddie had never seen anything like it, not even in books.  It had to have been built 

for a king. 

If only he could build something as great as that, he thought.  Who had built it?  

Better yet, who lived in this great big shinning castle?  He bet Daniel knew.  He was 

about to ask him, but as usual Daniel had already read his thoughts. 

“This is the special place I spoke of, Freddie,” Daniel said.  “This is the Golden 

Temple where all the riches in the universe are kept and that’s where we’re going.” 

“No kidding?”  Already he could envision chests of gold and jewels the size of 

rocks all over the place. 

Daniel grinned back.  “No kidding.  But I think you’re going to find it a lot 

different than you might expect.” 

Freddie looked questioningly at Daniel, hoping to read his thoughts.   

“What do you mean?” Freddie asked curiously. 

“You’ll see,” Daniel replied. 

The golden doors to the Temple were so tall, even taller than Daniel.  Freddie 

wondered a little nervously whether giants lived inside.  He wondered even more how 

Daniel planned to get inside.  There was no doorbell or doorknob.  Maybe he could pass 

through this door as he had back at the hospital.  Freddie glanced back at Daniel to see 

what his plans were and saw his Guide close his eyes and press his fingertips to the 

middle of his forehead.  The great golden doors slowly opened to them. 

Freddie didn’t have time to ask Daniel how he had done that.  He was much too 

eager to find out what was gong on inside this Golden Temple.  He was soon to find out.  

As the doors parted, Freddie found himself inside a huge antechamber of glittering gold.  

Beyond it lay a Great Hall from which many people could be seen coming and going. 

Freddie could tell right way that something big was happening inside the Golden 

Temple.  He couldn’t quite figure out what it was yet, but he just knew it was something 

BIG.  There seemed to be a great feeling of excitement and though Freddie hadn’t seen 

any jewel chests yet, he figured that before he left he was going to find them.  Maybe 
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he’d even be able to take a few souvenirs home.  His heart beat faster at the thought.  No 

one would ever dispute his being ‘a big man’ then. 

He followed Daniel inside this Great Hall and was amazed at how many people 

were there—grown-ups as well as kids Freddie’s age.  Some were younger than he was 

and some were older.  There were people there from all over the world and some who 

spoke different languages.  Freddie saw people of every race, color, and religion.  It was 

like visiting the United Nations Building in New York City.  But he wondered what they 

were all doing here. 

As Freddie listened and really looked around him, he noticed something was  

different.  Teachers were teaching some of the most amazing things—things he had never 

seen or even dreamed of before.   

The sick and crippled were being healed by stepping into circles of colored light 

and sound, which spiraled around them.  Freddie saw people learning to paint beautiful 

pictures in the air, without paint or brushes, merely by thinking beautiful thoughts.  

Farmers were learning to grow large-sized food without water or soil.  Engineers were 

learning to move mountains and tons of rock with the power of their minds and not 

machinery. 

Freddie heard musicians play music that made his body tingle with feelings of 

happiness and joy.  Everyone was learning something.  And everyone seemed to be 

enjoying theirselves that Freddie wanted to join in, too.  There was so much to see and do 

in the Golden Temple.  The thought of what he could also learn there filled him with 

great excitement.  He could only imagine what wonders the other rooms held.  If he could 

learn all these cool tricks, too, just think of all the fun he could play on the kids back 

home—especially with his new tree house.   

For a second time that day, Freddie was once again surprised to hear someone 

calling his name.  His eyes scanned the Great Hall looking for its source. 

“Over here, Freddie,” came a familiar voice. 

He could see her now, but couldn’t believe it.  Coming towards him from across 

the room was none other than Melissa Flowers! 

Why, he had just left her back there in the hospital.  What was she doing here?  

Was Melissa also on a special vacation as Daniel had called it? 
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“Freddie, sometimes it’s easier for peoples’ spirits to reach the Golden Temple 

when their every day bodies are sick or weak,” Daniel said.  “But that’s not always the 

case.  Some very healthy people can find their way here, too, when they’re in a deep, 

deep, sleep.” 

Melissa came rushing up all excited.  “Freddie, it IS you!  I wasn’t sure at first.  I 

don’t think I’ve ever seen you here before.  But I’m glad you were able to find this place, 

too.” 

Freddie was startled.  “You’ve been here before?”  

“Oh, yes,” Melissa breathed.  “But sometimes it’s hard finding the way.  Angela 

has to help me.” 

“Wait a minute,” Freddie stopped.  “Who’s Angela?” 

“Angela is my special friend,” Melissa said matter-of-factly.  “She’s also my 

angel guide.” 

Freddie looked over at Daniel thoughtfully.  He didn’t want to tell Melissa he was 

just finding out about his angel guide.  She seemed like she’d known hers for some time 

now.  And the last thing he wanted was for Melissa to think he was dumb or something.  

He sure hoped Daniel was reading his thoughts right now and wouldn’t blow it for him.  

Freddie saw Daniel raise an eyebrow in response.  He had obviously read Freddie’s 

thoughts loud and clear.  Freddie relaxed a little. 

“Um, Melissa--this is Daniel.  He’s my angel guide,” Freddie said, making a 

sweeping gesture of introduction. 

“Hello, Melissa,” Daniel smiled warmly.  “Angela has spoken quite proudly of 

you.” 

Freddie tried to hide his surprise.  So Daniel knew Angela, too!  Well, he guessed 

if you were a guide you probably hung out with other angel guides.  He wondered what 

Melissa was doing there.  He wanted to ask her but then she’d know right off he didn’t 

have a clue about the place he was now in. 

 “You can go ahead and ask me that, Freddie,” Melissa answered.  His mouth 

dropped open in complete surprise.  “The answer is simple.  I’m here for my lessons.” 

Please, he silently prayed---don’t let Melissa be able to read my thoughts like 

Daniel can.  She would think he was dumb and he’d never live it down. 
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She laughed, dismissing the idea with a wave of her hand.  “Don’t worry.  I won’t 

tell anyone you’re just learning about Daniel for the first time.  And I don’t think you’re 

dumb at all.  I think you’re one of the smartest boys I know.” 

If Freddie could have looked in a mirror at that very moment, he would have seen 

his face turn six different shades of red.  Now he knew Melissa did indeed know what he 

was thinking.  He looked away to hide his embarrassment.  It didn’t seem fair.  Why 

couldn’t he read her thoughts as well? 

“You can, if you concentrate and practice,” she explained.  “Ask Daniel.” 

Daniel sensed Freddie’s confusion.  “Melissa is right.  Thoughts can be sent just 

like radio signals.  Some people hear other people’s thoughts and some people feel them.  

Melissa is learning the power of total concentration, but it’s only a small part of what 

she’s learning.” 

Melissa smiled.  “I can help you if you like, Freddie.  We can learn together.” 

Freddie certainly hoped he could learn to read other’s thought, too.  It would be a 

very handy trick.  Then he would know which kids he should let up into his tree house. 

Melissa looked at him strangely.  “What about me?” she asked.  “Will you let me 

in your tree house?”  

“Well being a girl and all---it depends,” Freddie teased.  “I might if …” 

Melissa didn’t smile.  Instead, she looked disappointed. “You don’t have to 

explain.  I guess I understand.” 

Freddie suddenly felt like a first class jerk.  He stumbled over his next words, 

trying to back pedal and undo the damage.  “Well, what I meant was...”   

Melissa seemed anxious to leave.  “I’ve got to go now, Freddie,” she said.  “I 

hope you find what you came here for today.  I really do.”   

He saw her wave goodbye to Daniel and then hurry off.  Freddie could have 

kicked himself.  Now why had he gone and said that to Melissa?  Of course he would 

have let her up into his tree house.  He liked Melissa.  But the way she had looked at him 

made him feel like a heel.  It bothered him and so did her parting words:  ‘I hope you find 

what you came here for.’ What had he come here for anyway, he wondered? 

Daniel was saying much.  Maybe he thought Freddie was a jerk, too. 

“No, Freddie.  I don’t think you’re a jerk at all.  And neither does Melissa.”  
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“So why am I here?” Freddie asked. 

Daniel had been waiting for that very question.  “Like Melissa, you’re here to also 

learn.  When I told you that the Golden Temple held all the riches in world, I wasn’t 

speaking about gold or jewels.  All the secrets of the universe are kept here--the answers 

to all questions.  Freddie, it’s here in the Golden Temple that people learn wisdom.  And 

once a man has gained wisdom—he is the richest of men.  But you have a very specific 

lesson awaiting you today.” 

Freddie couldn’t wait to hear it.   

“First let me say that each of us is born to accomplish a certain mission, “Daniel 

explained.  “Some of us have very hard missions, some easy, some small and some large-

--but size or importance doesn’t matter.  What really matters is getting our mission done.  

And like school, we can’t graduate until we’ve finished the work that has been given to 

us.” 

Daniel paused for a moment.  “Are you beginning to understand?” 

“Yes.  I think so,” Freddie answered. 

Daniel continued.  “When a person completes their special mission it’s a time for 

celebration.  The person can then shed their earthly body and come to live in the Land of 

the Golden Temple.  Here there are no wars, no hate, no poor people, sickness or 

starvation.  And here—you live forever.” 

Freddie’s mind was spinning.  “Do I have one of these special missions?” 

Daniel took him by the hand.  “Yes you do.  Follow me.” 

Side by side Daniel and Freddie ascended a floating staircase that opened onto 

another huge room.  It was filled with thousands upon thousands of miniature-sized 

buildings for as far as his eyes could see.  It was an unbelievable sight.  He saw models of 

the Great Pyramid, beautiful castles, famous towers and cathedrals.  He saw majestic 

bridges and skyscrapers and strange futuristic buildings like nothing he had ever 

imagined.  He looked closer and saw that each building had a name engraved at its 

base—the name of the architect who designed it. 

Freddie raced from model to model trying to take it all in.  He knew some of the 

famous buildings from his dad’s architectural books.  That building was in Paris, and that 

one over there in Chicago, and that one----he stopped.  His eyes fell on one model in 
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particular which looked kind of familiar.  He moved closer to it with mounting 

excitement.  It was a model of a large circular house, almost a mansion, and it had a pond 

and surrounding rock gardens that were beautiful.  He’d seen a house just like it in his 

dreams.  He couldn’t believe someone else had already built it.  This was the kind of 

house Freddie had envisioned himself designing one day and building---maybe even live 

in if he was lucky enough.  Who had built this wonderful house? 

Freddie needed to find out so he peered closer to read the nameplate at its base.  

He gasped in disbelief.  Why, it was his own name!  There it was, as plain as day: “Built 

by Frederick D. Brenner.”  He looked quickly to Daniel for an explanation. 

“It’s your name there alright.  But building this house is only a part of your 

mission.” 

Freddie couldn’t believe his ears.  He really was going to grow up to be a famous 

architect after all!  And even build this wonderful house.  Maybe he’d even be written up 

in history books.  Frederick D. Brenner---Master Builder of the Century.  The tree house 

he was building now would be nothing compared to what he would design someday.  He 

wanted to see all the other buildings he would design as well.  Certainly there had to be 

many more. 

“C’mon, Daniel.  Show me the other ones I’m also going to build.” 

“Freddie, try to understand the importance of what I’m showing you right now.” 

As far as Freddie was concerned, he understood completely.  He was going to be 

famous. 

“Freddie, listen.  Anyone can build beautiful buildings but you only become great 

when you build with the love of your fellow man in mind.  Everything you build on Earth 

must be done with this love, and most important, you must be willing to share it.  That’s 

the mark of a true Master Builder. 

“I’m going to be a Master Builder someday.  I just know it,” Freddie said. 

Daniel raised an eyebrow.  “If you want to achieve greatness in men’s eyes, you 

must first achieve it in God’s eyes.  Then and only then can you become a true Master 

Builder.” 
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Daniel paused weighing his words.  “Remember, you’ve been given the special 

talent to build great things.  But if you hurt others with this special gift, Freddie, it will be 

taken away from you.” 

Taken away from him?  Freddie could hardly think such a terrible thought.  What 

was Daniel saying? 

  Freddie thought it over.  Then with some realization, he looked down guiltily.  

He thought about how he began his tree house to make all the kids in the neighborhood 

envious of him—especially since he could decide whom he’d let in and who he’d keep 

out.  Not once had he thought of sharing.  Now maybe it was too late.  He sure hoped 

God hadn’t already taken away his gift of building great things.  Then he’d never grow 

up to be a Master Builder.  If you’re listening God, he thought, it’s me, Freddie Brenner.  

I didn’t mean to hurt anyone with my new tree house. 

“Freddie, have you noticed anything different about your nameplate?” 

Freddie looked sadly at his dream house and noticed that the nameplate on it was 

silver and not gold like most of the others.  Freddie was almost afraid to ask what that 

meant, but he had to know. 

“Will I still build this house someday,” he quietly asked. 

Daniel folded his arms across his chest and appeared to debate Freddie’s question.  

“Now, that’s up to you,” he said after awhile.  “The silver plate on your building means 

there is some question whether you will become a true master Builder.  It’s not an easy 

lesson.  But once you have learned it, the silver will automatically change to gold.” 

Freddie couldn’t bear the thought of never being able to build his special dream 

house.  He felt really awful inside at how selfish he’d been.  He’d had that same feeling 

when Melissa had turned away from him.  He was wrong and she had seen it.  He 

guessed he wasn’t perfect and still had a lot to learn.  He looked to Daniel for help. 

“What can I do to make it right?” he asked. 

“I think you already know the answer to that,” Daniel replied. 

Yes.  Freddie did know the answer.  He took one last look at the dream house of 

his possible future.  His dad had once told him that it’s never too late to start over again 

and do something right.  He wanted to believe that was true.  He knew there was only one 

thing to do now.  He made up his mind then and there to do it. 
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“Daniel, I want to go back.  I want to go back and try again.  It’s still possible, 

isn’t it?” 

Daniel rested his hand on Freddie’s shoulder.  “Anything is possible if you truly 

want it and work for it.  Are you willing to do that, Freddie?” 

“Yes, I am,” he said without hesitating.  More than anything he wanted to 

complete his special mission. “But can I remember everything I’ve learned here once I 

get back?”  

“I can try and help you, but it’s up to you.  Some people recall their experiences 

here as only a wonderful dream.  Don’t be disappointed if you remember but your friend, 

Melissa, doesn’t.” 

Freddie sighed.  It was so hard to believe there were so many other worlds out 

there still to be explored.   He knew his father, being an architect, would have loved  

seeing all the buildings in this room that Freddie had seen here today. 

He noticed Daniel had a grin on his face.  “Your father also has a secret house of 

his dreams, Freddie.  A house which he’s been afraid to build because he thinks it’s too 

experimental.” 

Freddie was surprised to hear this.  His dad had never said anything to him about 

it. 

“Give your dad a message from me.  Tell him that his Windmore House can be 

built if he sees a man named Jeremiah Worthing at Hampton Industries.” 

Freddie repeated the information in his head.  Yes, he’d try to remember it. 

“Are you ready now?” Daniel asked. 

It was time to go back—to start again.  

“Yes,” Freddie answered.  “I’m ready to go back.” 

“Remember, when you need me I’ll be there.  Now go and learn to be a true 

Master Builder.”  And with those parting words, Freddie felt himself caught in a giant 

whirlwind that flew him back through the tunnel even faster than before.  Back he went 

through the pulsing colors until at last he found himself in the hospital room where his 

other body still lay quietly in the bed. 

Freddie stood at the foot of the bed and was happy to see that both his parents 

were still there.  They both looked very sad as they kept a constant vigil over his 
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comatose body.  He knew they were both praying really hard for his recovery.  And in 

that moment he knew they loved him very much. 

In his head he heard Daniel’s last instructions.  “When you need me, Freddie, I’ll 

be there for you.  You might not see me, but I’ll be there.” 

Freddie’s head began to swim with a peculiar dizziness.  The room darkened 

before his eyes and then all at once Freddie fell into a deep, deep sleep. 

****************************** 

“He’s going to live!” someone was shouting excitedly.  “Thank God, he’s going 

to live!” 

Those were the very first words Freddie heard as his eyes slowly fluttered open 

and he found himself lying in a strange hospital bed.  Alongside him were his mother and 

father.  Freddie was somewhat puzzled to see that they were smiling and crying at the 

same time.  They were awfully glad to see him. 

At first Freddie couldn’t quite remember how he had gotten in that hospital bed.  

Things were still a little fuzzy in his head.  What he did remember was having the most 

incredible dreams.  He only wished that he could remember them. 

Yet, the faint memory of a face and a special name still lingered in his mind.  The 

name—Daniel. 

“Look,” his mother said excitedly.  “His lips are moving.  He’s trying to say 

something.” 

“Help me, Daniel,” he whispered.  “Help me remember.” 

Then all at once he knew it hadn’t been a dream.  It had happened and asking 

Daniel’s help had brought it all back into memory.  He was remembering it all just as it 

had happened. 

Freddie’s physical body felt somewhat weak, but the excitement of his travels 

seemed to bring new strength to his tired body. 

“Mom and Dad,” he smiled up at them.  “You’ll never guess where I’ve been.” 

His mom gave him a big hug and kiss.  “Oh, Freddie.  We’re just glad you came 

back to us!” 

****************************** 
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By the next day no one could have made Freddie stop talking.  He wanted to tell 

everyone about all the wonderful things he’d seen and learned.  He even admitted to that 

big old nurse that he’d pinched her to get her to move.  She gave him the strangest look.  

He knew she didn’t believe him.  It sure sounded crazy.  But he knew better.  He could 

hear the hospital staff talking about him and wondering at his miraculous recovery. 

Freddie’s energy was returning stronger than ever and with it came new 

excitement.  On the day he was to be released from the hospital, he sat on the edge of his 

hospital bed jabbering away to his parents and his brother as he put on his socks and 

shoes. 

“And then I could see both of you talking to the doctor.  I was standing right next 

to you, Mom, and you were crying when the doctor said I might not make it...” 

Freddie immediately saw his mother’s startled expression at what he had said.  

His parents exchanged an odd look. 

Michael only wanted to hear the good stuff.  “Gosh, Freddie.  What did it feel like 

to be invisible?” 

“It was great!  I could even…” 

His father cleared his throat and cut in.  “Maybe we should talk about all this 

later.  We don’t want to tire you out.” 

His mother agreed.  “Michael, don’t keep asking your brother so many 

questions.” 

“Aw gee!  Can’t I ask him about the secret city again?” 

“Michael!  Freddie’s tired.”  His mom scolded. 

But Freddie wasn’t tired at all and just kept on talking. “And you know something 

else,” he said.  “Daniel gave me a message for you, too, Dad.” 

His dad handed him his other shoe.  “That’s nice.  Now put this on.”  

“Daniel said that your Windmore house can be built if you see a man named 

Jeremiah Worthing at Hampton Industries.”  He watched his dad’s face turn pale. 

“You okay, Dad? You look a little funny.” 

Just then a nurse came with a wheelchair for Freddie to ride in.  Not that he 

needed it, but those were the hospital rules.  Nothing more was said about the secret city, 

but he could tell that Daniel’s message had really gotten his dad thinking. 
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****************************** 

Freddie was anxious to get back to his tree house.  That tree house had been all he 

could think about while in the hospital.  New ideas kept popping into his head—one right 

after the other.   There were some definite changes Freddie wanted to make and he 

couldn’t wait to get started. 

At first Michael and Ernie had thought he’d gone crazy or something when he 

told them all about his new plan.  But before long they, too, were excited. 

And then late one afternoon, as Freddie sat on the front porch finishing his new 

drawings, his dad’s car pulled in the driveway.  It was almost dinnertime and Freddie 

knew his mother would be calling them into eat any minute.  From where he sat, he could 

see that his dad had a faraway expression on his face.  Freddie wondered if he’d had a 

hard day at work. 

His dad glanced down and saw Freddie’s detailed drawings.  “Pretty impressive,” 

he said.  “Looks like a big job.” 

“We can do it,” Freddie said confidently. 

His dad stumbled over his next words.  “Freddie, do you remember what you told 

me the day you left the hospital--about Windmore?   

“Sure, Dad.  I remember.” 

His father put down his briefcase and sat down next to him.  “I don’t know how to 

say this but, well--you see, Freddie.”  His dad paused, searching for the right words.  “I 

never told anyone about my Windmore design.  Not even your mother.  It was sort of my 

secret dream you might say.” 

“I know, Dad.  Daniel told me that.” 

“Well, what I want to say is that I guess I didn’t really believe what you were 

saying about this Daniel.  But I happened to look up Hampton Industries in the phone 

book today…” 

“You did?  And what happened?” Freddie said, all excited. 

“I found that a man named Jeremiah Worthing owns the company.  In fact, I 

spoke with him myself.  It’s the strangest things but it just so happens he’s planning on 

building a new house this year and he’s been looking for something really different.  I 
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told him about my plans for Windmore and we’re going to meet first thing Monday 

morning to talk about it.” 

“Dad, that’s great!” 

His dad shook his head, grinning from ear to ear.  “Freddie, just between us—who 

is this Daniel?” 

“I told you, Dad.  He’s my angel guide.” 

“Well, tell him thanks.” 

Freddie laughed.  “He probably already heard you, Dad.  He knows everything.” 

****************************** 

Within days Freddie’s dad had gotten him more wood and supplies and the 

Brenner backyard started to look like lumber yard.  Every day Freddie put in long hours 

working on the tree house, and people from all over the neighborhood, grown-ups and 

kids alike, came to watch the progress.  A lot of them stayed to lend a hand. 

“It’s looking great, Freddie.  Want some help?” was the usual eager response. 

“Sure,” Freddie would say.  “C’mon up.” 

Freddie Brenner’s tree house had become the neighborhood project.  Kids were 

everywhere in the yard.  Some were hard at work sawing and measuring wood while 

others hoisted cut lumber up on pulleys ropes to Freddie and others fitting them into 

place.  Windows were put in.  Wood was sanded down and before long kids with 

smudged faces were giving the tree house a bright coat of gold paint. 

Then, later that afternoon as Freddie was washing down the new windows, he 

looked down to see Melissa closely studying the tree house.  He hadn’t seen her since 

that time in the Golden Temple.  He wondered if she remembered.  Daniel had said she 

might not.  He watched her as she seemed fascinated with his design. 

“You like it?” he called down. 

“Yes, very much.  It reminds me of a place I’ve been to that…” her voice trailed 

off as she cautiously watched his face for some sign. 

Freddie took it a step further. “Yes.  It reminds me of a place I’ve been to, too.  A 

place where I did find what I was looking for…” 

Melissa gasped.  “You remembered,” she whispered. 
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Freddie grinned.  “And you did, too.  I came over to your room in the hospital 

when I got better but they told me you’d already gone home.  The Golden Temples was 

real, Melissa.” 

Melissa seemed relieved to hear that.  “I was so afraid you wouldn’t remember, 

Freddie.  It’s hard for some people to believe such a place really exists.  They look at you 

so strangely if you tell them and before long you just don’t tell anyone anymore.  

Somehow I knew you would be different.  You would remember.” 

Freddie had so many questions to ask her he didn’t know where to begin. 

Melissa was thinking the same.  “I have a lot of questions to ask you, too.  Daniel 

is a pretty cool guide.  I asked Angela all about him.” 

“You did?”  Now he was really curious. “Hey, can you still read my mind?” 

“I’m getting better at it,” she said closing her eyes for just a second to 

concentrate. 

Freddie sent her a clear message.  A moment later she opened her eyes smiling.  

“Why thank you, Freddie.  I think you’re okay, too.  But you’re also thinking about 

making a special sign for this tree house.” 

She paused, thinking it over.  “Sure I’ll help you.  I’d love to.  In fact, I think I 

may have just the idea you’re looking for.” 

****************************** 

At last the day came when the tree house was finally complete.  To mark this 

great event on Baxter Street, Freddie’s parents gave a big barbecue in their yard for the 

entire block.  Everyone brought loads of food to celebrate the occasion.  Even Mrs. 

Madigan came with her famous blueberry pie.  There was music and dancing and nobody 

wanted to go home.  It was the best party Freddie had ever been to, but the best moment 

came at the unveiling of his special creation. 

A hush fell over the crowd as the curtain dropped—revealing the most incredible 

tree house anyone had ever seen.  Its gold paint glistened.  Its spires reached high into the 

giant branches.  The whole neighborhood broke into applause. 

“Wow!  That’s some tree house someone shouted out. 

Michael proudly yelled out over the crowd.  “My brother Freddie can build 

anything!  He’s going to be the best builder there is someday.” 
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Next to Freddie, Melissa smiled brightly.  He looked up at the new tree house 

prouder than ever and knew they were thinking of that beautiful Golden Temple, far, far 

away they would both visit again someday. 

And today they shared another secret.  For right in Freddie Brenner’s backyard on 

Baxter Street, where everyone could see, now stood a tree house that looked exactly like 

a miniature Golden Temple.  This time Freddie had truly shared its construction and had 

built it as a place where all the kids could come and no one would ever be left out.  There 

would be no secret clubs, memberships or rules.  It would be for sharing and learning and 

having fun together.  With all the help he’d gotten, Freddie felt as if it belonged to 

everyone. 

Above the tree house door, Freddie had put up the sign he and Melissa had made 

for the finishing touch.  A sign that read in bold letters “OPEN HOUSE.”  He felt Melissa 

gently nudge his arm. 

“Look who’s here,” she whispered. 

Freddie’s eyes followed Melissa’s.  There, perched on a tree limb looking over 

the tree house, sat Daniel.   

Freddie saw a smile on Daniel’s face.  He looked at Freddie, winked, and gave 

him the thumbs up sign.  In Freddie’s mind he heard Daniel whisper for his ears only, 

“Well done, Freddie.  I knew you could do it.  You’re on your way to becoming a true 

Master Builder.” 

Freddie winked back.  “I sure hope so, Daniel,” he thought to himself.  “I sure 

hope so.” 

 

THE END 
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