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Wth grateful love, to ny wife

for adding the sweet neasure of her soul to ny

exi stence

To the Reader

AN | NTRODUCTI ON TO a novel is—al nbst wi thout excepti on—dnnecessary. This is ny tenth published
novel and the thought of witing introductions to any of the preceding nine never even occurred to
ne.

For this novel, however, | feel that a brief prologue is called for. Because its subject is
survival after death, it is essential that you realize, before reading the story, that only one
aspect of it is fictional: the characters and their rel ationships.

Wth few exceptions, every other detail is derived exclusively fromresearch.

For that reason, | have added, at the conclusion of the novel, a list of the books used for this
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research. As you will see, they are nany and diverse. Yet, despite their wide variation with
regard to authors and tinmes and places of publication, there is a persistent, unavoi dable
uniformty to their content.

You woul d, of course, have to read themall to prove this to yourself. | urge you to do so. You
will find it an enlighteni ng—and extraordi hary—experi ence.

Rl CHARD MATHESON Cal abasas, California August 1977

For in that sleep of death what dreans nay cone, when we have shuffled off this nortal coil, Mist
gi ve us pause.

—Ham et, Act Il1l, Sc. 1
I ntroduction
THE MANUSCRI PT YQU are about to read canme into ny possession in the follow ng way.

On the evening of February 17, 1976, our doorbell rang and ny wife answered it. Several nonents
| ater, she returned to the bedroom where we were watching tel evision and said that sone wonan
wanted to see ne.

I got up and wal ked to the front hall. The door was open and | saw a tall wonman in her fifties
standi ng on the porch. She was well dressed and holding a | arge, bul ky envel ope in her hands.

"Are you Robert N el sen?" she asked.
I told her that I was and she held out the envelope. "This is for you then," she said.
I looked at it suspiciously and inquired what it was.

"A comuni cation fromyour brother," she replied.
My suspicions increased. "Wat do you nmean?" | asked.
"Your brother Chris has dictated this nanuscript to ne," she said.

Her words angered ne. "I don't know who you are," | told her, "but if you possessed the |east
know edge about my brother, you'd know that he died nore than a year ago."

The wonman sighed. "I know that, M. N elsen," she said, tiredly. "I'"ma psychic. Your brother has
conmuni cated this material to ne from=

She stopped as | began to close the door, then quickly added, "M . N elsen, please."
There was a sound of such genuine urgency in her voice that | |ooked at her in surprise.

"l have just undergone six exhausting nonths transcribing this manuscript,"” she told ne. "I didn't
choose to do it. | have ny own affairs to deal with but your brother would not let me be until |

w ote down every word of his comuni cation and pronmised faithfully to bring it to you." Her voice
took on a desperate tone. "Now you have got to take it and give nme peace.'

Wth that, she thrust the envel ope into ny hands, turned and hurried down the path to the
sidewal k. As | watched, she got into her car and drove off quickly.

| have never seen or heard fromher again. | do not even know her nane.
I have read the manuscript three tinmes now and wi sh | knew what to nmake of it.

I amnot a religious man but, |ike anyone, would certainly like to believe that death is nore than
oblivion. Still, I find it difficult, if not inpossible, to accept the story at face value. | keep
thinking it is nothing nore than that: a story.

True, the facts are there. Facts about ny brother and his fanmily which this woman coul d not
possi bl y have known—unl ess one goes on the prem se that she spent nonths of |aborious—and
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expensi ve—research in uncovering thembefore witing the manuscript. In that case, what is the
point of it? What coul d she have gai ned from such a course?

The questions, in nmy mnd, about this book are manifold. | will not enunerate them but pernit the
reader to formhis own. O only one thing | amcertain. If the manuscript is true, all of us had
better examine our lives. Carefully.

ROBERT NI ELSEN Islip, New York January, 1978
A blur of rushing inages

“BEG N AT THE begi nning" is the phrase. | cannot do that. | begin at the end—the concl usi on of ny
life on earth. | present it to you as it happened—and what happened afterward.

A note about the text. You have read ny witing, Robert. This account may seemunlike it. The
reason—+ amlimted by ny transcriber. My thoughts nust travel through her m nd. | cannot surnount
that. All the grains will not pass through the filter. Understand if | appear to oversinplify.
Especially at first.

Both of us are doing the best we can.

Thank God | was alone that night. Usually, lan went to the novies with nme. Twi ce a week—because of
my work, you know.

That night he didn't go. He was appearing in a school play. Once agai n—+thank God.

I went to a theatre near a shopping center. Cannot get the name through. A big one which had been
divided into two. Ask lan for the nane.

It was after eleven when | left the theatre. | got in ny car and drove toward the golf course. The

tiny one—for children. Cannot get the word through. Al right. Spell it. Sfowy now Mi-n ... i-a
t-u ... r-e. Good. We have it.

There was traffic on the—street? No, wider. Av ... e-nue? Not exact but good enough. | thought

there was an opening and pulled out. Had to stop, a car was speeding toward ne. There was room for
it to nove around nme but it didn't. Hit nmy left front fender, sent ne spinning.

I was shaken but had on nmy belt. Not belt. Ha-r-n-ess. | would not have been too badly injured.
But a van canme up and hit the right rear fender of ny car, knocking me across the mddle Iine. A
truck was coming in the opposite direction. Hit my car straight on. | heard a grinding crash, the
shattering of glass. | hit ny head and bl ackness swept across nme. For an instant, | believed | saw
mysel f unconsci ous, bl eeding. Then cane darkness.

I was conscious again. The pain was dreadful. | could hear ny breathing, an awful sound. Sl ow and
shallow with sporadic, liquid sighs. My feet were icy cold. | renenber that.
Gradual ly, | sensed a room around me. People too, | think. Sonmething kept me from being sure.

Si dayshin. No, re-do. Spell slowy. S-e-d-a-t... sedation

| began to hear a whispering voice. |I couldn't nake out the words. Briefly, | could see a form
nearby. My eyes were closed but | sawit. | couldn't tell if the formwas male or fenale but |
knew that it was speaking to ne. Wien | couldn't hear the words, it went away.

Anot her pain began, this one in ny mnd, increasing steadily. | seenmed to tune it in as though it
were a radio station. It was not ny pain but Ann's. She was crying, frightened. Because | was
hurt. She was afraid for nme. | felt her anguish. She was suffering terribly. | tried to will away
the shadows but | couldn't. Tried in vain to speak her nane. Don't cry, | thought. I'Il be al
right. Don't be afraid. | |ove you, Ann. \Were are you?

That instant, | was hone. It was Sunday evening. Al of us were in the famly room talking and

| aughi ng. Ann was next to me, lan beside her. Richard next to lan, Marie on the other end of the
sofa. | had ny arm around Ann, she was cuddl ed agai nst me. She was warm and | ki ssed her cheek. W
smled at each other. It was Sunday evening, peaceful and idyllic, all of us together.
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| felt nyself begin to rise fromdarkness. | was |lying on a bed. The pain was back again, all
through ne. | had never known such pain before | knew that | was slipping. Yes, the word is

sl i ppi ng.

Now | heard a ghastly sound. Arattling in nmy throat. | prayed that Ann and the children were not

around to hear it. It would terrify them | asked God not to |let themhear that horrible noise,
protect themfromthat horrible noise

The thought cane to my mind then: Chris, you're dying. | strained to drawin breath but fluids in
my wi ndpi pe kept the air from passing through. | felt thick and sluggish, trapped in density.

There was soneone by the bed. That formagain. "Don't fight it, Chris,"” it told me. | grew angry
at the words. Woever it was, they wanted me to die. | fought against that. | would not be taken.
Ann! | called to her in thought. Hold on to nme! Don't let ne go!

Still, | slipped. My body is too badly hurt, | thought in sudden dread. | felt the weakness of it.
Then a strange sensation. Tickling. Odd, | know. Ridiculous. But that was it. Al over ne.

Anot her change. It was not a bed | lay on but a cradle. | could feel it rocking back and forth,
back and forth. Slowy, | began to understand. | wasn't in a cradle and the bed was still. M/ body

was rocking back and forth. There were tiny, crackling noises deep inside nme. Sounds you hear when
pulling off a bandage slowy. Less pain now. The pain was fading.

Afraid, |I fought to re-establish pain. In seconds, it was back, worse than ever. Agonized, | clung
toit. It meant | was alive. | would not be taken. Ann! My mind cried out, pleading. Hold on to
me!

It was no use. | could feel life draining fromne, heard the sounds again, nuch | ouder now, the
tearing of a hundred tiny threads. | had no sense of taste or snell. Sensation |left ny toes, ny
feet. Nunbness started up ny legs. | struggled to recapture feeling but | couldn't. Sonething cold
was drifting through ny stomach, through nmy chest. It stopped and gathered icily around ny heart.

I felt ny heart thunp slowy, slowy, like a funeral procession drum

I knew, abruptly, what was happening in the next room | could see an aged worman |ying there, gray
strands of hair across her pillow. Yellow skin and hands |like bird claws; cancer of the stonach.
Soneone sat beside her, speaking softly. Daughter. | don't want to see this, | decided.

Instantly, | left that roomand was in nmne again. The pain was al nrost gone now. | could not
restore it no matter how !l tried. | heard a hunm ng sound—yes, humming. Still, the threads kept
tearing. | felt each severed thread end curling in.

The cold "something'' noved again. It noved until it centered in ny head. Everything el se was
nunb. Please! | called for help. No voice; ny tongue lay paralyzed. | felt ny being draw ng
inward, totally collected in nmy head. M nbins were conpressed—no, try again. Me-mb-ranes. Yes.
Pushed out and toward the center all at once.

| began to nmove out through an opening in nmy head. There was a buzzing noise, a ringing, sonething

rushing very fast like a streamthrough a narrow gorge. | felt nyself begin to rise. | was a
bubbl e, bobbing up and down. | thought | saw a tunnel up above ne, dark and endless. | turned over
and | ooked down and was stunned to see ny body |lying on the bed. Bandaged and i mmobile. Fed
through plastic tubes. | was connected to it by a cord which glistened with a silver light. Thin,

it joined ny body at the top of ny head. The silver cord, | thought; ny God, the silver cord.
knew that it was all that kept ny body Iiving.

Revul si on came now as | saw ny |legs and arns begin to twitch. Breath had al nost ceased. There was
a | ook of agony on ny face. Again, | fought—+to go back down and join ny body. No, | won't go! |
could hear ny mind cry out. Ann, help ne! Please!l W have to be together!

| forced nyself down and stared at ny face. The lips were purple, there was dew i ke sweat across
the skin. | saw the neck veins start to swell. The nuscles of ny body had begun to twitch. | tried
with all my will to get back in. Ann! | thought. Please call me back so | can stay with you
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A mracle occurred. Life filled ny body, healthy col or suffusing the skin, a | ook of peace across
my face. | thanked God. Ann and the children woul dn't have to see ne as |'d been. | thought that |
was coni ng back, you see

Not so. | saw nmy body in a sack of many colors, drawn up by the silver cord. | felt a dropping
sensation, heard a snappi ng noi se—as though a gi ant rubber band had broken—felt nyself begin to
rise.

A flashback then. Yes, that's correct. A flashback; just as in the novies but nuch faster. You've
read the phrase and heard it many tines: "His whole life flashed before him" Robert, it's true.
So fast | couldn't followit—and in reverse. The days before the accident, back through the
children's lives, ny marriage to Ann, ny witing career. College, Wrld War Two, high school,
grammar school, ny childhood and ny infancy. 1974-1927 every second of those years. Each novenent,
t hought, enotion; every spoken word. | sawit all. A blur of rushing inmges.

To dream of dreami ng

I SAT UP on the bed abruptly, laughing. It had only been a dream | felt alert, all senses
magni fied. Incredible, | thought, how real a dream can be.

But sonet hing was wong with ny vision. Everything was blurred as | |ooked around. | couldn't see
beyond ten feet.

The roomwas famliar; the walls, the stucco ceiling. Fifteen feet by twelve. The drapes were
beige with brown and orange stripes. | saw a color television set hung near the ceiling. To ny

| eft, a chair—erange-red upholstery like |eather, arns of stainless steel. The carpeting was the
same orange-red.

Now | knew why things | ooked blurred. The roomwas filled with snoke. There was no odor though; I
found that odd. Not snoke; | suddenly changed ny mind. The accident. My eyes were danaged. | was
not di smayed. The relief of knowing | was still alive transcended such concern

First things first, | thought. |I had to find Ann and tell her | was all right, end her suffering.
| dropped ny | egs across the right side of the nmattress and stood. The bedsi de tabl e was nade of
metal, painted beige, a top as in our kitchen. Spell. F-o-r-mi-c-a. | saw an alcove with a sink
The faucets | ooked |ike golf-club heads, you know? There was a mrror hung above the sink. My
vision was so blurred | couldn't see ny reflection

| started noving closer to the sink, then had to stop. A nurse was conming in. She wal ked directly
toward nme and | stepped aside. She didn't even | ook at ne but gasped and hurried toward the bed. |
turned. A man was lying on it, slack-jawed, skin a pasty gray. He was heavily bandaged, an array
of plastic tubes attached to him

I turned back in surprise as the nurse ran fromthe room | couldn't hear what she was shouti ng.

I noved in closer on the man and saw that he was probably dead. How cone soneone else was in ny
bed t hough? Wat kind of hospital would put two patients in the sane bed?

Strange. | leaned in close to look at him H s face was just like nmine. | shook ny head. That was
i mpossible. | |ooked down at his |eft hand. He wore a weddi ng band exactly |ike the one | wore.
How coul d that be?

I began to feel an aching coldness in ny stomach. | tried to draw the sheet back from his body but
I couldn't. Somehow, | had | ost the sense of touch. | kept on trying until | saw ny fingers going
through the sheet, then pulled ny hand back, sickened. No, it isn't ne, | told nyself. How could
it be when | was still alive? My body even hurt. Proof positive of life.

I whirled as a pair of doctors rushed into the room stepping back to | et them at the body.

One of them began to blow his breath into the man's mouth. The other had a hi ghp—spell. HYy-p-o-
dermic; yes. | watched himshove the needle end into the man's flesh. Then a nurse cane running
i n, pushing some nmachi ne on wheels. One of the doctors pressed the ends of two thick, nmetal rods
agai nst the man's bare chest and he twitched. Now | knew that there was no rel ationship between
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the man and me for | felt nothing.

Their efforts were in vain. The nman was dead. Too bad, | thought. H's fam |y would be grieved.
VWi ch made ne think of Ann and the children. | had to find and reassure them Especially Ann; |
knew how terrified she was. My poor, sweet Ann.

I turned and wal ked toward the doorway. On ny right was a bathroom dancing in, | saw a toilet,
light switch and a button with a red bulb next to it, the word Energency printed beneath the bulb.

I wal ked into the hall and recognized it. Yes, of course. The card in ny wallet said to take me
there in case of accident. The Mdtion Picture Hospital in Wodland Hills

| stopped and tried to work things out. There'd been an accident, they'd brought ne here. Wy
wasn't | in bed then? But | had been in bed. The sanme one the dead man was in. The man who | ooked
like me. There had to be an explanation for all this. I couldn't find it though. | couldn't think
with clarity.

The answer finally came. | wasn't sure it was correct—but there was nothing else. | had to accept
it; for the nonent anyway.

I was under anesthetic, they were operating on ne. Everything was happening inside ny mnd. That
had to be the answer. Nothing el se nade sense.

Now what ? | thought. Despite the distress of what was taking place, | had to smle. If everything
was happening in my mnd, then, being conscious of it, couldn't | control it?

Right, | thought. I'd do exactly what | chose. And what | chose to do was find nmy Ann.

As | decided that, | saw another doctor running down the hall toward nme. Deliberately, | tried to
stop himas he hurried past but ny outstretched hand passed through his shoul der. Never mnind, |
told nyself. In essence, | was dreaning. Any foolish thing could happen in a dream

| started wal king down the hall. | passed a roomand saw a green card with white lettering: NO
SMOKI NG— OXYGEN | N USE. Unusual dream | thought, 1'd never been able to read in dreans; words
al ways ran together when

I tried. This was conpletely legible despite the general blurring which continued.

It's not exactly a dream of course, | told nyself, seeking to explain it. Being under anesthesia
isn't like being asleep. | nodded in agreement with the explanation, kept on wal ki ng. Ann woul d be
in the waiting room | set nmy mnd on reaching her and conforting her. | felt her suffering as

though it were ny own.

| passed the nurses' station and heard themtalking. | nade no attenpt to speak to them Al of
this was in my mind. | had to go along with that; accept the rules. Al right, it's not a dream
persay—per s-e—but it was easier to think of it as one. A dreamthen; under anesthesia.

Wait, | thought, stopping. Dreamor not, | can't walk around in nmy patient's gown. | glanced down
at nyself, startled to see the clothes | was wearing when the accident occurred. Were's the
bl ood? | wondered. | recalled an instant vision of nyself unconscious in the weckage. Blood had

been sprayi ng.

I felt a sense of eggs—no! Sorry for the inpatience. E-x-u-1-t-a-t-i-o-n. Why? Because |'d
reasoned somnet hing out despite the dullness of my mind. | couldn't possibly be that man in the
bed. He was in a patient's gown, bandaged, fed by tubes. | was dressed, unbandaged, nobile. Tota
di fference.

A man in street clothes was approaching nme. | expected himto pass nme. Instead, to ny surprise, he
put his hand on ny shoul der and stopped nme. | could feel the pressure of each separate finger on
my flesh.

"Do you know what's happened yet?" he asked.

"Happened?"
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"Yes." He nodded. "You've died."

I looked at himin disgust. "That's absurd,” | said.
"It's true. "
"If 1 were dead, | wouldn't have a brain," | told him "I couldn't talk to you."

"It doesn't work that way," he persisted.

"The man in that roomis dead, not ne." | said, "I'munder anesthesia, being operated on. In
essence, |I'mdreaning." | was pl eased by ny anal ysis.

"No, Chris," he said.

| felt a chill. How did he know my name? | peered at himclosely. Did | know hin? Was that why
he' d appeared in ny dreanf

No; not at all. | felt distaste for him Anyway, | thought (the idea nmade ne smle despite ny
irritation) this was my dream and he had no claimto it. "Go find your ow dream" | said,

gratified by the cleverness of ny dism ssal

"I'f you don't believe ne, Chris," he told ne, "look in the waiting room Your wi fe and children
are there. They haven't been told yet that you've died."

"WAit a minute, wait a mnute." | pointed ny finger at him jabbing at the air. "You' re the one
who told me not to fight it, aren't you?"

He started to reply but | was so incensed by that | wouldn't let himspeak. "I'mtired of you and
tired of this stupid place," |I said. "I'm going hone."

Sonething pulled ne fromhiminstantaneously. It was as though ny body was encased in netal with a

di stant nmagnet drawing me to itself. | hurtled through the air so fast | couldn't see or hear a

t hi ng.

It ended as abruptly as it started. | was standing in fog. | |ooked around but saw nothing in any
direction. | began to walk, moving slowy through the m st. Now and then, | thought | caught a
fleeting glinpse of people. Wien | tried to see themclearly, though, they faded off. | al npbst
called to one, then chose not to. | was nmaster of this dream | wouldn't let it dom nate ne.

| attenpted to distract nmyself by naking believe | was back in London. Renenber how | travel ed
there in 1957 to wite a filn? It had been Novenber and I'd walked in fogs like this nore than
once—pea soup" is a good description. This was even thicker, though; |ike being underwater. It
even felt wet.

Finally, through the fog, | saw our house. That sight relieved ne in two ways. One, the very | ook
of it. Two, the way |I'd gotten there so quickly. That could only happen in a dream

Suddenly, an inspiration came to ne. |'ve told you how nmy body hurt. Even though it was a dream
still felt pain. Accordingly, | told nyself that, since the pain was dreameng-e-n-dered, it
wasn't necessary that | feel it. Robert, with the thought, the pain was gone. Wich caused anot her
sense of pleasure and relief. Wat nore vivid proof could one require that this was dream and not
reality?

I remenbered, then, how | had sat up on the hospital bed, |aughing, because it had all been a
dream That's exactly what it was. Period.

I was in the entry hall without transition. Dream | thought and nodded, satisfied. | |ooked
around, ny vision still blurred. Wait, | thought. 1'd been able to dispel the pain, why not the
vi si on?

Not hi ng happened. Everything beyond ten feet was still obscured by what appeared to be a pall of
smoke.
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I whirled at the clicking noise of claws across the kitchen floor. G nger was running into the

front hall; you recall, our German Shepherd. She saw ne and began her rocking, bouncing run of
joy. | spoke her name, delighted by the sight of her. | bent to stroke her head and saw ny hand
sink deep into her skull. She recoiled with a yelp and scuttled back in terror, bunping hard

agai nst the kitchen door janb, ears pressed tight to her head, hair erected on her back

"G nger," | said. |I fought away a sense of dread. "Cone here." She's acting foolishly, | told
mysel f. | noved after her and saw her slipping frantically on the kitchen floor, trying to run
away. "Gnger!" | cried. | wanted to be irritated with her but she | ooked so frightened that |

couldn't be. She ran across the famly room and | unged out through the flap of the dog door

I was going to follow her, then decided not to. | would not be victinized by this dreamno matter
how i nsane it got. | turned and called Ann's nane.
No answer to ny call. | | ooked around the kitchen, seeing that the coffee maker was on, its pair

of red bul bs burning.

The gl ass pot on the heater plate was alnbst enpty. | managed a snile. She's done it again,
thought. In no tinme, the house would be per—p-e-r-ne-at-ed with a reek of burning coffee.
reached out to pull the plug, forgetting. My hand went through the wire and | stiffened, then
forced back anusenment. You can't do anything right in dreans, | rem nded nyself.

| searched the house. Qur bedroom and the bathroom lan's and Marie's rooms, their connecting
bat hroom Richard's room | ignored the blurring of my vision. That was uni nportant, | decided.

What | found nyself unable to ignore was an increasing lethargy | felt. Dreamor not, ny body felt
Iike stone. | went back inside our bedroomand sat on ny side of the bed. | felt a tw nge of
uneasi ness because it didn't shift beneath ne; it's a water bed. Forget it, a dreanmis a dream
told nyself. They're insane, that's all

I looked at nmy clock-radio, leaning close to see the hands and nunbers. It was six fifty-three. |
| ooked out through the glass door. It wasn't dark outside. Msty but not dark. Yet how could it be
nmorning if the house was enpty? At this tine, they should all be in their beds.

"Never mnd,"' | said, struggling to get it all together in nmy mnd. You' re being operated on
You're dreaming this. Ann and the children are at the hospital waiting for—

A new confusion struck me. Was | really in the hospital? O had that been part of the dreamtoo?
Was | actually asleep on this bed, dream ng everything? Maybe the accident had never occurred.
There were so nmany possibilities, each one affecting the next. If only I could think nore clearly.
But my mind felt nunmb. As though |I'd been drinking or taken sedati on.

I lay down on the bed and closed ny eyes. It was the only thing to do; | knew that nuch.
Presently, 1'd wake up with the truth: a dreamin the hospital while under anesthesia or a dream
in nmy bed while asleep. | hoped it was the latter

Because, in that case, |I'd wake up to find Ann lying by ny side and could tell her what a crazy
dream|'d had. Hold her lovely warnth in nmy arns and kiss her tenderly and | augh as | told her how
bizarre it is to dream of dream ng.

Thi s bl ack, unendi ng ni ght mare

I WAS EXHAUSTED but | couldn't rest, mnmy sleep broken by Ann's crying. | tried to rise, to confort
her. Instead, | hovered in a |inbo between darkness and light. Don't cry, | heard nyself nurnur.
1"l wake up soon and be with you. Just let ne sleep a while. Please don't cry; it's all right,
sweet heart. 1'll take care of you.

Finally, I was forced to open ny eyes. | wasn't lying down but standing in a mst. | started
wal king slowy toward the sound of her crying. | was tired, Robert, groggy. But | couldn't |et her
cry. | had to find out what was wong and end it so she wouldn't cry like that. | couldn't bear to

hear her cry like that.
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I nmoved into a church |'d never seen before. Al the pews were filled with people. Their forns
were gray, | couldn't see their features. | wal ked down the middle aisle, trying to understand why
I was there. What church was this? And why was the sound of Ann's crying coming from here?

| saw her sitting in the front pew, dressed in black, Richard on her right, Marie and lan to her

left. Next to Richard, | could see Louise and her husband. Al of them were dressed in black. They
were easier to see than the other people in the church yet even they | ooked faded, ghostlike. |
could still hear the sobbing even though Ann was silent. It's in her nmind, it came to me; and our
m nds are so close | hear it. | hurried toward her to stop it.

| stopped in front of her. "I'mhere," | said.

She | ooked ahead as though | hadn't spoken; as though | weren't there at all. None of them | ooked

toward nme. Were they enbarrassed by ny presence and pretending not to see? | glanced down at
mysel f. Perhaps it was ny outfit. Hadn't | been wearing it a long time now? It seenmed as though |
had al though | wasn't sure.

I |1 ooked back up. "All right," |I said. | had difficulty speaking; my tongue felt thick. "Al
right," | repeated slowy. "I'mnot dressed correctly. And I'mlate. That doesn't nmean ..." My
voice trailed off because Ann kept | ooking straight ahead. | mght have been invisible. "Ann,
pl ease," | said.

She didn't nove or blink. | reached out to touch her shoul der

She twitched sharply, |ooking up, her face gone bl ank
"What's wong?" | asked.

The crying in her mnd abruptly surfaced and she jerked her left hand up to cover her eyes, trying

to repress a sob. | felt a nunbing pain inside ny head. What's wong? | thought. "Ann, what's
wong?" | pl eaded.

She didn't answer and | | ooked at Richard. H's face was tight, tears running down his cheeks.
"''Richard, what is going on?" | asked. My words sounded slurred as though | were drunk

He didn't answer and | | ooked at lan. "WII you please tell nme?" | asked. | felt a stab of anguish

| ooki ng at him

He was sobbing quietly, rubbing shaky fingers at his cheeks, trying to brush away the tears that
fell fromhis eyes. Wiat in the nanme of God? | thought.

Then | knew. OF course. The dream it still continued. | was in the hospital being operated on—no,
I was asleep on ny bed and dream ng—whatever! flared nmy mind. The dream was continuing and now it
included ny own funeral. | had to turn away fromthem | couldn't stand to watch themcrying so.

hate this stupid dream | thought. Wien was it going to end?

It was tornent to ne to be turned away when, just behind ne, | could hear Ann and the children
sobbing. | felt a desperate need to turn and confort them To what avail though? In nmy dream they
mour ned mmy death. What good would it do for me to speak if they believed me dead?

I had to think of sonething else; it was the only answer. The dream woul d change, they al ways did.
I wal ked toward the altar, following the drone of a voice. The mnister, | realized. | wlled
nmyself to feel anused. That might be fun, | told nyself. Even in a dream how nmany nen receive the
chance to listen to their own eul ogy?

I saw his blurred, gray outline now, behind the pulpit. H's voice sounded holl ow and di stant. |
hope he's giving nme a royal send-off, | thought, bitterly.

"He is," said a voice.

| | ooked around. That nman again; the one |I'd seen in the hospital. Odd that, of everyone, he
| ooked nost clear to ne.

"Haven't found your own dreamyet, | see," | told him Odd, too, that | could speak to himw thout
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effort.

"Chris, try to understand,"” he said. "This isn't a dream It's real. You' ve died."

"WIIl you get off that?" | began to turn away. -«

Hi s fingers on ny shoul der once again; solid, nearly pinching ny flesh. That was odd too.

"Chris, can't you see?" he asked. "Your wife and children dressed in black? A church? A ninister
del i vering your eul ogy?"

"A convincing dream" | said.
He shook his head.
"Let go of ne," | told him threateningly. "I don't have to listen to this."

H's grip was strong; | couldn't break it. "Come with me," he said. He led me to the platformwhere
| saw a casket resting on supports. "Your body is in there," he told ne.

"Real ly?" | said. My tone was cold. The casket |lid was shut. How could he know | was in there?
"You can see inside it if you try," he answered.

Unexpectedly, | felt nyself begin to shake. | could ook in the casket if | tried. Suddenly,
knew t hat .

"But I won't," | told him | twisted fromhis grip and turned away. "This is a dream" | said,
gl anci ng across ny shoul der. "Maybe you can't understand that but—

"If it's a dream" he interrupted, "why don't you try to wake up?"

I whirled to face him "All right, that's exactly what 1'll do," |I said. "Thank you for a very
good suggestion.”

I closed ny eyes. Al right, you heard the man, | told nyself. Wake up. He's told you what to do.
Now do it.

| heard Ann's sobbing getting louder. "Don't," | said. | couldn't bear the sound of it. | tried to
back off but it followed ne. | clenched ny teeth. This is a dream and you are going to wake up
fromit right now, | told nyself. Any second now |'d jolt awake, perspiring, trenbling. Ann woul d
speak ny nane in startled synpathy, then hold ne in her arnms, caress ne, tell —

The sobbi ng kept on getting | ouder, louder. | pressed both hands against ny ears to shut it out.
"Wake up," | said. | repeated it with fierce determ nation. "Wke up!"

My effort was rewarded by a sudden silence. | had done it! Wth a rush of joy, | opened ny eyes.
I was standing in the front hall of our house. | didn't understand that.

Then | saw the m st again, ny vision blurred. And | began to nake out fornms of people in the
living room Gay and faded, they stood or sat in small groups, nmurnuring words | couldn't hear.

I wal ked into the living room past a knot of people; none of themwere clear enough for nme to

recogni ze. Still the dream | thought. | clung to that.

I wal ked by Louise and Bob. They didn't ook at me. Don't try to talk to them | thought. Accept
the dream Myve on. | wal ked into the bar room noving toward the famly room

Ri chard was behind the bar, making drinks. | felt a twinge of resentnent. Drinking at a time like

this? | rejected the thought imediately. Atinme like what? | challenged ny m nd. This was no
special time. It was nmerely a depressing party in a bl eak, depressing dream

Movi ng, | caught glinpses. Ann's older brother Bill, his wife Patricia. Her father and stepnother,
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her younger brother Phil, his wife Andrea. | tried to smile. Wll, | told nyself, when you dream
you really do it up right, no detail overlooked; Ann's entire fam |y down from San Franci sco no
| ess. Where was ny famly though? | wondered. Surely | could dreamthemhere as well. Did it

matter, in a dream that they were three thousand miles away?

That was when a new t hought cane to me. Was it possible that | had | ost ny sanity? Perhaps the
acci dent had damaged ny brain. There was a thought! | clutched at it. Brain damage; weird,
distorted i mages. Not just a sinple operation going on but sonething conplex. Even as | noved
unseen among these waiths, scal pels mght be probing at my brain, surgeons working to restore its
functi on.

It didn't help. Despite the logic of it, | began to feel a sense of resentnent. Al these people
totally ignoring nme. | stopped in front of soneone; facel ess, naneless. "Dam it, even in a dream
people talk to you," | said. | tried to grab himby the arns. My fingers noved into his flesh as
though it were water. | |ooked around and saw the fam ly-roomtable. Mwving there, | tried to pick
up soneone's glass to hurl it against the wall. It was like trying to grip at air. Anger nounted
suddenly. | shouted at them "Dam it, this is nmy dreaml Listen to nme!"

My | aughter was involuntary, strained. Listen to yourself, | thought. You're acting as though this

is really happening. Get things straight, Nielsen. This is a dream

I left themall behind, starting down the back hall. Ann's Uncle John was standing in front of me,
| ooki ng at some photographs on the wall. | wal ked right through him feeling nothing. Forget it, |
ordered nyself. It doesn't nmatter.

Qur bedroom door was closed. | wal ked through it. "This is insane," | nuttered. Even in dreans,
I'"d never wal ked through doors before.

My aggravation vani shed as | noved to the bed and | ooked at Ann. She was |ying on her |eft side,
staring toward the glass door. She still had on the black dress | had seen her wearing in the
church but her shoes were off. Her eyes were red from crying.

lan sat beside her, holding her hand. Tears ran slowy down his cheeks. | felt a rush of love for
him He's such a sweet and gentle boy, Robert. | reached forward to stroke his hair.

He | ooked around and, for a nonent which seened to stop ny heart, | thought he was | ooking at ne,
seeing nme. "lan,'' | rmurnured.

He | ooked back at Ann. "MnP" he said.

She didn't respond.

He spoke again and her eyes noved slowy to his face.
"I know it sounds insane," he said, "but... | feel as if Dad is with us."
I 1 ooked at Ann quickly. She was staring at |an, her expression unchanged.
"I mean right here," he told her. "Now. "

Her smile was one of straining tenderness. "I know you want to help," she said.

"I really feel it, Mom"

She couldn't go on, a great sob racking her. "Ch, God," she whispered, "Chris ..." Tears filled
her eyes.
| dropped beside the bed and tried to touch her face. "Ann, don't— | started. Breaking off, |

twisted fromher with a groan. To see ny fingers sink into her flesh ..
"lan, I"'mafraid," Ann said

I turned back quickly to her. The last tinme I'd seen such a | ook on her face was on a ni ght when
lan had been six and di sappeared for three hours; a | ook of helpless, incapacitated dread. "Ann,
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I"mhere," | said, "I'mhere! Death isn't what you think!"

Terror caught ne unaware. | didn't nean that! cried nmy mind. | couldn't take it back though. The
admi ssi on had been nade.

I fought against it, straining to repress it by concentrating on Ann and | an. But the question
came unbidden and | couldn't stop it. Wat if that man had told the truth? Wat if this wasn't a
dr eanf?

| struggled to retreat. Inpossible; the way was bl ocked. | countered with rage. So what if | had
thought it? What if 1'd considered it? There was no proof of it beyond that brief consideration

Better. | felt vengeful justification. |I began to touch and prod nmy body. This is death?
chal I enged scornfully. Flesh and bone? Ridiculous! It mght not be a dream+that nuch | could
allow. But it was certainly not death.

The conflict seemed to drain nme suddenly. Once nore, ny body felt |ike stone. Again? | thought.

Never mind. | thrust it fromny mnd. | lay down on ny side on the bed and | ooked at Ann. It was
unnerving to lie beside her, face to face, her staring through ne like a window. Cl ose your eyes,
I thought. | did. Escape through sleep, | told nyself. The evidence isn't in by any neans. This
could still be a dream But God, dear God in heaven, if it was, | hated everything about it.

Pl ease, | begged whatever powers mght attend nme. Release nme fromthis black, unendi ng ni ght mare.
To know | still exist!

HOVERI NG SUSPENDED, RI SING i nches, then descending in a silent, engulfing void. Was this the
feeling of prebirth; floating in liquid gl oonf

No, there'd be no sound of crying in the wonb. No sense of grief oppressing ne. | nurnured in ny
sl eep, wanting to rest, needing to rest, but wanting, too, to wake for Ann's sake. "Honey, it's
all right." | nust have spoken those words a hundred tines before waking.

My eyes dragged open, the |ids feeling weighted.

She was lying by ny side, asleep. | sighed and smled at her with | ove. The dream had ended, we
were together again. | gazed at her face, sweetly childlike in repose. Atired child, a child
who' d wept herself to sleep. My precious Ann. | reached out to touch her face, nmy hand like iron

My fingers di sappeared inside her head.

She woke up with a start, her gaze alarned. "Chris?" she said. Again, that nonmentary | eap of hope.
Shattered when it quickly grew apparent that she wasn't |ooking at ne but through nme. Tears began
to well in her eyes. She drew up her legs and clutched her pillow tightly in her arms, pressing
her face against it, body shaking wth sobs.

"Ch, God, no sweetheart, please don't cry." | was crying too. | would have given up ny soul if
only she'd been able to see me for a minute, hear ny voice, receive ny confort and my |ove.

I knew she coul dn't though. And knew, as well, the nightnmare hadn't ended. | turned from her and
cl osed ny eyes, desperate to escape in sleep again, let the darkness pull ne far from her. Her
weeping tore ny heart. Please take me away fromthis, | pleaded. If | can't confort her, take ne
awnay!

| felt my nmind begin a downward slide, descending into bl ackness.

Now it was a dream It had to be. My Iife was unreeling before ne, a succession of living
pi ctures. Sonething about it struck ne. Hadn't | experienced this before, nore briefly, nore
confusingly?

This was not confusing in the least. | mght have been a viewer in an auditorium watching a film
entitled My Life, every episode fromstart to finish. No, amend that. Finish to start; the film
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began with the collision—was it real then—and evol ved back toward ny birth, each det ai
magni fi ed.

I won't go into all those details, Robert. It's not the story I want to tell -+t would take too
long. Each man's life is a tome of episodes. Consider all the nonents of your |ife enumerated one
by one with full description. A twenty-volune encycl opedia of events; at the very |east.

Let me discuss it in brief then, this display of scenes. It was nore than a "flash before ny
eyes." | was nore than just a viewer; that becane apparent very soon. | relived each nonent with
acute perception, experiencing and understandi ng si nul taneously. The phenonenon was vivid, Robert,
each enotion infinitely nmultiplied by | evel upon |Ievel of awareness.

The essence of it all—this is the inportant part-was the know edge that ny thoughts had been real

Not just the things | said and did. What went on in ny nmind as well, positive or negative.
Each nenory was brought to life before ne and within me. | could not avoid them Neither could
rationalize, explain away. | could only re-experience with total cognizance, unprotected by

pretense. Sel f-delusion was inmpossible, truth exposed in blinding light. Nothing as | thought it
had been. Nothing as | hoped it had been. Only as it had been

Fai l ures plagued nme. Things | had omtted or ignored, neglected. What | should have given and
hadn't—+to ny friends, ny relatives, to Mmand Dad, to you and El eanor, ny children, nostly Ann. |
felt the biting pang of every unfulfillnment. Not only personal but in nmy work as well —ny failures
as a witer. The host of scripts I'd witten which did no one any good and, many, harm | could
condone themonce. Now, in this stark unmasking of ny life, condoning was inpossible, self-
justifying was inpossible. An infinitude of |acks reduced to one fundanental challenge: What |

m ght have done and how irrevocably | fell short of alnbst every nark.

Not that it was unjust; not that the scales were forced out of balance. Were there had been good,
it showed as clearly. Kindnesses, acconplishnents; all those were present too.

The trouble was | couldn't get through it. Like the tug of a building rope pulled froma distance,
I was drawn from observation by Ann's sorrow. Honey, let ne see. | think | spoke those words,
may have only thought them

| becanme aware of |ying by her side again, ny eyelids heavy as | tried to raise them The sounds
she nade in sleep were like a knife blade turning in ny heart. Please, | thought. | have to see,
to know, evaluate. The word seened vital to nme suddenly. Eval uate.

| drifted down again; to the isolation of nmy visions. | had left the theatre nonentarily; the
picture on the screen had frozen. Now it started up again, absorbing nme. | was inside it once
again, reliving days |ong gone.

Now | saw how rmuch tine | had spent in gratifying sense; again, | will not give you details. Not
only did | re-discover every sense experience of my life, | had to live each unfulfilled desire as
wel | —-as though they'd been fulfilled. | saw that what transpires in the mnd is just as real as
any flesh and bl ood occurrence. \Wat had only been imagination in |ife now becane tangible, each
fantasy a full reality. | lived themall-while, at the same time, standing to the side, a wtness
to their, often, intimate squalor. A witness cursed with total objectivity.

Still always the bal ance, Robert; | enphasize the bal ance. The scal es of justice: darkness
parall el ed by light, cruelty by conpassion, lust by love. And always, unremttingly, that innost
summons: What have you done with your life?

An added nercy was the know edge that this deep, internal review was witnessed only by nyself. It

was a private re-enactnment, a judgnent rendered by my own conscience. Mreover, | felt sure that
sonmehow, every act and thought relived was being printed on ny consciousness indelibly for future
reference. Wiy this was so, | had no notion. | only knew it was.

Then somet hi ng strange began to happen. | was in a cottage sonewhere, |ooking at an old man |ying
on a bed. Two people sat nearby, a white-haired woman and a mi ddl e-aged nan. Their dress was
foreign to ne and the wonan's accent sounded strange as she spoke to say, "I think he's gone."
"Chris!"
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Ann's tortured crying of my name ripped nme fromsleep. | |ooked around to find nyself in swirling
fog, lying on the ground. Standing slowy, every nuscle aching, | tried to walk but couldn't. I
was on the bottom of a murky | ake whose currents swell ed agai nst ne.

Inanely, | felt hungry. No, that's not the proper word. In need of sustenance. No, nore than that.
In need of sonething to add to nyself, to help ne re-assenble. That was it. | was inconplete; part
of me was gone. | tried to think but found it beyond ny capacity. Thoughts trickled in ny brain
like glue. Let go, was all | could think. Let go.

| saw a pale white colum of light take formin front of me, a figure inside it. "You w sh ny
hel p?" it asked. My mind was not perceptive enough to tell if it was male or fenule.

| tried to speak, then, froma distance, heard Ann call ny name again and | ooked around.

"You could be here for along tine," said the figure. "Take ny hand."

| |1 ooked back at it. "Do |I know you?" | asked. | could hardly speak, my voice sounding |ifeless
"That's not inportant now," the figure said. "Just take ny hand."

| stared at it with vacant eyes. Ann called ny nane again, and | shook nmy head. The figure was

trying to take me fromher. | wouldn't let it do that. "Get away," | said. "I'"'mgoing to ny wife."
I was alone in fog once nore. "Ann?" | called. |I felt cold and fearful. "Ann, where are you?" My
voi ce was dead. "l can't see you."

Sonet hi ng began to draw nme through the mist. Something else attenpted to restrain me but | wlled
it off; it wasn't Ann, | knew that, and | had to be with Ann. She was all that mattered to ne.

The fog began to thin and | found nyself able to advance. There was sonething famliar about the
| andscape in front of ne: broad, green lawns with rows of netal plaques flush with the surface,
bouquets of flowers here and there, sone dead, sone dying, sone fresh. | had been here before.

I wal ked toward a distant figure sitting on the grass. Were had | seen this place? | wondered,
trying hard to recollect. At last, Iike a bubble forced up through a sea of ooze, nenory rose.
Vaughn. Sonebody's son. W'd known him He was buried here. How | ong ago? the question cane. |
couldn't answer it. Tine seenmed an eni gnma beyond sol ution

I saw, now, that the figure was Ann and nmoved toward her as quickly as | could, ny feelings a
bl end of joy and sorrow, | didn't know why.

Reachi ng her, | spoke her nane. She made no sign that she had seen or heard ne and, for sone

i nexplicable reason, | now found nyself unsurprised by that. | sat beside her on the grass and put
my armaround her. | felt nothing and she did not respond in any way, staring at the ground.

tried to understand what was happening but there was no way | could. "Ann, | |ove you," |
murnmured. It was all my mind could summon. "1'l1 always | ove you, Ann." Despair began to bl anket
me. | gazed at the ground where she was | ooking. There were flowers and a netal plaque.

Chri stopher Ni el sen/1927-1974. | stared at the plaque, too shocked to react. Vaguely, | recalled
sonme man addressing nme, trying to convince ne that |1'd died. Had it been a drean? Was this a
drean®? | shook my head. For sone reason | could not fathom the concept that this was a dream was
unaccept abl e. Which neant that | was dead. Dead.

How coul d such a shattering revelation | eave me so incredibly apathetic? | should have been
screaming with terror. Instead, | could only stare at the plaque, at ny nane, at the year of ny
birth and the year of ny death.

Slow y, an obsession started gathering in nmy mnd. / was down there? Me? My body? Then | possessed
the power to prove it all beyond a doubt. | could travel down there, see ny corpse. Menory
flickered. You can see inside it if you try. Where had | heard those words? | could see inside
what ?

Know edge cane. | coul d descend and | ook inside the casket. | could see nyself and prove that |
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was dead. | felt nmy body easing forward, downward
n mrTi?"

I looked around in startlenent. Richard was approaching with a thin, young man with dark hair.
"Mom this is Perry," he said. "He's the one |I told you about."

| stared incredul ously at the young man.
He was | ooki ng at ne.
"Your father is here, Richard," he said, calmy. "Sitting near the plaque with his nane on it."

I struggled to ny feet. "You can see me?" | asked. | was stunned by his words, his gaze directly
on ne.

"He's saying sonmething | can't nmake out," Perry said.
I looked at Arm anxiety returning. / could comunicate with her; let her know |l still existed.

She was staring at the young man, her expression stricken. "Ann, believe him" | said. "Believe
him™"

"He's speaking again," Perry told her. "To you now, Ms. N elsen."
Ann shuddered and | ooked at Ri chard, speaking his name inploringly.

"Mom—' Richard | ooked unconfortable and adanmant at once. "—f Perry says that Dad is here,
believe him 1've told you how he—=

"Ann, | amhere!" | cried.

"I know how you feel, Ms. N elsen," Perry interrupted Richard, "but take ny word for it. | see
hi mright beside you. He's wearing a dark blue shirt with short sleeves, blue checkered sl acks and
Wal | aby shoes. He's tall and blond with a husky build. He has green eyes and he's | ooking at you

anxiously. I"msure he wants you to believe he's really here.”

"Ann, please," | said. | looked at Perry again. "Hear nme," | entreated him "You've got to hear
me. "

"He's speaking again," Perry said. "I think he's sayi hg—near nme or sonething."

| groaned and | ooked at Ann again. She was trying not to cry but couldn't help herself. Her teeth
were set on edge, her breathing forced and broken. "Please don't do this," she nurnured.

"Mom he's trying to help," Richard told her

"Don't do this." Ann struggled to her feet and wal ked away. ''Ann, don't go," | pleaded.

Ri chard started after her but Perry held himback. "Let her get used to the idea," he said.
Ri chard | ooked around uneasily. "He's here?" he asked. "My father?"

I didn't know what to do. | wanted to be with Ann. Yet how could | |eave the only person who could
see ne? Perry had placed his hands on Richard's shoulders and turned himuntil he faced nme. "He's
in front of you," he said. "About four feet away."

"Ch, God." Richard' s voice was thin and shaki ng.
"Richard," | said. | stepped forward and tried to grasp his arns.

"He's right in front of you now, trying to hold your arms," Perry told him

Ri chard's face was pale. "Wy can't | see himthen?" he demanded.
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"You may be able to if you can talk your nother into a sitting."

Despite the excitenent Perry's words created in me, | could stay with himno longer; | had to be
with Ann. His voice faded quickly behind me as | started after her. "He's noving after your

nmot her," he said. "He nust want to—
I could hear no nore. Anxiously, | followed Ann, trying to overtake her. Watever a sitting was—a
seance?-Ann had to consent to it. |I'd never believed in things |like that, never even thought of

them 1 thought about themnow. Perry had seen ne, actually seen ne. The thought that, with his
hel p, Ann and the children might also see nme, perhaps even hear ne filled ne with elation. There'd
be no grief then!

I groaned with sudden dismay. A nmist was gathering again, obscuring nmy view of Ann. | tried to run
but ny novenents grew increasingly labored. | have to reach her! | thought. "Ann, wait!" | call ed.
"Don't |eave ne!"

You have to nove on, it seened as though | heard a voice say in ny mind. | wouldn't listen to it,
kept on moving, slower, slower, once nore on the bottom of that nurky | ake. Awareness started
failing. Please! | thought. There nust be some way Ann can see ne and be conforted to know | still
exi st!

My presence is invalid

I WAS WALKING up the hill to our house. On each side of the driveway, pepper trees were stirring

inthe wind. | tried to snell thembut | couldn't. Overhead, the sky was overcast. It's going to
rain, | thought. | wondered why | was there.

The front door was no nore solid to me than air as | went inside. | knew, then, why |'d cone.

Ann, Richard and Perry were sitting in the living room lan nust be in school, | thought, Marie in

Pasadena at the Acadeny.

G nger was lying at Ann's feet. As | stepped into the living room she lifted her head abruptly
and stared at ne, ears drawn back. No sound this tine. Perry, who was sitting on the sofa next to
Ri chard, turned and | ooked at nme. "He's back," he said.

Ann and Richard | ooked automatically in ny direction but | knew they couldn't see nme. "Does he
took the sane?" Richard asked anxi ously.

"Just as he did in the cenetery," Perry answered. "He's wearing the outfit he had on the night of
the accident, isn't he?"

Ri chard nodded. "Yes." He | ooked at Ann; ny gaze was fixed on her. "Mn?" he said. "WII you—="
She cut himoff. "No, Richard," she said quietly but firmy.

"But Dad was dressed like that the night of the accident,'
that if he—=2"

Ri chard insisted. "How could Perry know

"W know it, Richard," Ann interrupted again.

"I"'mnot getting it fromyou, Ms. N elsen, take my word for it,
standing right over there. Look at your dog. She sees him"

Perry told her. "Your husband is

Ann | ooked at G nger and shivered. "I don't know that," she murnured.

I had to nmake her see. "G nger?" | said. Always, when |'d spoken her name, her tail would thunp at
the floor. Now she only cringed, eyes fixed on ne.

| started across the roomtoward her. "G nger, conme on," | said. "You know ne."
"He's wal king toward you, Ms. N elsen," Perry said.

"Whul d you pl ease—2?" she started, then broke off, startled, as G nger lurched to her feet and ran
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fromthe room
"She's afraid of him" Perry explained. "She doesn't understand what's happeni ng, you see."

"Mon?" Richard said when she renmined silent. How well | knew that stubborn silence. | felt
conpelled to smle despite her lack of inclination to believe in ny presence.

"He's smiling at you," Perry said. "He seens to understand your inability to believe he's here."

Ann's expression grew strained again. "I'msure it's obvious to you that I'd like to believe it,"
she said. "I just can't---" Breaking off, she drewin breath with effort. "You ... really see
hi n?" she asked.

"Yes, Ann, yes, he does," | said.

"He just said Yes, Ann, Yes," Perry told her. "I can see him just as | described himin the
cenetery. Naturally, he doesn't |ook as solid as we do. But he's very real. |'mnot getting
informati on fromyour mnd. | can't even do that."

Ann pressed the palmof her left hand to her eyes. "I wish | could believe," she said, mserably.

"Try, Mom" Richard said.

"Ann, please?" | said.
"I knowit's hard to accept," Perry said. "lI've lived with it all ny life so | take it for
granted. | could see disincarnates when | was a baby."

I looked at himw th sudden distaste. Disincarnates? The word made nme sound |ike a freak.
"I"'msorry," Perry said to ne, smling.
"What happened?" Richard asked and Ann | owered her hand to | ook at Perry curiously.

"He | ooked at ne with a frown," Perry said, still smling. "I must have said sonething he didn't
like."

Ri chard | ooked at Ann again. "Mom what do you say?" he asked.
She sighed. "I just don't know. "
"What harmcan it do?"

"What harn®?" She gazed at him incredulous. "To |l et nyself hope that your father still exists? You
know what he neant to ne."

"Ms. N elsen," Perry started.

"I don't believe in survival after death, Ann interrupted him "I believe that, when we die, we
die and that's the end of it. Now you want ne to—=

"Ms. N elsen, you're wong," Perry said. He was supporting ny presence yet | felt offended by his
sel f-assertive tone. "Your husband is standing right in front of you. How could that be if he
hasn't survived?"

"I don't see him" Ann responded. "And | can't believe it just because you say he's here."
"Mom Perry's been tested at UCLA," Richard said. "He's been authenticated any nunber of times."
"Ri chard, we're not tal king about college tests. W' re tal king about Dad! The man we | oved!"'

"Al the nore reason—+" Richard said.
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"No." She shook her head. "I just can't let myself believe it. If |I did, then found it wasn't
true, 1'd die nyself. It would kill ne."

Ch, no, | thought in sudden distress. Once nore, that draining exhaustion had cone upon ne.

VWhet her it was caused by the effort of wanting so badly for Ann to believe or by her continuing
sorrow, | had no idea. | only knew |l had to rest again. Things were starting to blur before ny
eyes.

"Mom just try?" Richard asked her. "Aren't you even willing to try? Perry says we night see Dad
if we—'

"Ann, | have to He down for awhile," | said. | knew she couldn't hear nme but | said it anyway.
"He's speaking to you, Ms. Nielsen," Perry told her. "Now he's | eaning over you."

| tried to kiss her hair.

"Did you feel that?" Perry asked.

"No,"'"' she said, tensely.

"He just kissed your hair," he told her

Her breath caught and she started crying softly. Richard junped up, nmoving to her quickly. Sitting
on the armof her chair, he pulled her against hinself. "It's all right, Mom" he nurnured. He
| ooked at Perry critically. "Did you have to say that?" he asked.

Perry shrugged. "I told you what he did, that's all, I'"'msorry."

The exhaustion was increasing rapidly now | wanted to remain, to stand in front of Perry, let him
read nmy lips. | didn't have the strength though. Once again, that stonelike feeling overwhel ned ny
body and | turned away fromthem | had to rest.

"Do you want to know what he's doi ng now?" Perry asked. H s tone was peeved.
"What ?" Richard was stroking Ann's hair, | ooking upset.

"He's wal king into your bar room Starting to fade. He nmust be losing strength.”
"Can you call himback?" Richard asked.

I could hear no nore. | don't know how | made it to our bedroom the transition was unclear.
only remenber that, as | lay down, | thought: Wiy do | keep getting exhausted when | have no
physi cal body?

| opened ny eyes. It was dark and still. Sonething pulled at ne, conpelling me to stand

The difference in the way | felt was instantly apparent. Before, 1'd felt weighted. Now | felt as
light as down. | alnost seened to float across the room and through the door

Perry's voice was speaking in the living room | wondered what he was saying as | drifted down the
back hall. Had Ann consented to the sitting yet? | hoped she had. Al | wanted was to know t hat
she was conforted

I noved across the famly roomand into the bar room

Suddenly, ny steps had frozen and | stared in horror toward the |iving room

At nysel f.
My mind could not react. | was struck dunb by the sight. | knew that | was standing where | was.
Yet | was standing in the living roomas well. Dressed in identical clothes. My face, ny body. M,

wi t hout a doubt.
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But how could that be?

I wasn't in that body, | realized then. | only observed it. Staring, | moved closer. The figure of
mysel f | ooked corpse-like. There was no expression on its face. It m ght have been a figure of nme
in a wax nuseum Except that it was noving slowy like a w ndi ng down aut omat on.

| tore ny gaze fromit and | ooked around the Iiving room Ann was there, Richard, lan and Mari e;
Perry, talking to the figure. Was it visible to all of then? | wondered, sickened. It was such a
hi deous si ght.

"Where are you?" Perry was asking.

| 1 ooked at the cadaverous form Its lips stirred feebly. Wen it spoke, its voice was not ny own
but a hollow, lifeless nuttering as it said, "Beyond."

Perry told my fam|ly. He addressed the figure once again. "Can you descri be where you are?"

The figure didn't speak. It shifted on its feet, eyes blinking sluggishly. At last it spoke.
"Cold," it said. "He says it's cold," Perry told them "You said we'd be able to see him" Marie
said in a tight voice

I looked at Ann. She was on the sofa, sitting between lan and Marie, her body |ooking coll apsed.
Her face was white and nmaskli ke, she was staring at her hands.

"Pl ease make yourself visible to everyone," Perry said to the figure. Even now, his tone was
arbitrary. The figure shook its head. It answered, "No." | don't know how | knew it but | did. The
figure wasn't speaking of its own accord. It nerely parroted what Perry's mnd was feeding it. It
wasn't nme in any way. It was a puppet he'd constructed with the power of his wll.

| noved to Perry angrily and stood in front of him blocking off his view of the figure. "Stop
this,” I told him "Wy can't you nmanifest yoursel f?" he asked.

| stared at him He couldn't see me anynore. He was | ooking through nme, at ny waxlike effigy. Just
as Ann had | ooked t hrough rne.

I reached out and tried to grab his shoul der. "Wat have you done?" | demanded.

He had no awareness of ny presence. He kept speaking to the figure as | turned to Ann. She was
bendi ng forward now, shaking, both palns pressed across her |ower face, eyes haunted, staring
sightlessly. Ch, God, | thought in anguish. Now she'll never know.

The figure had responded with its witless voice. | |ooked at it, revolted by the sight.

"Are you happy where you are?" Perry asked. The figure answered, "Happy." "Have you a nessage for
your wife?'' Perry asked. "Be happy," nmunbled the figure. "He says be happy," Perry said to Ann.
Wth a gaggi ng sound, she struggled to her feet and ran fromthe room "Mnl" lan hurried after
her. "Don't break the circle!" Perry cried.

Mari e stood up, incensed. "Break the circle? You... ass!" She ran after |an.

I looked at the figure standing in our living roomlike a faded mannequin. Its eyes were those of

a catatonic. "Dam you," | nuttered. | walked to it suddenly.

To ny astonished loathing, | could feel its flesh as | grabbed for it. It was dead and col d.

Revul sion seized nme as it grabbed ny arns, its icy fingers clutching at nme. | cried out, harrowed,
and began to struggle with it. | was westling with my own corpse, Robert, mnmy dead face inches
fromnme, nmy dead eyes staring at ne. "Get away!" | shouted. "Away," it repeated dully. "Dam you!"

| screaned. It nuttered, "Damm you.
its nunbi ng touch.

Horrified, my stomach wenched by nausea, | jerked free of

"Look out, he's falling!" Perry cried. Suddenly, he fell back on the cushion of the chair he sat
on. "He's gone," he murmured.
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It was. As |I'd pulled free, the figure had started toppling toward ne, then, before ny eyes,
di ssolved in mdair.

"Somet hi ng pushed him" Perry said.

"For Christ's sake, Perry." Richard's voice was trenbling.
"Could | have a drink of water?" Perry asked.

"You said we'd see him" Richard sai d.

"A drink of water, Richard?" Perry asked.

| looked at himclosely as Richard stood and noved toward the kitchen. What was wong wth hin®
How coul d he have been so right, then so conpletely wong?

I turned toward the kitchen, hearing the gurgle of the Sparklett's bottle being tapped. Wiy had
Ri chard becone involved with Perry in the first place? | wondered. | knew he'd only nmeant to help
but now things were worse than ever.

Turni ng back, | sat beside Perry. "Listen," | said. He didn't nove, hunched over, looking ill. |
reached out and touched his armbut he didn't react.

"Perry, what's the matter with you?" | demanded. He stirred unconfortably. An idea struck ne and
repeated the question in ny nind.

He frowned. "Get away fromme," he nmuttered. "It's over."

"Over?" If | could have throttled him | would have. "Wat about nmy wife? Is it over for her?"
Renmenbering, | repeated my words in thought.

"I't's over," he said through clenching teeth. "That's it."

| started to think a further nessage but, the instant | began, | stopped. He had shut hinmself off,
encl osing his awareness in a carapace of wll.

I looked around as Richard returned and handed Perry a glass of water. Perry drank it in a |ong,
continuous swall ow, then sighed. "I'msorry," he said. "I don't know what happened."”

Ri chard gazed at him bl eakly. "What about ny nother?" he asked.
"W can try again," Perry told him "I'm sure—=

Ri chard stopped himwith an angry sound. "She'll never try again," he said. "No matter what you
tell her now, she won't believe you."

I rose and wal ked away fromthem | had to |eave; abruptly, that was clear to ne. There was
nothing more | could do. The thought cane overwhel mingly:

Fromthis noment on, ny presence is invalid.
There is nore

| TRIED TO nove away fromthe house, to go on; sonewhere, anywhere. Yet, even though the heavi ness

was gone, even though | felt imeasurably stronger, | was still unable to break free. There was no
way | could leave: Ann's despair held me in a vise. | had to stay.
In the instant of ny thinking that, | found nyself inside the house again. The living room was

enpty. Tine had passed. | couldn't tell how | ong though; chronol ogy was beyond ny grasp

I wal ked into the family room G nger was lying on the sofa in front of the fireplace. | sat
besi de her. She didn't even stir. | tried to stroke her head in vain. She slept on heavily. The
contact had been broken and | didn't know how.

Standing with a defeated sigh, | wal ked to our bedroom The door was open and | went inside.
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Ann was |ying on the bed, Richard sitting next to her

"Mom why won't you, at least, allow for the possibility that it m ght have been Dad?" he was
asking her. "Perry swears he was there."

"Let's not talk about it anynore," she said. | saw that she'd been crying again, her eyes red, the
flesh around them swol | en.

"I's it so inpossible?" Richard asked. "I don't believe it, Richard," she told him "That's al
there is toit."

Seeing the |l ook on his face, she added, "Perry may have certain powers; |'mnot denying that. But
he hasn't convinced me that there's anything after death. | know there isn't, Richard. | know your
father's gone and we have to—

She couldn't finish, her voice breaking off with a sob. "Please let's not talk about it anynore,"
she rur mur ed.

"I"'msorry, Mm" Richard |lowered his head. "I was only trying to help."
She took his right hand and held it; kissed it gently, pressed it to her cheek. "I know that," she
murrmured. "It was very dear of you but..." Her voice trailed off and she closed her eyes. "He's

dead, Richard," she said after a few nmoments. "Gone. There's nothing we can do about it."

"Ann, I'mhere!" | cried. | |ooked around in wetched anger. Was there nothing | could do to |et
her know? | tried in vain to pick up objects fromthe bureau. | stared at a small box, trying to
concentrate nmy will on noving it. After a long while, it hitched once, but, by then, | felt

exhausted by the effort.

"Dear God.'' | left the roomin sorrow, starting down the hall, then, on inpulse, turned back
toward lan's room H s door was closed. No big deal, as Richard likes to say. | went through it in
an instant and the | oathesome realization struck ne: |I'ma ghost.

lan sat at his desk, doing homework, his expression glum "Can you hear me, lan?" | asked. "We've

al ways been close, you and I."

He continued with his homework. | tried to stroke his hair; in vain, of course. | groaned with
frustration. Wat was | to do? Yet | couldn't force nyself away either. Ann's grief held ne. | was
trapped.

| turned away fromlan and left his room Several yards along the hall, | wal ked through the

cl osed door of Marie's room Now | felt repulsive to nyself. Passing through doors seened like a
di stasteful party trick to ne.

Marie was sitting at her desk, witing a letter. | noved there and stood | ooking at her. She's
such a lovely girl, Robert, tall and blonde and graceful. Talented too; a beautiful singing voice
and definite presence on a stage. She'd been working very hard at the Acadeny of Dramatic Arts,
intent on a theatrical career. |1'd always had confidence in her future. It's a difficult

prof ession but she's persistent. |I'd always planned to make sone contacts in the business for her
after she was finished with her training. Now |I'd never be able to do that. It was one nore
regret.

After a while, | | ooked at what she was writing.

We never saw a | ot of one another. | nean just the two of us, especially in the last few years. MWy
fault, not his. He tried to get us together—for a day, an evening. He and |an spent days together,
pl ayi ng gol f, going to ballganes, novies. He and Richard spent tinme together, eating out and

tal king for hours, getting to know each other. Richard wants to wite too and Dad was al ways

hel pful and supportive to him

I only went out with hima fewtinmes. Always to something | wanted—a play, a film a concert. W'd
have di nner beforehand and talk. It was al ways enjoyabl e but there was never enough of it, | see
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now.

Still, | always felt close to him Wndy. He al ways took good care of ne, was always tol erant and
under st andi ng. He took ny teasing with good grace and had a wonderful sense of humor. | know he

| oved me. Sonetimes, he'd put his arns around ne and tell me directly, tell me that he had great
faith in my future. I sent himnotes and told himhe was the "best Daddy" in the world and | |oved
himbut | wish I'd told himin person nore

If only I could see himnow. Tell him Daddy, thank you for all—

She stopped and rubbed her eyes as tears dripped on the letter. "I'mgoing to ruinit," she
nmunbl ed.
"Ch, Marie." | put ny hand on her head. If only |I could feel it, | thought. If only she could fee

my touch and know ny | ove for her.
She began to wite again.

Sorry, had to stop to wipe ny eyes. | nmay have to do that several tinmes before | finish this
letter.

I"' mthinking about Mom now. Dad meant so nuch to her; she meant so nmuch to him They had a
wonderful relationship, Wendy. | don't think | ever really spoke of it to you before. They were
compl etely devoted to each other. Except for us children, they seened to have need for no one but
each other. Not that they didn't see people. People liked them and wanted to see them you know
that; they were great friends with your Mom and Dad. But togetherness nmeant nore to themthan
anyt hi ng.

It's funny. |'ve talked to lots of kids and al nost all of them have trouble visualizing—even
concei ving of —their parents making |ove. | suppose that feeling is universal

It was never any trouble visualizing Momand Dad. Often, we'd see them standi ng together—n the
kitchen, the fanmily room their bedroom anywhere—hol ding each other closely, not speaking, like a
pair of young lovers. Sonetines, they'd stand |like that in the pool even. And, always when they
sat together—whatever it was for, talking, watching television, anythi ng—Mom woul d | ean agai nst
Dad, he'd put his armaround her and her head would |ie on his shoul der. They nade such a sweet
coupl e, Wendy. They-sorry, tears again. Later. Another delay to dry ny eyes. Anyway, it was easy

to think of them making love. It seened conpletely right. | renmenber all the times—after | becane
ol d enough to be conscious of it, of course—+'d hear their bedroom door shut quietly and hear the
discreet click of the lock. | don't know about Louise or Richard or lan but it always nade ne
smle.

Not that they never fought. They were real people, vulnerable and both had tenpers. Dad hel ped Mom
to let hers out, especially after her breakdown—and, oh, Wendy, all the years he supported her
through that! He hel ped her to rel ease her anger instead of keeping it bottled up: told her, if

not hing el se, to screamat the top of her lungs when she was driving along in her car. She did and
once Katie got so frightened she al nbst had a heart attack; she was on the back seat and Mom had
forgotten she was there when she screaned

Even though they fought, their fighting never turned them agai nst each other. It always ended with
them enbraci ng and kissing, smling, |aughing. They were like children sonetinmes, Wendy. There
were tinmes when | felt |ike the nother.

You know somet hing el se? |'ve never nmentioned this to anyone before. | know Dad | oved us and Mom
| oves us. But there was always this "sonething'' between them this special rapport we could never
touch. Sonething precious. Sonething beyond words.

Not that we suffered fromit. W were never "left out" or anything. They never deprived us of
anyt hi ng, al ways gave us | ove and support in everything we tried or wanted.
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Still, there was this strange elenent in their relationship which kept thema unit of two during
all those years when the famly was a unit of three to six. Maybe it doesn't nake sense but it's
true. | can't explainit. |I only hope | have the sanme thing in ny marriage. Watever it is, | hope

you have it in yours.

Proof of what | say is that | started this letter talking about Dad but ended up tal ki ng about Mom
and Dad. Because it's inmpossible for me to tal k about himwi thout tal king about her as well. They
go together. That's the trouble. | just can't visualize her without him It's as though sonething
compl ete has been separated and neither half is right now As though—

| started as | realized sonething.

For about a quarter of a page of her letter, |I'd been picking up her words before she wote them

The idea cane abruptly.

Marie, | thought. Wite what | tell you. Wite these words. Ann, this is Chris. | still exist.

| fixed ny gaze on her and kept repeating the words. Ann, this is Chris. | still exist. Again and
again, directing themto Marie's nind as she wote. Wite themdown, | told her. | repeated the

words | wanted her to wite. Wite themdown. | repeated the words. Wite them down. Repeated the
words. . Wite. Repeated. Wite, repeated. A dozen tines, then nore and nore. Wite: Ann this is
Chris. | still exist.

| became so absorbed in what | was doing that | junped when Marie gasped suddenly and jerked her
hand fromthe desk. As she stared at the paper in stunned silence, | |ooked down at it.

She'd witten on the paper: Annthsiscris—stilexst.

"Show it to Mm" | told her excitedly. | concentrated on the words. Show it to Mom Marie. R ght
now. Quickly, repeatedly.

Mari e got up and noved toward the hall, the paper in her hand. "That's it, that's it," | said.
That's it, | thought.

She went into the hall and turned toward the doorway of our bedroom There, she stopped. Follow ng
eagerly, | stopped too. What was she waiting for?

She | ooked in at Ann and Richard. Ann still had his hand agai nst her cheek. Her eyes were cl osed,
she | ooked asl eep.

"Take it in," |I told Marie. | grimaced at the sound of nmy voice. Take it in, | told her mentally.
Show it to Mom to Richard.

Mari e stood notionless, gazing at Richard and Ann, her expression uncertain. "Marie, come on," |
told her; tensed again. Marie, take it to them | thought. Let them see.

She turned away. "Marie!" | cried. | caught nyself. Take it in! I cried with ny mnd. She
hesitated, then turned back toward our bedroom That's it, take it in to her, | thought. Take it
in, Marie. Now.

She remai ned i nmobi | e.

Marie, | pleaded nentally, for God's sake, take it to your nother.
Abruptly, she turned toward her room and strode there quickly, passing through me. | whirled and
ran after her. "Wiat are you doing?" | cried. "Don't you hear—=2"

My voice failed as she crunpled the sheet of paper and dropped it into her wastebasket. "Marie!" |
said. | stared at her, appalled. Wiy had she done that?
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I knew t hough, Robert; it was not a difficult thing to understand. She thought it was her own
subconsci ous surfacing. She didn't want Ann to suffer any nore than she had. It was done out of
| ove. But it dashed ny | ast hope of conveying ny survival to Ann.

A wave of paralyzing grief swept over me. Dear God, this has to be a dreaml | thought, reverting
suddenly. It can't be real

I blinked. Below ny feet, | saw the plaque: Christopher N el sen/1927-4974. How had | gotten there?
Have you ever "cone to" in your car and wondered how you'd driven so far wi thout renenbering a
monent of it? | had the same sensation then. Except that | didn't know what | was doing there

Soon enough, it came to ne. My nmind had cried: It can't be real! That sane nmind still knew that
there was a way of finding out for certain. |'d started doing it once before, it canme back to ne;
then had been restrained by something. | would not be restrained now. There was only one way to
know if this were dreamor reality. | began descending into the ground. It presented no nore

hi ndrance to ne than the doors. | sank into bl ackness. One way to be sure, | kept thinking. | saw
the casket lying just below. How could | see in the dark? | wondered. | let that go. Only one
thing mattered; finding out. | noved inside the casket.

My scream of horror seened to echo and re-echo in the confines of the grave. | stared in petrified
revul sion at my body. It had started to decay. My face was tight and nmask-like, frozen in a

hi deous grimace. The skin was rotting, Rob- ert. | saw nag—o, let that go. No point in sickening

you as | was sickened.

I closed ny eyes and, screanming still, drove nyself away fromthere. Col dness swirled around ne,
clinging wetness. Qpening ny eyes, | |ooked around. The fog again, that gray, eddying mst | could
not escape.

| started to run. It had to end sonewhere. The nore | ran the thicker it got. | turned and started
running in the opposite direction but it didn't help. The fog continued getting nore dense no
matter which way | ran. | could see no nore than inches ahead. | started sobbing. | might wander
inthis mst forever! Suddenly, | cried out: "Help ne! Please!"

A figure approached fromthe nurk; that man again. | felt as though |I knew himeven though his
face was unfamliar. | ran to himand clutched at his arm "Were aml1?" | asked. "In a place of
your own devising," he replied. "I don't understand you!"

"Your m nd has brought you here," he said. "Your mnd is keeping you here."

"Do | have to stay here?"

"Not at all," he told ne. "You can break the binding any time." "How?"

"By concentrating on what's beyond this place." | began to ask another question when | felt Ann's
sorrow pulling at nme once again. | couldn't |eave her alone. | couldn't.

"You're slipping back," the man said, warningly. "I can't just leave her," | told him "You have

to, Chris," he said. "You either nove on or stay the way you are."

"I can't just leave her,'' | repeated. | blinked and | ooked around. The man was gone. So quickly
that | had to think he'd been a figment of my mnd. | sank down on the cold, danmp ground, inert
and nmiserable. Poor Ann, | thought. She'd have to start a newlife now Al our plans were ruined

The places we were going to visit, the exciting projects we had planned. To wite a play together,
combi ni ng her intense nenories of the past and her insight with ny abilities. To buy a piece of
woods sonewhere where she coul d photograph the wild life while | wote about it. To buy a notor
hone and take a year to drive around the country, seeing every detail of it. To travel, finally,
to the places we had al ways tal ked about but never seen. To be together, enjoying life and each

ot her's company.

Al'l ended now. She was alone; 1'd failed her. | should have lived. It was ny own fault |'d been
killed. 1'd been stupid and carel ess. Now she was alone. | didn't deserve her love. |'d wasted
many nonents in |life we could have spent together. Now |'d thrown away the remai nder of our tine.
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I'"d betrayed her.

The nore | thought about it, the nore despondent | becanme. Why wasn't she right in her belief?
thought bitterly. Better that death was an end, a cessation. Anything was preferable to this. |
felt devoid of hope, hollowed by despair. There was no neaning to survival. Wy go on like this?
It was futile and pointless.

I don't know how long | sat like that and thought like that. It seenmed an eternity, Robert—ust
me, abandoned in chilling, mucilaginous fog, sunk in abject sorrow

Only after a long, long time did | begin to alter what | thought. Only after a long, long tinme,
recall what the man had told nme: that | could |l eave this place by concentrating on what was beyond
it. What was beyond it though?

Does it matter? | thought. Whatever it was, it couldn't be worse than this.
Al right, try then, | told nyself.

I closed ny eyes and tried to visualize a better place. A place with sunlight, warnmth, with grass
and trees. A place |like the ones we used to take our canper to all those years.

I finally settled, in ny mind, on a glade of redwood trees in northern California where the six of
us—Ann, Louise, Richard, Marie, lan and |-had stood one August afternoon at twilight, none of us

speaking, listening to the vast, envel oping silence of nature.

| seened to feel ny body pulsing; forward, upward. | opened ny eyes in startlenent. Had | inagined
it?

I closed ny eyes and tried again, re-visualizing that i nmense, still gl ade.

I felt nmy body pulsing once nore. It was true. Sone incredible pressure—gentle, yet insistent—waas

behi nd ne, pushing, bearing. | felt ny breath grow |l arger, |arger, achingly large. | concentrated
harder and the nove accel erated. | was rushing forward, rushing upward. The sensation was al arning
but exhilarating too. | didn't want to lose it now For the first time since the accident, | felt

a glimer of peace within nyself. And the begi nning of a know edge; an astoni shing insight.
There is nore.
Sunmmer | and

Conti nuati on at anot her | evel

| OPENED MY eyes and | ooked up. Overhead, | saw green foliage and, through it, blue sky. There was
no sign of mst; the air was clear. | took a breath of it. It had a cool, invigorating snell. |
felt a gentle breeze against ny face.

Sitting up, | looked around. |1'd been |ying on a patch of grass. The trunk of the tree | sat
beneath was cl ose by. | reached out and felt its bark. And sonething nore—a kind of energy flow ng
fromit.

I reached down and touched the grass. It |ooked immacul ately cared for. | pushed aside a clunp of
it and exanined the soil. Its color was conplenentary to the shade of the grass. There were no
weeds of any Kind.

Pulling out a blade of grass, | held it against my cheek. | could feel a m nuscule flow of energy
fromit as well. | sniffed its delicate fragrance, then put it in nmy mouth and chewed as | used to
do when | was a boy. | never tasted grass like that when | was a boy.

I noticed, then, there were no shadows on the ground. | sat beneath a tree yet not in shade.
didn't understand that and | ooked for the sun

There wasn't any, Robert. There was |light without a sun. | |ooked around in confusion. As ny eyes
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grew nore accustoned to the light, | saw further into the countryside. | had never seen such
scenery: a stunning vista of green-clad neadows, flowers and trees. Ann would | ove this,
t hought .

I remenbered then. Ann was still alive. And I? | stood and pressed both pal ns against the solid
tree trunk. Stanped on solid ground with ny shoe. | was dead; there could be no question about it
any longer. Yet here | was, possessed of a body that felt the sane and | ooked the sane, was even
dressed the sane. Standing on this very real ground in this nost tangible of |andscapes.

This is death? | thought.

| |l ooked at ny hands; the details of their lines and ridges, all the varied folds of skin. |
exam ned the palnms. | studied a book on palnistry once; for fun, to be able to do it at parties.
I'"d studied nmy pal ns and knew them wel | .

They were still the sane. The life line was as long as ever; | renmenbered showing it to Ann and
telling her not to worry, | was going to be around a long tine. We could | augh about that now i f
only we were together.

I turned ny hands over and noticed that their skin and nails were pink. There was bl ood inside ne.
I had to shake nyself to make certain | wasn't dreaming. | held ny right hand over ny nose and
mouth and felt breath pulsing warmy fromny lungs. | pressed two fingers to ny chest until |
found the right spot.

Heart beat, Robert. Just as al ways.

| |1 ooked around abruptly at a flash of novenment. An exquisite, silver-plunaged bird had | anded on

the tree. It seened conmpletely unafraid of me, perching close by. This place is magic, | thought.
| felt dazed. If this is a dream | told nyself, |I hope | never wake fromit.

| started as | saw an animal running toward ne; a dog, | realized. For several nonments, it didn't
regi ster. Then, suddenly, it all rushed over ne. "Katie!" | cried.

She ran toward ne as fast as she could, making those frantic little whinpers of joy | hadn't heard

in years. "Katie, '' | whispered. | fell to ny knees, tears starting in ny eyes. "Od Kate."
Abruptly, she was with nme, bouncing with excitenent, licking nmy hands. | put my arns around her
"Kate, old Kate." | could barely speak. She wiggl ed agai nst ne, whinpering wth happiness.
"Katie, is it really you?" | rmurnured

I took a closer look. The last time | had seen her was in an open cage at the vet's; sedated,
lying on her left side, eyes staring sightlessly, linbs twitching with convul sions they could not
control. Ann and | had gone to see her when the doctor had called. W'd stood beside the cage a
whil e, stroking her, feeling stunned and hel pl ess. Katie had been our good compani on al npst

si xt een years.

Now she was the Katie | renenbered fromthe years when |lan was grow ng up—vi brant, full of energy,

eyes bright, with that funny nmouth that, open, nmade her | ook as though she were | aughing. | hugged
her with delight, thinking how happy Ann would be to see her, how happy the children would be,
especially lan. The afternoon she'd died, he'd been at school. That evening, | had found him

sitting on his bed, cheeks wet with tears. They'd grown up together and he hadn't even had a
chance to say goodbye to her.

"If only he could see you now," | said, hugging her, overjoyed by our reunion. "Katie, Katie."
stroked her head and body, scratched her wonderful floppy ears. And felt a rush of gratitude
toward what ever power had brought her to

ne.

Now | knew this was a | ovely place.
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It's hard to say how I ong we stayed there, visiting. Katie |lay beside ne, warm head on ny | ap,
occasionally stretching, sighing with contentnent. | kept stroking her head, unable to get over
the pl easure of seeing her. Wshing again and again that Ann were there. It was only after a |ong
time that | noticed the house.

I wondered how | could have missed it; it was only a hundred yards away. The sort of house Ann and
I had al ways planned to build some day: tinber and stone with enormus w ndows and a huge deck
over |l ooki ng the countryside.

I felt inmediately drawmn to it; | didn't know why. Standing, | began to nove toward it, Katie
junping up to wal k besi de ne.

The house stood in a clearing ringed by beautiful trees—pines, nmaples and birches. There were no

outside walls or fences. To my surprise, | noticed that there was no door at the entrance either
and that what |'d taken for windows were only openings. | noticed, too, the |lack of pipes and

wi res, fuse boxes, gutters and television aerials, the formof the house harnonious with its
surroundi ngs. Frank Lloyd Wight woul d have approved, the thought occurred. | smled, anused. "He
m ght actually have designed it, Katie," | said. She |ooked at ne and, for a fleeting nonent, |

got the inpression that she understood ne.

We wal ked into a garden near the house. In its center stood a fountain nade of what appeared to be

white stone. | approached it and dipped ny hands into crystal water. It was cool and, like the
tree trunk and grass bl ade, emtted a soothing flow of energy. | took a sip of it. I'd never
tasted water so refreshing. "Want sonme, Kate?'' | asked, |ooking at her. She made no nove but |

recei ved another inpression: that water was no | onger needed by her. Turning back to the fountain,
| raised some water in the cupped pal ns of ny hands and washed it over my face. Incredibly, the
drops ran of f ny hands and face as though |I'd been wat er proof ed.

Amazed by each new facet of this place, | wal ked, with Katie, to a bank of flowers and | eaned over
to snell them The subtlety of their odor was enchanting. Too, their colors were as varied as the
colors in a rainbow though nore iridescent. | cupped ny palns around a gol den flower edged with
yellow and felt a tingling of that energy running up ny arns. | put ny hands around one fl ower
after another. Each gave off a stream of delicate force. To ny added ammzenent,

| began to realize that they were, also, generating soft, harnoni ous sounds.

“"Chris!"

I turned quickly. A ninbus of |light was entering the garden. | glanced at Katie as she started
waggi ng her tail, then | ooked back at the light. My eyes adjusted and it began to fade.
Approaching me was the man |I'd seen—how nmany tines? | couldn't recall. I'd never noticed his
clothes before; a white, short-sleeved shirt, white slacks and sandals. He wal ked up to me,
smling, arnms outstretched. "I felt your nearness to ny hone and canme i medi ately," he said. "You

made it, Chris."

He enbraced me warmy, then drew back, still smling. | |looked at him "Are you ... Al bert?"
asked.

"That's right." He nodded.

It was our cousin, Robert; we always called himBuddy. He | ooked nmarvel ous; as | recalled him
appearing when | was fourteen. Anend that. He | ooked far nore vigorous.

"You | ook so young," | said. "No nore than twenty-five."

"The optinumage," he replied. | didn't understand that.

As he | eaned over to stroke Katie's head and say hello to her—+ wondered how he knew her— stared
at something | haven't mentioned about Mm Surrounding his entire formwas a shimrering bl ue
radi ation shot through with white, sparkling lights.

file:/1IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%...eson%20-%20What%20Dreams%20May%20Come.txt (27 of 139) [12/29/2004 2:31:43 PM]



file:/11C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Ri chard%20M atheson%620-%20W hat%20Dreams%20M ay %20Come.txt

"Hello, Katie, glad to see him are you?" he asked. He stroked her head again, then straightened
up with a smle. "You' re wondering about ny aura," he said.

| started, smling. "Yes."
"Everybody has them" he told ne. "Even Katie." He pointed at her. "Haven't you noticed?"

| looked at Katie in surprise. | hadn't noticed—though, now that Al bert had nentioned it, it was
obvious. Not as vivid as his but perfectly clear.

"They identify us," Albert said.
I | ooked down at nyself. "Were's mne?" | asked.

"No one sees his own," he said. "It would be inhibiting."

I didn't understand that either but had another question nore demandi ng at the nonent. "Wy didn't
| recognize you after | died? ' | asked.

"You were confused," he answered. "Half awake, half sleeping; in a kind of twilight state."
"It was you in the hospital who told nme not to fight it, wasn't it?"

He nodded. "You were fighting too hard to hear ne though," he said. "Struggling for life. You
renenber a vague form standi ng by your bed? You saw it even though your eyes were closed."

"That was you?"
"I was trying to break through,” he told nme. "Make your transition |ess painful."
"I guess | didn't help you nuch."

"You couldn't help yourself." He patted ny back. "It was too traumatic for you. A pity it wasn't
easi er though. Usually, people are net immediately afterward.”

"Wy wasn't 17?"

"There was no way of getting to you," he said. "You were so intent on reaching your wife."
"I felt I had to," |I told him "She was so frightened."

He nodded. "It was very loving of you but it trapped you in the borderland."

"That was horrible."

"I know it was." He gripped my shoul der reassuringly. "It could have been far worse though. You
m ght have lingered there for nonths or years—enturies even. It's not unconmon. |f you hadn't
called for hel p—=

"You nean, until | called for help, there was nothing you could do?"

"I tried but you kept rejecting nme," he said. "It was only when the vibration of your call cane
through that | could hope to convince you."

It struck ne then; | don't know why it took so long. | |ooked around in awe. "Then ... this is
heaven?' "'

"Heaven. Honel and. Harvest. Summerland,"” he said. "Take your choice."

I felt foolish for asking but had to know. "Is it a—eountry? A state?"

He smled. "A state of mnd."
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| looked at the sky. "No angels," | said, conscious of only half joking.

Al beit |aughed. "Can you conceive of anything nore cunbersonme than wi ngs attached to shoul der
bl ades?" he asked.

"Then there are no such things?" Again, | felt naive for asking but was too curious to repress the
questi on.

"There are if one believes in them" he said, confusing ne again. "As | said, this is a state of
m nd. What does that motto on the wall of your office say? That which you believe becones your
wor | d. "

I was startled. "You know about that?" | asked.

He nodded.

" How?"

"I''"l'l explainit all intime," he said. "For now !l only want to nake the point that what you think

does becone your world. You thought it only applied to earth but it applies here even nore since
death is a refocusing of consciousness fromphysical reality to nental—a tuning into higher fields
of vibration."

I had an idea what he neant but wasn't sure. | guess it showed in ny expression for he smled and
asked, "Was that obscure? Put it this way then. Does a man's exi stence change in any way when he
renoves his overcoat? Neither does it change when death renoves the overcoat of his body. He's
still the same person. No wi ser. No happier. No better off. Exactly the sane.

"Death is nmerely continuation at another |evel."
Into Albert's home

THE |1 DEA ONLY struck nme then. | can't conceive why it took so | ong except, perhaps, that there had
been so many new amazing things to adjust to that nmy mnd sinply hadn't found tine for it unti
t hat nonent.

"My father." | said, "Your parents. Qur uncles and aunts. Are they all here?"
" '"Here' is a big place, Chris," he answered with a smle. "If you nmean did they all survive, of
course. "

"Where are they?"

"I'"d have to check," he told me. "The only ones | know about for sure are ny nother and Uncl e
Sven. "

I felt a glow of pleasure at the mention of Uncle's name. The inmage of himsprang to mind: his
bal d, shiny head, his bright eyes tw nkling behind horn rimglasses, his cheery expression and
voi ce, his unfailing sense of hunor. "Were is he?" | asked. "What does he do?"

"He works with nusic," Al bert said.

"OfF course." | had to smile again. "He always |oved nusic. Can | see hinP"

"Certainly." Al bert returned ny smle. "I'lIl arrange it as soon as you've becone nore acclinmated."
"And your mother too," | said. "I never knew her very well but I'd certainly like to see her
again."

"I''ll arrange it," Al bert said.

"What did you nean about having to check?" | asked. "Don't fanmilies stay together?"
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"Not necessarily,” he told me. "Earth ties have | ess neaning here. Relationships of thought, not
bl ood, are what count."

That sense of awe again. "l have to tell Ann about this," | said. "Let her know where | am-that
everything's all right. I want that nore than anything."

"There's really no way, Chris," Albert said. "You can't get through."

"But | alnpst did." | told himhow I'd gotten Marie to wite ny nessage.

"The two of you nmust have a great affinity," he said. "Did she showit to your wfe?"
"No," | shook ny head. "But | could try again."

"You' re beyond that now," he said.

"But | have to let her know. "

He put a hand on ny shoulder. "She'll be with you soon enough,” he told ne gently.

I had no idea what else to say. The thought that there was no way left to Il et Ann know | was al
right was terribly depressing. "Wat about soneone |ike Perry?" | asked, renenbering suddenly.
told Al bert about him

"Remenber that you and he were on the sane |level then," Albert said. "He wouldn't be aware of you
now. "

Seei ng ny expression, Albert put an armaround nmy shoulder. "She'll be here, Chris," he said. "I
guarantee it." He smled. "I can understand your feeling. She's a |lovely person.™

"You know about her?" | asked, surprised.

"About her, your children, Katie, your office, everything," he said. "lI've been with you for nore

than twenty years. Earth time, that is.”

"Been with ne?"

"People on earth are never alone," he explained. "There's always soneone as a guide for each
i ndi vi dual ."

"You mean you were my—guardi an angel ?" The phrase sounded trite but | could think of no other

"Quide is a better word,"” Al bert said. "CGuardian angel is a concept derived by ancient man. He
sensed the truth about guides but msinterpreted their identity because of his religious beliefs.”

"Ann has one too?" | asked.
"Of course."
"Then can't her guide | et her know about me?"

"If she were open to it, yes, easily," he answered and | knew there was no answer there. She was

i nsul ated by her skepticism

Anot her thought; this one brought about by the discovery that Al bert had been near ne for decades:
a sense of shane as | realized that he'd been witness to many | ess than adnmirable acts on ny part.

"You were all right, Chris," he said.
"Are you reading ny mnd?" | asked.

"Something like that," he answered. "Don't feel too badly about your life. Your flaws have been
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duplicated in the lives of mllions of men and wonen who are, basically, good."
"My flaws were nmostly to do with Ann," | said. "I always |oved her but, too often, failed her."

"Mostly when you were young,"” he told nme. "The young are too involved with thenselves to really
understand their mates. The naking of a career alone is enough to subvert the capacity to
understand. It was the sane way in ny life. | never got a chance to marry because | came across
too young. But | failed to properly understand ny nother, ny father, ny sisters. Wat's the phrase
fromthat play? It goes with the territory, Chris."

It occurred to ne that he had died before that play was witten. | made no nention of it though,
still concerned about Ann. "There's really no way at all | can get through to her?" | asked.

"Perhaps sonething will develop in tine," he said. "At the nonent, her disbelief is an inpassable
barrier." He renpved his armfrommy shoul der and patted ny back reassuringly. "She will be with
you though," he said. "Count on it."

"She won't have to go through what | did, will she?" | asked, uneasily.

"It isn'"t likely," he answered. "The circunstances are bound to be different.” He snmiled. "And
we'll keep an eye on her."

I nodded. "All right." I wasn't actually reassured by his words but forced ny thoughts away from
the problemfor then. Looking around, | told himthat he nust be quite a gardener.

He smled. "There are gardeners, of course,
no tending."

he said. "But not for tending gardens. They require

"None?" | was amazed again.

"There's no | ack of npisture,’
or sleet. No random growth."

he told ne. "No extremes of heat or cold, no stornms or w nds, snow

"Doesn't the grass even have to be nowed?" | asked, renmenbering our lawns in H dden Hills and how
often Richard, then lan had to nmow t hem

"I't never grows beyond this height," Al bert said.

"You say there are no storns,” | went on, making nmyself concentrate on other things besides ny
concern for Ann. "No snow or sleet. Wat about people who like snow? This woul dn't be heaven to
them What about the colors of autum? | [ove them So does Ann."

"And there are places were you can see them" he said. "W have all the seasons in their own
| ocations.”

| asked about the flow of energy I'd felt fromthe tree trunk, grass blade, flowers and water

"Everything here emits a beneficial energy,'' he answered.

The sight of Kate sitting contentedly beside ne nade ne snmile and kneel to pet her again. "Has she
been here with you?" | asked.

Al bert nodded, sniling.

I was about to say sonething about how nuch Ann missed her but held it back. Katie had been her
i nsepar abl e conpani on. She adored Ann.

"But you haven't seen ny hone yet," Al bert said. | stood and, as we strolled toward the house, |
comrented on its |ack of wi ndows and door

"There's no need for them" he said. "No one would intrude though everyone is wel cone." "Does
everyone live in houses like this?" "They live as they did on earth,” he answered. "Or as they
wi shed they had lived. | never had a hone |like this, as you know. | always dreaned about it
though.” "Ann and | did too." "Then you'll have one like it." "WII we build it?" | asked.
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"Not with tools,” he said. "I built this house with nmy life." He gestured toward it. "Not that it
was like this when | first arrived," he said. "Like the rooms of nmy mnd, the roonms of the house
were not all that attractive. Sone were dark and nmessy and the air in themwas heavy. And, in this
garden, mxed among the flowers and bushes were weeds 1'd grown in life.

"It took a while to reconstruct,” he said, smling at the nenory. "I had to revise the image of
it—the inmage of nyself, that is—detail by detail. A section of wall here, a floor there, a
doorway, a furnishing." "How did you do it?" | asked. "Wth nmind," he said. "Does everyone have a

house waiting for themwhen they arrive?"
"No, nost build their houses afterward," he said. "Wth hel p, of course."
" Hel p?"

"There are building circles,” he told nme. "G oups of people skilled in construction.”

"By using their m nds?"
"Always with mnd," he said. "All things start in thought."
| stopped and | ooked up at the house which | oomed above us. "It's so ... earthlike," | said.

He nodded, smiling. "We're not so distant fromour nenories of earth that we desire anything too
novel in the way of dwelling places." He nade a wel com ng gesture. "But cone inside, Chris."

W wal ked into Al bert's hone.

Thoughts are very rea

MY FIRST | MPRESSI ON, as | entered, was one of absolute reality.

The room was i mrense, beaned and panel ed, furnished with inpeccable taste—and filled with Iight.

"W don't have to worry about 'catching' the norning or afternoon sun,"” Albert told me. "Al roons
get the same anount of light at all times."

I | ooked around the room No fireplace, | thought. The room seenmed made for one.
"I could have one if | wi shed," Al bert said as though |I'd voiced the thought. "Sone people do."

| had to smle at the ease with which he read ny mind. W'd have a fireplace, |I thought. Like the
pair of fieldstone fireplaces we had in our hone. For atnmosphere nostly; they provided little

heat. But Ann and | liked nothing better than to lie in front of a crackling fire, listening to
musi c.
I noved to a superbly crafted table and examined it. "Did you nake this?" | asked, inpressed.

"Ch, no," he said. "Only an expert could create such a beautiful piece."

Wthout thinking, | ran a finger over its surface, then tried to hide the novenent. Al bert
| aughed. "You won't find any dust here," he said, "since there's no disintegration."

"Ann would certainly like that," | told him She always |iked our house to be i mmacul ate and
California being what it is, she always had to do a ot of dusting to keep the furniture polished.

Standing on the table was a vase of flowers—brilliant shades of red, orange, purple and yell ow.
I'"d never seen such flowers. Albert smled at them "They weren't here before," he said. "Sonmeone
left themas a gift."

"Wn't they die now that they' ve been picked?" | asked.
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"No, they'll stay fresh until | lose interest in them" Al bert said. "Then they' Il vanish." He
smled at my expression. "For that matter, the entire house would, eventually, vanish if | |ost
interest init and left."

"Where would it go?" | asked.
"Into the matrix."
"Matrix?"

"Back to its source to be reused,"” he explained. "Nothing is |ost here, everything recycled.”

"If mind creates it and |loss of interest can un-create it," | said, "does it have any reality of
its own?"

"Ch, yes," he said. "It's just that its reality is always subject to mnd."

I was going to ask nore but it all seenmed too confusing and | let it go as |I followed Al bert

through his house. Every roomwas |arge, bright and airy with massive w ndow openi ngs which
overl ooked the | uxuriant scenery.

"I don't see any other houses," | told him
"They're out there," Al bert said. "It's just that we have |lots of room here."

I was going to comment on the absence of a kitchen and bat hroons when the reason becane obvi ous.
Clearly, the bodies we possessed did not require food. And, since there was neither dirt nor
di sposal, bat hroons woul d be superfl uous.

The room | |iked best was Al bert's study. Each wall had a floor-to-ceiling bookcase packed with
finely bound volunmes and there were large chairs, tables and a sofa on the polished wood fl oor

To ny surprise, | saw a line of bound scripts on one of the shelves and recogni zed the titles as
my own. My reaction canme in |ayers—surprise first, as |I've said, then pleasure at seeing themin
Al bert's hone, then disappointment that |1'd never had nmy own scripts bound while | was on earth.

My | ast reaction was one of shane as | realized how many of the scripts dealt with subjects either
violent or horrific.

"I"'msorry," Albert said. "I didn't nmean to disturb you."
"It's not your fault,” | told him "I'mthe one who wote them"
"You'll have lots of tinme to wite other things now," he reassured nme. Kindness, | know, kept him

fromsaying "better" things.

He gestured toward the sofa and | sank down on it as he sat on one of the chairs. Katie sat beside
my right leg and | stroked her head as Al bert and | continued talking.

"You called this place Harvest," | said. "Wy?"

"Because the seeds a man plants in |life create the harvest he reaps here," he answered. "Actually,
the nost authentic nane—f one wants to be a purist—s the third sphere.”

n \My?ll
"It's somewhat conplicated,” Al bert said. "Wy don't we wait until you've rested first?"

Qdd, | thought. How could he know that | was starting to feel weary? |'d only becone aware of it
that very nmonent. "How can that be?" | asked, knowi ng he woul d understand the question

"You' ve been through a traunmatic experience," he told nme. "And rest between periods of activity is
nature's way; here as on earth."
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"You get tired too?" | asked in surprise

"Wl |, perhaps not tired," Albert said. "You'll soon find that there's little actual fatigue here.
To refresh onesel f, however, there are periods of nmental rest." He gestured toward the sofa. "Wy
don't you lie down?" he told ne.

I did and | ooked up at the beaned ceiling, then, after several nonents, at ny hands. | nmde a
soft, incredul ous sound. "They | ook so real,"” | said.

"They are," he replied. "Your body nay not have fiber but it isn't vapor either. It's sinply finer
grai ned than the body you left behind. It still has a heart and lungs to breathe air with and
purify your blood. Hair still grows on your head, you still have teeth and finger- and toenails."

| felt nmy eyelids getting heavy. "Do nails stop growing at the right length Iike the grass?"’
asked.

Al bert laughed. "I'Il have to check that out," he said.

"What about ny clothes?" | asked. My eyes closed nomentarily, then opened again.

"They're as real as your body," Al bert told nme. "Everybody—except certain natives, of course-has,
in their mnd, the conviction that clothes are indi spensable. The conviction garbs them after
death. "

I closed ny eyes again. "It's hard to conprehend it all,"” | said.
"You still think it's a drean?" he asked.

| opened ny eyes and | ooked at him "You know about that too?"
He sm | ed.

I | ooked around the room "No, | can hardly believe that," | said. | |ooked at himsleepily. "Wat
woul d you do if I did though?"

"There are ways," he said. "Close your eyes while we talk." He snmled as | hesitated. "Don't
worry, you'll wake up again. And Katie will stay with you, won't you Kate?"

I looked at her. She wagged her tail, then lay down with a sigh beside the sofa. Albert rose to
put a pillow underneath ny head. "There," he said. "Cl ose your eyes now. "

I did. | actually yawned. "Wat ways?'' | nurnured

"Well—= | heard himsit back on his chair. "I mght ask you to recall sone relative who died, then
show the relative to you. | mght bring, to your recollection, the details of what happened j ust
bef ore your passing. In an extreme case, | mght take you back to earth and show you your

envi ronment w t hout you."

Despite the mounting grogginess | felt, | reopened ny eyes to look at him "You said | couldn't go
back," | said. "You couldn't, alone." "Then—=

"W could only go as observers, Chris," he said. "Wich would only plunge you back into that
terrible frustration. You couldn't help your wife, only watch her distress again."

| sighed unhappily. "WII she be all right, Albert?" | asked. "I'mso worried about her."
"I know you are," he said, "but it's out of your hands now, you can see that. Cl ose your eyes."

I closed themagain and, for an instant, thought | saw her lovely face in front of ne: those
childlike features, her dark brown eyes.

"When | met her, all | could see were those eyes,"” | thought al oud. "They seened enormous to me."
"You nmet her on a beach, didn't you?" he asked. "In Santa Mbnica, 1949," | said. "I'd conme to
California from Brooklyn. | was working at Douglas Aircraft fromfour to mdnight. After
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finished witing every norning, | went to the beach for an hour or two.

"I can still see the bathing suit she wore that day. It was pale blue, one piece. | watched her
but didn't know how to speak to her; 1'd never done that sort of thing before. Finally, |I resorted
to the age-old 'Have you got the time?" '' | smiled, renenbering her reaction. "She fooled ne by

pointing to a building in Santa Monica with a clock onit. So | had to think of sonething else.”
| stirred restlessly. "Albert, is there nothing | can do to help her?" | asked.

"Send her loving thoughts,"” he told nme. "That's all?"
"That's quite a lot, Chris," he said. "Thoughts are very real."

Look at where you are

"AMEN TO THAT," | said. "I've seen nmy own in action.'
I nmust have | ooked grimwhen | said it for Al bert's expression became one of sympathy. "It's a
pai nful thing to learn, | know, " he said, "that every thought we have takes on a form we nust,

eventual ly, confront."

"You went through the sane thing?"

He nodded. "Everyone does."

"Your life flashed before you?" |I asked. "Fromthe end to the begi nni ng?'

"Not as rapidly as yours did because | died of a lingering illness," he answered. "And yours was
not as quick as that of, say, a drowning nan. H's renoval fromlife would be so rapid that his
subconsci ous nmenory would flood out its contents in a few seconds—every inpression in his mnd
rel eased al nost sinultaneously."

"What about the second tine it happened?" | asked. "The first tinme wasn't bad; | just observed.
The second tinme, | relived each nonent."

"Only in your mind," he said. "You didn't actually relive them"
"It seemed as though | did."

"Yes, it seens very real," he agreed
"And pai nful ."

"More so than it did originally," he said, "because you had no physical body to dull the pain of
your re-experienced life. It's a tinme when nen and wonen cone to know what they truly are. Atine
of purging.”

I'"d been |l ooking at the ceiling as he spoke. At his final words, | turned to face himin surprise.
"I's that what the Catholics nmean by purgatory?"

"In essence." He nodded. "A period during which each soul is cleansed by a self-inposed
recognition of past deeds—and m sdeeds."

"Sel f inposed," | repeated. "There really is no outside judgment then?"

"What condemati on coul d possibly be nore harsh than one's own when self-pretense is no | onger
possi bl e?" he asked.

I turned ny face away from himand | ooked out at the countryside. Its beauty seemed to make the
menories of ny shortcomings all the nore acute; especially those concerning Ann. "Is anyone ever
happy with what they reexperience?" | asked.

"l doubt it," he said. "No matter who they are, I"'msure they all find fault in thenselves."

| reached down and began to stroke Katie's head. If it hadn't been for ny nmenories, it would have
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been a lovely nmonent: the beautiful house, the exquisite | andscape, Al bert sitting across from ne,
Katie's warm head under ny fingers.

There were the menories though

"If only I1'd done nore for Ann," | said. "For ny children, ny famly, my friends."
"That's true of al nost everyone, Chris," he said. "W all could have done nore."
"And nowit's too late."

"It isn't quite that bad," he said. "Part of what you're feeling is a sense of incompletion
because you didn't get to appraise your life as fully as you should have."

I looked at himagain. "lI'"'mnot sure | understand that," | said.

"Your wife's grief and your concern for her kept you fromit," he said. Hs smle was
under st andi ng. "Take confort fromwhat you're feeling, Chris. It nmeans you really are concerned
about her welfare. If you weren't, you wouldn't feel as you do."

"I wish I could do sonmething about it," I told him

Al bert stood. "We'Ill talk about it later," he said. "Sleep now-and, until you know what you want
to do, plan on staying here with ne. There's plenty of roomand you're nore than wel cone."

I thanked himas he cane over and squeezed ny shoulder. "I'm going now," he said. "Katie will keep
you conpany. Think of me when you wake and 1'l|l be here."
Wt hout another word, he turned and wal ked fromthe study. | stared at the doorway he'd gone

through. Al bert, | thought. Cousin Buddy. Dead since 1940. Heart attack. Living in this house. |
couldn't seemto get it through ny head that all of it was real

I looked at Katie |lying on the fl oor beside the sofa. "Kate, old Kate," | said. Her tail thunped
twice. | renenbered the blinding tears that afternoon we'd left her at the vet's. Now here she
was, alive, looking at me once nore with that bright expression

| sighed and | ooked around the room It, too, |ooked conpletely real. | sniled, recalling the
French Provincial roomin Kubrick's 2001. Was | being held captive by sone alien being? | had to
chuckl e at the thought.

| noticed, then, there was no nmirror in the roomand realized that | had not seen a mirror in the
entire house. Shades of Dracula, | thought, anused again. Vanpires here? | had to chuckl e again.
How did one |l ocate the separating |ine between imgination and reality?

For instance, was | inagining it or was the light in the roomreally becom ng nore subdued?

Ann and | were in Sequoia National Forest. Hand in hand, we noved beneath the giant redwood trees.
I could feel her fingers linked with mne, hear the crunching of our shoes across the carpet of
dry needl es on the ground, smell the warm aromatic odor of the tree bark. W didn't speak. W

wal ked side by side, surrounded by the beauty of nature, taking a stroll before dinner.

We' d wal ked about twenty minutes before we reached a fallen tree and sat on it. Ann rel eased a

weary sigh. | put an arm around her and she | eaned against nme. "Tired?" | asked. "Alittle." She
smled. "I'll be fine." It had been a strenuous if pleasant experience for us. W'd pulled a
rental trailer up the steep hill to Sequoia, our Ranbler wagon overheating twice. W'd set up a

tent with six cots inside, stored all our supplies in a wooden chest so the bears couldn't get
them W had a Col enman |lantern but not a stove so had to maintain a fire under the grate provided
by the canpground. Most difficult, we had to heat washing water once each day for lan's diapers;
he was only one and a half at the tine. The canp | ooked like a | aundry, diapers and baby cl ot hes
hanging on lines in all directions.
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"We'd better not |eave themtoo long," Ann said after we'd rested a while. The worman in the
canmpsite next to us had offered to keep an eye on the children but we didn't want to over-do the
i mposition since Louise, the oldest, was only 9, Richard 6 1/2, Marie not quite 4, and even our

"wat ch dog," Katie, |less than a year old.

"We' Il go back soon," | said. | kissed her slightly danp tenple and squeezed her. "Just rest a few
more mnutes."” | smled at her. "It's pretty here, isn't it?"

"Beautiful." She nodded. "I sleep here better than at hone."

"l know you do." Ann's nervous breakdown had come two years earlier; she'd been in analysis a year
and a half now. This was the first major trip we'd nade since her breakdown; at the insistence of
her anal yst.

"How s your stomach doi ng?" | asked.

"Ch, it's—better." She answered unconvincingly. She'd had stonmach probl ens ever since |I'd net her;
how i ncredi bly unaware |'d been not to realize it meant something serious. Since her breakdown,
the condition had i nproved but still disturbed her. As her analyst had told her: the deeper buried
the distress, the further into the body it went. The digestive systemwas about as far as it could
go to hide.

"Maybe we can buy a canper one of these days," | said; she'd suggested it that norning. "It would
make preparing neals a | ot easier. Make the whol e experience easier."

"I know, but they're so expensive," she said. "And |'mcosting so nuch al ready."

"I should start making nmore now that I'mwiting for television," |I told her
She squeezed my hand. "1 know you will." She lifted the hand to her lips and kissed it. "The tent
is fine," she said. "I don't mindit at all."

She sighed and | ooked up at the redwood foliage high above, bars of sunlight slanting through it.
"l could stay here forever," she nurnured.

"You could be a forest ranger," | said.
"I wanted to be one," she told me. "Wien | was a little girl."
"Did you?" The idea nmade nme smile. "Ranger Annie."

"I't seenmed |like a wonderful way to escape," she said.

Poor love. | held her tightly against nyself. She'd had so rmuch to escape fromtoo.
"Well." She stood. "We'd better npbsey on back, Chief."
"Right." | nodded, standing. "The path curves around, we don't have to go back the sane way."

"Good." She snmiled and took my hand. "Here we go then."

We started to wal k again. "Are you glad you came?" she asked.

"Yeah; it's beautiful here," | said. |'d been dubious about taking four young children canping;
but then |I'd never gone canping as a child so | had nothing to judge by. "I think
it's working out great," |I said. | didn't know it then but Ann's desire to canp—notw t hst andi ng

her anxi ety about trying anything new at a time of such nmental stress—was to open up a world of
| ovel y experience not only for nme but for the children as well.

Conti nuing on, we reached a spot where the path divided. At the head of the right path was a sign
that warned hikers not to go that way.

Ann | ooked at me with her "wicked little girl" expression. "Let's go that way," she said, draw ng
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me toward the path on the right.
"But it says not to go that way," | told her. Playing the gane.

"C mon," she urged.

"You want a dying redwood tree to |and on our heads?" | asked.
"We'lIl run if one starts to fall," she said. "Oh..." | clucked and shook ny head. "Mz Annie, you-
is-bad," | said, doing ny Hattie MDaniel from Gone Wth the W nd.

"Uh- huh." She nodded in agreenent, pulling ne toward the right hand path.

"You're a poor excuse for a forest ranger," | told her. Mnents |ater, we reached a rock sl ope
whi ch declined to the edge of a cliff sone fifteen yards away. "See?" | told her, trying not to
sm | e.

"Ckay, we'll go back now," she said. She repressed a snile. "At | east we know why we weren't

supposed to cone here."
I gazed at her with nock severity. "You' re always taking ne where |I'm not supposed to go," | said.
She nodded in pleased agreenent. "That's ny job; to bring adventure into your life."

We started across the top of the slope, heading back toward the other path. The surface of the
rock was slick with a layer of dry needles so we walked in single file, me behind. Ann had only
gone a few yards when she lost her footing and fell on her left side. | started toward her and
slipped nyself, tried to get up but couldn't. | began to |augh

"Chris."

Her urgent tone nmade ne | ook toward her quickly. She was starting to slide down the decline, each
nmovenent she made to stop herself making her slide further

"Don't nmove," | said. My heart was poundi ng suddenly. "Spread your arns and | egs out w de."

"Chris ..." Her voice trenbled as she tried to do what | said and slipped even further. "Ch, ny
CGod, " she murmured, frightenedly.

"Don't nove at all,'" | told her

She did as | said and her backward slide was al nost checked. | struggled clunsily to nmy feet. |
couldn't reach her with ny hand. And if | tried to crawl where she was, both of us would slide
toward the edge.

I slipped and fell to one knee, hissing at the pain. Then, carefully, | crawed to the top of the
sl ope, speaking as | went. "Don't nove now, just don't nove," | said. "It's going to be all right.
Don't be afraid now. "

Suddenly, it all came back. This had al ready happened. | felt a rush of intense relief. 1'd find a
fallen branch, extend it down to her and pull her to safety. 1'd hold her in ny arns and kiss her
and she'd be—

"Chris!"

Her cry made ne whirl. Aghast, | watched her sliding toward the edge.

Forgetting everything in panic, | dived down the slope, skidding toward her, |ooking at her dread-

whitened face as she slid backward. "Chris, save ne," she pleaded. "Save ne. Please. Chris!"

I cried out in horror as she di sappeared across the edge and vani shed from sight. Her shriek was
terrible. "Ann!" | screaned.

I jolted awake, ny heartbeat racing; sat up quickly and | ooked around.
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Kati e was standi ng beside the sofa, wagging her tail and |ooking at me in a way which | could only
interpret as concerned. | put ny hand on her head. "Okay, okay," | nurnured. "A dream | had a
dream "

Sonehow, | felt she understood what | was sayi ng.

I put ny right palmto ny chest and felt the heavy pulsing of ny heart. Wy had | had that drean?
I wondered. And why had it ended so differently fromwhat had really happened? The question
harrowed nme and | sat up, |ooking around, then called Al bert's nane.

| started with surprise as instantly—-and, Robert, | nean instantly—he wal ked into the room He
smled at my reaction, then, |ooking closer, saw | was disturbed and asked what was w ong.

| told himabout the dream and asked what it neant.

"I't was probably sone synbolic 'leftover,' " he said.

"I hope |I don't have any nore," | told him shuddering.

"They' || pass," he reassured ne.

Remenbering Katie standing by me when | woke, | nentioned it to Albert. "I have the strangest

i mpression that she understands what | say and feel," | said.

"There's understanding there," he replied, bending over to stroke her head. "lIsn't there, Katie?"

She wagged her tail, |ooking into his eyes.
| forced a smile. "Wen you said think of you and you'd be here, you weren't kidding."

He smiled as he straightened up. "That's how it is here," he told nme. "Wen you want to see
someone, you have only to think about themand they're with you. If they wish to be, of course; as
I wished to be with you. W always did have a kinship. Even though we were years apart, we were on
the sane wave |l ength, so to speak.”

I blinked in startlenent. "Say that again?" | asked.

He did and |'msure ny mouth fell open. ''Your lips aren't noving,'' | said.
He | aughed at my expression.

"How come | didn't notice that before?"

"I wasn't doing it before," he told nme. Lips unnoving.

| stared at him dunbfounded. "How can | hear your voice when you're not tal king?" | asked.

"The same way | hear yours."

"My lips aren't noving either?"

"We're conversing with our mnds," he answered.

"That's incredible," | said. | thought | said.

"Actually, to speak aloud is rather difficult here," he told ne. "But nmpbst newconers don't
realize, for quite a while, that they aren't using their voices."

"Incredible," | repeated.

"Yet how efficient," he said. "Language is nore a barrier to understanding than an aid. Al so,
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we' re able, through thought, to communicate in any | anguage wi thout the need of an interpreter.
Moreover, we're not confined to words and sentences. Conmuni cation can be enhanced by fl ashes of
pure thought.

"Now, " he continued, "I've been wearing this outfit so you woul dn't be taken back by ny
appearance. If you don't object, I'll return to ny natural garb."

| had no idea what he neant.
"A'l right?" he asked.
"Sure," | said, "I don't know what—

It had to have happened while | blinked. Al bert wasn't wearing the white shirt and trousers any
| onger. Instead, he wore a robe the color of which matched the radiation around him It was full-

I ength, hanging in graceful folds, a gold sash at its waist. | noted that his feet were bare.
“"There," he said. "I feel nore confortable."

| stared at hima little inpolitely, I'mafraid. "Do | have to wear one too?" | asked.

"Not at all," he said. | don't know what my expression was but it obviously anused him "The

choice is yours. \Watever you prefer.”

I | ooked down at nyself. It was a little odd, | had to admt, to see the sane clothes |I'd been
wearing the night of the accident. Still, | couldn't see nyself in a robe. It seened a bit too
"spiritual"- for ne.

"And now," Al bert said, "perhaps you'd like to take a nore extensive |ook at where you are."
Your problens lie herein

AN ODD THI NG happened as we |left the house. It seened odd to ne at any rate. Al bert was
unsurprised by it. Even Katie didn't react as | would have expected.

A pearl-gray bird swooped down and | anded on Al bert's |l eft shoul der, causing ne to start.

Al bert's words startled ne even nore. "It's one your wife took care of," he inforned me. "I've
been holding it for her."
"One ny wife took care of ?" | asked, glancing at Katie. In life, she'd have |launched into a frenzy

of barking at the sight. Here, she was conpletely placid.

Al bert explained to ne that Ann had conme to have a permanent rapport with the injured birds she
had nursed back to health. Al the birds she'd saved—and there'd been dozens—were here in
Sunmer |l and, waiting for her. Al bert even knew that at one time local children had called Ann The
Bird Lady of Hidden Hlls.

I could only shake my head. "Incredible," | said.

He smiled. "Ch, you'll see things far nore incredible,” he told nme. He stroked the bird with one
finger. "And how are you?" he asked.

I had to laugh as the bird fluffed its wings and chirped. "You' re not going to tell ne it
answered, " | said.

"In his own way," Al bert told ne. "Just as with Katie. Say hello to him"

I felt alittle anwkward about it but did as he said. The bird hopped instantly onto mnmy right
shoul der and it did seem Robert, as though our m nds exchanged sonething. | don't know how to
tell you what that sonething was except to say that it was charm ng.

Now the bird flew off and Katie startled ne again by barking once, as though sayi ng goodbye to it.
Incredible, | thought as we started wal ki ng away fromthe house.
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"l noticed you have no mrrors," | said.

"They serve no purpose,” he told ne.
"Because they're nostly for vanity?" | questioned.

"More than that," he answered. "Those who've marred their appearance in any way by their actions
inlife aren't forced to witness that marring. If they were, they'd becone self-conscious and be
unabl e to concentrate on inproving thensel ves."

I wondered what ny own appearance was; knowing that Al bert wouldn't tell nme if it was unpl easant
in any way.

| tried not to think about that as we started up a grassy slope, Katie running on ahead. How trim
she | ooks, | thought with pleasure. Ann would be so happy to see her. They'd spent nuch tine
together. Literally, Ann couldn't |eave the house without her. W used to laugh at Katie's
unfailing awareness of Ann's intention to go out. It seened, at tines, positively psychic.

| put that frommny mnd too, breathing deeply of the cool, fresh air. The tenperature seened idea
to ne.

"I's that why it's called Sumrerl and?" | asked, experinenting to see if Al bert knew what | was
aski ng.

He did, replying, "Partially. But, also, because it can reflect each person's concept of perfect
happi ness. "

"If Ann were here with me, it would be perfect,” | said, unable to keep her from ny thoughts.
"She will be, Chris."

"I's there water here?" | asked, abruptly. "Boats? That's Ann's idea of heaven."

"There are both," he said.

I looked up at the sky. "Does it ever get dark?"

"Not totally," he said. "W do have twilight though."

"WAs it nmy imagination or did the light in your study dimas | was going to sleep?"

"I't dimred," he said. "Corresponding to your need for rest."

"I'sn't it an inconvenience not to have days and ni ghts? How do you schedul e yoursel f?"

"By activities," he answered. "lIsn't that, essentially, the way people inlife do it? Atine to
work, a time to eat, atime torelax, atine to sleep? W do the same—except, of course, that we
don't have to eat or sleep.”

"I hope ny need for sleep disappears soon," | said. "I don't relish the idea of nore dreans |ike
the one | had."

"The need will go," he said.

| 1 ooked around and had to make a sound of incredulity. "I suppose I'll get used to all this," |
said. "lIt's awmfully hard to believe though."

"I can't describe howlong it took ne to accept it," A bert told ne. "Mdstly, | couldn't
understand how it was possible for ne to be admtted to a place I'd al ways been positive didn't
exist."

"You didn't believe in it either," | said. It made nme feel better to hear that.

"Very few people do," he replied. "They nay give lip service to the notion. They may even want to
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believe it. But they rarely do."

| stopped and | eaned over to renove ny shoes and socks. Picking themup, | carried themas we
started off again. The grass felt warm and soft beneath ny feet.

"You don't have to carry them" Al bert said.

"I wouldn't want to litter a place as beautiful as this."

He | aughed. "You won't," he said. "They'll vanish presently."

"Into the matri x?"
"Ri ght."

| stopped to put down the shoes and socks, then strolled on with Al bert; Katie was beside us now,
moving easily. Albert noticed ny backward gl ance and smled. "It takes a while," he said.

Monents later, we reached the summit of the slope and, stopping, |ooked across the countryside.
The cl osest sight | can conpare it to is England—er, perhaps, New Engl and—in the early sunmer
rich green meadows, thick woods, colorful patches of flowers and sparkling brooks—all doned by a
deep blue sky with snowy clouds. No place on earth could conpare to this, however.

Standing there, | drew in deep breaths of the air. |I felt conpletely sound, Robert. Not only were
the pains fromthe accident gone but there was no |onger a trace of aching in ny neck and | ower
back; you know the problens | had with nmy spine. "I feel so good," | said.

"You' ve accepted where you are then," Albert told ne.
I didn't understand that and asked what he neant.

"Many people arrive with the physical convictions they possessed at death," he said. "They believe
they're sick and continue to be so until they realize they're in a place where sickness can't
exist onits own. Only then are they whole. The mind is all; renenber that."

"Speaking of which," | told him "I seemto be able to think better too."

"Because you're not encunbered by a physical brain any |onger."

In | ooking around, |'d caught sight of an orchard of what |ooked |ike plumtrees. | decided that
they couldn't be but they aroused a question in nmy mind. "You said it isn't necessary, here, to
eat," | said. "Does that nean you're never thirsty either?"

"We get our nourishnent directly fromthe atnosphere,"” he answered. ''The light, the air, the
colors, the plants."

"W have no stomachs then," | said. "No digestive organs.”

"No need for them" he responded. "On earth our bodies elimnated everything fromwhat we ate but
the energy of sunlight originally inparted to the food. Here, we ingest that energy directly."

"What about reproductive organs?”

"You still have them because you expect to have them In tinme, when you understand their |ack of
pur pose, they'll disappear.”
"That's weird," | said

He shook his head, a sad smle on his |lips. "Consider those whose |ives depended on those organs,"
he said. "W, even after death, retain the need and use of them because they can't conceive of
exi stence without them They're never satisfied, of course, never fulfilled; it's only an
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illusion. But they can't break free of it and it inpedes their progress endlessly. That's weird,
Chris."

"l can understand that," | conceded. "Still, part of ny relationship with Ann was physical."

"And there are people here, who |ove each other, who have sexual relations,” he said, startling ne
again. "The mnd is capable of anything, always remenber that. In tinme, of course, these people
usual ly realize that physical contact isn't as integral here as it was in life.

"For that matter," he continued, "we don't have to use our bodies at all; we only possess them
because they're famliar to us. If we chose, we could performany function with our minds al one."

"No hunger,” | said. "No thirst. No fatigue. No pain." | made a sound of benusenment. "No
probl enms,” | concl uded.

"I wouldn't say that," Al bert told ne. "Except for the |lack of need for what you've nenti oned—and
the absence of need to earn a living—everything is still the sane. Your problens are unchanged.
You still have to solve them"

H s words nmade ne think of Ann. It was disturbing to believe that, after all the hardships she'd
suffered in life, there'd be no respite for her here. That seened unjust.

"There's hel p, here, as well, renenber,’
nmore perceptive too."

Al bert said picking up ny thought again. "A good dea

"I just wish | could let her know all this," I told him "I can't get rid of this sense of
appr ehensi on about her."

"You're still picking up her distress," he replied. "You should let go."
"Then I'd | ose contact conpletely,” | said.

"It isn't contact,” he told nme. "Ann isn't aware of it—and it only holds you back. You're here
now, Chris. Your problens lie herein."

The power of mind

| KNEWHE was right and, in spite of continuing anxiety, tried to put it fromny mnd. "Is walking
your only means of transportation here?" | asked to change the subject.

"By no means," Al bert said. "Each of us possesses our own personal method of rapid transit."
"What's that?"

"Since there are no space limtations," he answered, "travel can be instantaneous. You saw how
cane to you when you called ny nane. | did it by thinking of ny house."

"Does everyone travel that way?" | asked in surprise.
"Those who wish to," he said, "and can conceive of it."
"I don't follow you."

"Bverything is mental, Chris," he told nme. "Never forget mat. Those who believe that

transportation is confined to cars and bicycles will travel that way. Those who feel that wal king
is the only way to get around will walk. There's a vast difference, here, you see, between what
people think is necessary and what really is. If you | ook around enough, you'll find vehicles,

greenhouses, stores, factories, et cetera. None of which are needed, yet all of which exist
because soneone believes they are needed."

"Can you teach nme to travel by thought?" | asked.

"Certainly. It's just a matter of inmgination. Visualize yourself ten yards ahead of where you
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are.
"That's al |l ?"
He nodded. "Try it."

I closed ny eyes and did. | sensed a feeling of vibration; then, abruptly, felt nyself glide
forward in a | eaning posture. Startled, | opened ny eyes and | ooked around. Al bert was about six
feet behind ne, Katie running to ny side, tail waggi ng.

"What happened?" | asked.

"You stopped yoursel f," he said. "Try again. You don't have to close your eyes."
"It wasn't instantaneous," | said. "I felt nyself noving."

"That's because it's newto you," he told nme. "After you get used to it, it will be instantaneous
Try again."

I 1 ooked at a spot beneath a birch tree sonme twenty yards away and vi sualized nyself standing
t here.

The noverment was so rapid, | couldn't followit. | cried out in surprise as | tunbled to the
ground. There was no pain. | |ooked around to see Katie running toward ne, barking.
Al bert was beside nme before she was; | didn't see how he did it. "You're trying too hard," he said

with a | augh.

My smile was sheepish. "Well, at least it didn't hurt,” | said.

"I't will never hurt,"” he replied. "Qur bodies are inpervious to injury."

I got on ny knees and patted Katie as she reached nme. "Does it frighten her?" | asked.
"No, no, she knows what's happening."

I stood up, thinking how Ann would enjoy it. Imagining the ook on her face the first tine she
tried it. She always |oved new, exciting things; loved to share themw th ne.

Bef ore ny sense of apprehension could return, | chose a hilltop several hundred yards away and
visual i zed nyself standing there.

A feeling of vibration again; | should say altering vibration. | blinked and I was there.

No, | wasn't. | |ooked around in confusion. Al bert and Katie were nowhere in sight. Wat had I
done wong now?

A flash of light appeared in front of me, then Albert's voice said, "You went too far."

I looked around for him In between the blinking of ny eyes, he was in front of nme, holding Katie
in his arns.

"What was that flash of light?" | asked as he set her down.
"My thought," he said. "They can be transported too."
"Can | send ny thoughts to Ann then?" | asked quickly.

"I'f she were receptive to them she might get sonething,
to her woul d be extrenely difficult if not inpossible."”

he answered. "As it is, sending thoughts

Again, | willed away the deep uneasi ness whi ch thoughts of Ann produced in me. | had to have faith
in Albert's words. "Could | travel to England by thought?" | said, asking the first question to
occur to ne. "I mean Engl and here, of course; | presune there is one."
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"There is indeed," he said. "And you could travel there because you did in life, and know what to
visualize."

"What exactly are we?" | asked.

"In a counterpart of the United States," he told nme. "One naturally gravitates to the wave |l ength
of his own country and people. Not that you couldn't |ive where you chose. As |ong as you were
confortable there."

"There's an equival ent, here, to every country on earth then?"

"At this level,"” Albert answered. "In higher real ns, national consciousness ceases to exist."
"Hi gher real ns?" | was confused again.
"My father's house has many mansions, Chris," he said. "For instance, you'll find, in the

hereafter, the particul ar heaven of each theol ogy."

"Which is right then?" | asked, conpletely baffled now.

"Al'l of them" he said, "and none. Buddhist, Hi ndu, Mslem Christian, Jew-each has an after-life
experience which reflects his ow beliefs. The Viking had his Val halla, the Anerican Indian his
Happy Hunting Ground, the zealot his City of Gold. Al are real. Each is a portion of the overal
reality.

"You'll even find, here, those who claimthat survival is nonsense," he said. "They bang their
nonmaterial tables with their nonmaterial fists and sneer at any suggestion of a |life beyond
matter. It's the ultimate irony of del usion

"Remenber this," he finished. "For everything in life, there's a counterpart in afterlife. This
i ncludes the nmost beautiful as well as the ugliest of phenonena.”

I felt a chilling sensation as he said that; | didn't know why and, sonehow, didn't want to know.
Hastily, | changed the subject. "I feel awkward in this outfit now, " | said. | spoke inpulsively
but, having done so, realized that | had spoken the truth.

Al bert sounded concerned as he asked, "I haven't nade you feel that way, have |?"
"Not at all. | just—= | shrugged. "Well, how do | change?"

"The way you changed | ocations."

"Wth imagi nation; m nd?"

He nodded. "Always with mnd, Chris. That can't be enphasi zed enough."

"Right." | closed ny eyes and visualized nyself wearing a robe like Albert's. Instantly, | felt
that "altering" sensation again, this tinme sonething Iike a thousand butterflies fluttering around
me for an instant. The description is inexact but | can do no better

"I's it done?" | asked.
"Look," he told ne.
| opened ny eyes and | ooked down.

I had to laugh. 1'd often worn a long, velour caftan around the house but it had been nothing |ike
what | wore at that noment. | felt sonewhat guilty to be so anused but couldn't help nyself.

"It's all right," Albert told ne, smling. "Alot of people laugh the first time they see their
robes. "
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"I't"s not like yours," | said. Mne was white, w thout a sash
"I't will alter in tinme as you do," he told ne.
"How is it made?"
"By the inposition of nental inagery on the ideoplastic nediumof your aura.”
"Conme agai n?"

He chuckled. "Let's just say that, while on earth, clothes may nmake the man, here the process is
definitely reversed. The atnosphere around us is malleable. It, literally, reproduces the inmage of
any sustained thought. It's like a nold waiting for inprints. Except for our bodies, no formis
stabl e unl ess concentrated thought nmakes it so."

I could only shake nmy head again. "lncredible."

"Not really, Chris," he said. "Extrenmely credible, in fact. On earth, before anything is created
materially, it has to be created nentally, doesn't it? When matter is put aside, all creation
becones exclusively nental, that's all. You'll cone, in time, to adopt the power of mnd."

Menory still haunts

As VE CONTI NUED on, Katie walking by ny side, | began to realize that Al bert's robe and sash
connot ed some advanced condition on his part, mne ny "beginner's" status.

He knew ny thoughts again. "It all depends on what you nake of yourself,’
do. "

he said. "What work you

"Work?" | asked.

He chuckl ed. "Surprised?"

I had no answer. "I guess | never thought about it.

"Most people haven't," he said. "O, if they have, they've visualized the hereafter as sone sort
of eternal Sunday. Nothing could be further fromthe truth. There's nore work here than on earth.

However— He held up a finger as | started to speak. "—work that's undertaken freely, for the joy
of doing it."

"What kind of work should | do?" | asked.

"That's up to you," he said. "Since there's no need to earn a living, it can be what pleases you
nmost . "

"Well, 1've always wanted to wite sonething nore useful than scripts,” | told him

"Do it then."

"l doubt if 1'll be able to concentrate until | know that Ann is all right."

"You've got to | eave that be, Chris," he said. "It's beyond your reach. Plan on witing."
"What woul d be the point of it?" | asked. "For instance, if a scientist, here, wote a book on

sonme revol utionary discovery, what good would it do? No one would need it here."
"They would on earth," he said.

I didn't understand that until he explained that no one on earth devel ops anything revol uti onary
alone; all vital know edge emanates from Sunmer| and—transnitted in such a way that nore than one
person can receive it.

When | asked hi mwhat he nmeant by "transmitted" he said nmental transm ssion—although scientists
here are constantly attenpting to devise a system whereby the earth | evel may be contacted
directly.
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"You nean |ike radi 0?" | asked.
"Somet hing like that."
The concept was so incredible to me that | had to think about it before speaking again.

"So when do | start working?" | finally asked. What | had in mind, of course, was |osing nyself so
conpletely in some endeavor that tine would pass quickly and Ann and | woul d be together again.

Al bert laughed. "Well, give yourself a little time," he said. "You just arrived. You have to learn
the ground rules first."

I had to smle and Al bert | aughed again. "Not the best phrase | could have chosen,"” he said. He
patted ne on the shoulder. "I'"'mglad you're willing to work. Too nany people cone here only
wanting to take things easy. Since there are no needs, this can easily be acconplished. It soon
becones nonot onous though. One can even be bored here."

He explained that all kinds of jobs were available with obvious exceptions. There's no need for a
Heal t h Depart nent

or a Sanitation Departnent, Fire or Police Department, nor for food or clothing industries,
transportation systens, doctors, |lawers, realtors. "Least of all," he added, sniling,
"morticians.”

"What about people who worked in those professions?" "They work at sonething else." His smle
faded. "Or sone of them continue doing the sane thing. Not here, of course."”

That chilling sensation again; the hint of "another place.” | didn't want to know about it. Once
more, | was conscious of ny own effort to change the subject—+though equally unconscious of why I
felt so strongly about it. "You said you'd explain the third sphere,” | told him

"Al'l right." He nodded. "I'mno expert, mnd you, but—=

He expl ained that earth is surrounded by concentric spheres of existence which vary in width and
density, Summerland being the third. | asked how many there are altogether and he answered that he
wasn't sure but had heard there are seven—the bottomone so rudinental that it actually blends
with earth.

"I's that where I was?" | asked. As he nodded, | went on. "Until | started upward."

"It's a mistake to use the words 'up' and 'down' to describe these spheres,” he said. "It's not
that sinple. Qur world is set apart fromearth only by a distance of vibration. In actuality, al
exi stence coincides."

"Then Ann is really close by," | said.
"In a sense," he replied. "Still, is she conscious of the television waves surroundi ng her?"

"She is if she turns on a receiver."

"But she's not a receiver herself,"” he said.

I was going to ask if we could help her find a receiver when | remenbered the experience with
Perry. That was no answer, | decided. | couldn't put her through that again.

I 1 ooked around the flowering meadow we were crossing. It reminded me of one | sawin England in
1957; | was working on a script there, you recall. | spent a weekend at the producer's cottage
and, on Sunday norning, very early, |ooked across this |ovely nmeadow fromthe w ndow of nmy room |
renmenbered the intense green silence of it—which brought to recollection all the | ovely places
had seen in life, the lovely nonents |1'd experienced. Was that another reason why |I'd fought so
hard to keep fromdying? | wondered.

"You shoul d have seen ne struggle," Al bert said, picking up ny thought once nore; it seened he
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could do it at will. "It took ne nearly six hours to let go."
"Ny 2"
"Mostly because | was convinced there was no nore to existence," he said

| recalled that, as | died, |I'd becone conscious of what was happening in the next room "Wo was
that ol d woman?" | asked, making use, again, of his awareness of ny thoughts.

"No one you knew," he answered. "As your physical senses faded, your psychic senses grew acute and
you achieved a brief state of clairvoyance."

Menories of the death experience started fl ooding back to nme. | asked hi mwhat the tingling
sensation had been and he answered that it had been ny etheric double disengaging itself fromthe
nerve ends of ny physical body. | didn't know what he neant by ny etheric double but let it go for
then, because of the other questions | wanted to ask

Those noi ses |ike the breaking of threads, for instance. Nerve ends tearing | oose, he answered;
starting fromny feet and working upward to ny brain.

The silver cord connecting ne to nmy body as | floated above it? A cable connecting the physica
body to the etheric double. An enornmous number of nerve ends joined at the base of the brain,

i nterwoven through the matter of the brain. Filaments gathered into an etheric "umnbilical" cord
attached to the crown of the head.

The sack of colors drawn up by the cord? My etheric double being renoved. The origin of the word
"body" is the Angl o- Saxon "bodi g" neani ng abode. Wiich is what the physical body is, you see,
Robert. A transient dwelling for the real self.

"But what happened after ny death?"
"You were earthbound,"” he said. "That state should have ended in approximately three days."
"How long did it |ast?"

"In earth terns? Hard to say," he answered. "Weks, at |east. Maybe |onger."

"It seenmed endl ess,” | renenbered, shuddering.
"I don't wonder," he told nme. "The agony of being earth-bound can be indescribable. |I'msure the
menory still haunts."

Menori es sonehow shadowed

"WHY DI D EVERYTHI NG | ook so vague?" | asked, "and feel so ... wet; that's the only word | can
think of to describe it."

I'"d been in the densest part of the earth's aura he told ne, an aqueous regi on which was the
source of nyths about the waters of Lethe, the River Styx.

VWay hadn't | been able to see anything beyond ten feet after | died? Because |'d seen no further
than that when | was dying and carried that |ast inpression with mne.

Way did | feel sluggish and stupid, unable to think clearly? Because two-thirds of ny

consci ousness had been inoperative, my mnd still envel oped by etheric matter which had been part
of ny physical brain. Accordingly, ny responses had been confined to the instinctive and
repetitive reactions of that matter. 1'd felt dull-witted, m serable, |onely, fearful

"And exhausted,"” | said. "I kept wanting to sleep but | couldn't."
"You were trying to reach your second death,"” Albert told ne.

Once nore, | was startled. "Second deat h?"
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Achi eved by sl eeping and permitting the mnd to re-experience its life on earth, he told ne. 1'd
been kept fromthat sleep by Ann's extreme grief and ny desire to confort her. Instead of purging
mysel f in that "approximately three days" |1'd been held captive in a "sleepwal ki ng" state.

The fact is, Robert, that a person newy deceased is in exactly the frame of m nd he was at the
monent of death, accessible to influences fromthe earth plane. This condition fades in sleep but,
in nmy case, nenories were renewed and kept vivid by ny twilight state. This was conplicated
further by Perry's influence.

"I know Richard only neant to help," | said

"Of course he did," Albert agreed. "He wanted to convince your wife that you' d survived; an act of
|l ove on his part. But, in doing so, he was, w thout knowing it, instrunmental in delaying further
your second death."

"I still don't know what you nmean by ny second death,” | told him

"The sheddi ng of your etheric double,” he said. "Leaving the shell of it behind so your spirit—er
astral —body coul d nove on."

"I's that what | saw at the seance?" | asked in surprise, "ny etheric double?"
"Yes, you'd discarded it by then."
"I't was like a corpse," | said, with disgust.

"It was a corpse,” he told ne. "The corpse of your etheric double.”

"But it spoke," | said. "It answered questions." "Only as a zonbie mght," he explained. "Its
essence was gone. The astral shell, as it's called, is no nore than an aggregate of dying

nmol ecul es. It has no genuine life or intelligence. The young man didn't know it but it was his own
psychi ¢ power which ani mated the shell, his own mind which fed it answers.”

"Like a puppet,'' | said, recalling what |1'd thought at the tine.

"Exactly," Al bert nodded.

"That's why Perry couldn't see ne at the seance then."

"You were beyond his psychic sight."

"Poor Ann," | said. The nenory was painful. "It was horrible for her."

"And coul d have done her harmif she'd pursued it," Al bert added. "Contact w th nonphysical states
of being can have a peculiar effect on the living."

"I'f only she knew all this," | said, unhappily.

"If only everyone on earth knewit," he replied.

The attitudes of people toward those who've died is vital, you see, Robert. Since the

consci ousness of the deceased is so vulnerable to inpressions, the enptions of those |eft behind
can have a powerful effect on it. Intense sorrow creates a vibration which actually causes pain to
the departed, holding themback from progression. Actually, it's unfortunate that people nourn the
dead, prolonging the adjustnent to the hereafter. The deceased need tine to reach their second
death. The funeral cerenpny was neant to be a medi um of peaceful release, not a ritual of grief.

D d you know, Robert, that, in extrene unction, the seven centers of the body—overing the vita
organs—are anointed to assist the dying person to withdraw vitality fromthose organs in
preparation for conplete withdrawal through the silver cord? And absol ution of the dead was
established to make certain that the silver cord is severed and all etheric matter w thdrawn from
t he body.
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There are so many things which can be done to nake the death process easier. Pressures on certain
nerve centers. Certain tones sounded. Certain lights utilized. Certain mantras chanted softly,
certain incenses burned. All designed to help the dying person concentrate his senses for
departure

Most importantly, remains should al ways be cremated three days foll owi ng death.
| told Al bert about ny body in the cemetery; of that hideous nonent in which |'d seen it.

"She didn't want your body burned," he said, "she loves you so, she wants you down nmere so she can
visit and talk to you. It's understandabl e—but regrettable since it isn't you at all."

"What does cremation do that burial doesn't?"

Frees the departed froma tie which has a tendency to keep it near the physical body, he answered.
Al so, in extreme cases, where there's difficulty in breaking the cord even after death, the fire
severs it immediately. And, after the astral shell has been discarded rather than it decaying
slowy along with the body above which it hovers, cremation disposes of it quickly.

"This tie you nention," | said. "lIs that what nmade ne feel conpelled to see ny body?"

He nodded. "People can't forget their bodies easily. They keep wanting to see the thing they once
believed to be thensel ves. That desire can become an obsession. That's why cremation is
i mportant. "

I wondered, as he spoke, why | was feeling nore and nore upset. Wiy | kept associating everything
he said with ny troubled thoughts about Ann. What was | afraid of? Albert had reassured ne
constantly that we would be together again. Wiy couldn't | accept that?

I thought again about ny frightening dream Al bert had called it a "synbolic left-over." That made
sense but still it disturbed nme. Every thought regarding Ann disturbed nme now, even the happy
menori es, somehow, shadowed.

Losi ng Ann again
UNEXPECTEDLY, ALBERT SAID: "Chris, | have to | eave you for awhile. There's some work | rmust do."

I felt enbarrassed. "I"'msorry," | told him "It never crossed ny mnd that | was taking up tine
needed el sewhere."

"Not at all." He patted ny back. "I'Il send soneone to continue walking with you. And, while
you' re waiti ng—you asked about water—take ny hand."

I did as he said. "C ose your eyes," he told me, picking up Katie.

The instant | did, | felt a sense of rapid notion. It was over so quickly it m ght have been
i magi ned.

"You can open them now," Al bert said.

I did and caught ny breath. W were standing on the shore of a magnificent, forest-rimed |ake. I
| ooked in wonder at the huge expanse of it, its surface cal mexcept for tiny wavelets, the water
crystal clear, each ripple refracting light into spectrum colors

"l've never seen a |l ake so beautiful,” | said.

"I thought you'd like it," he said, putting down Katie. "I'Il see you later at ny house." He
gripped my arm "Be at peace," he told ne.

I blinked and he was gone. Like that. No flash of light, no indication of departure. One instant,
he was there, the next, he wasn't. | glanced down at Katie. She didn't seemat all surprised.
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| turned to gaze at the lake. "It rem nds nme of Lake Arrowhead," | said to Katie. "You remenber
the condom ni um we had up there?" She wagged her tail. "It was nice but nothing like this." There,
browni ng foliage was al ways visible anong the green, debris marred the shoreline and, at tines, a
m st of snpbg hovered above the surface of the |ake. This | ake was perfection and the forest and
air, perfection. Ann would love this, | thought.

It disturbed ne that, surrounded by such beauty, | should still be conscious of distress regarding
her. Whay was | unable to let go of it? Albert had told ne repeatedly to do so. Wiy, then, did this
anxi ety persist?

| sat beside Katie and stroked her head. "Wat's wong with ne, Kate?" | asked.

We | ooked into each other's eyes. She did understand; | could doubt it no | onger. | alnost seened
to sense a wave of understanding synpathy from her

She lay beside ne and | tried to will distress fromny mnd by thinking of the times we had spent
at Lake Arrowhead. Weekends during the year and, for as long as a nonth at a tine during sumers,
we'd go there with the children. I was doing well in television at the time and, in addition to

the condom nium we owned a speedboat, keeping it stored at the North Shore Mari na.

Many a summer day was spent on the lake. In the norning, after breakfast, we'd make our | unches,
put on bathing suits and drive to the Marina, Katie with us. W'd speed to a favorite cove of ours
at the south end of the | ake where the children—Richard and Marie, Louise when she and her husband
vi sited—woul d put on water skis and be towed. lan was too young at the tine so we'd bought hima
ski sled which he'd christened Captain Zip. Ann liked to ride it too because she had trouble
ski i ng.

I thought about the sight of Ann lying on that sled, |aughing breathlessly as she bounced across
the dark, blue waters of the |ake. | thought about lan riding it, grinning with delight,
especially when he was able to stand up on it.

For lunch, we'd anchor in the cove and eat our sandw ches and chi ps and cold soda fromthe ice
chest. The sun would be warm on our backs and |'d take deep, unspoken pl easure watching Ann and
our lovely, tanned children as we ate and tal ked and | aughed toget her.

Happy nenories weren't hel ping. They nmade ne feel nore nelancholy know ng those tunes coul d never
be recaptured. | felt an aching loneliness inside ne. | missed Ann so; nissed the children so. Wy
hadn't | told them nore often, how | loved then? If only we could share this |ovely place. If
only Ann and | —

I shook nyself inpatiently. Here | was in heaven, nind you—-heaven!—-and still brooding. 1'd
survived death; all ny family would survive it. We would, all of us, be together again. Wat was
the matter with nme?

"Come on, Kate," | said, standing quickly. "Let's take a walk." Myre and nore, | was beginning to
appreci ate what Al bert had said about the mind being all

As we began to hike along the shore, | wondered, nmonentarily, if Al bert had neant for ne to stay
where he'd brought ne so this "soneone" could |locate me. Then, | realized that, whoever the
sonmeone was, he'd find nme by thinking of ne.

There was a beach before us and we started to walk along it. The sand was soft underfoot, no
stones or pebbl es anywhere in sight.

Stopping, | knelt and picked up a handful of the sand. It was without grit, firmin consistency
yet soft to the touch; while undeniably cohesive, it felt Iike powder. | |let some run between ny
fingers and observed the delicately multicolored granules as they fell. | lifted ny hand and

| ooked at them nore closely. In formand color, they resenbled mniature jewels.

I let the rest fall to the beach and stood. The sand didn't stick to my palmor knee as it would
have on earth.

Again, | had to shake my head in wondernent. Sand. A beach. Deep forest enconpassing a | ake. Blue
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sky over head.
"And peopl e doubt there's afterlife,”" | said to Katie. "I did nmyself. Incredible."
I was to say and think that last word many times again; and not only with pleasure.

Moving to the edge of the lake, | stared at it closely, watching the delicate purl of surf. The
wat er | ooked cold. Renenbering the chill of Lake Arrowhead, | put my toes in gingerly.

| sighed as | felt the water. It was barely cool, emitting pleasant vibrations of energy. | |ooked
down at Katie. She was standing in the water next to ne. | had to smle. She'd never gone in water
in her life; she always hated it. Here, she seemed conpletely content.

I wal ked into the |lake until the level reached ny shins; the bottomas snooth as the beach

Leaning over, | put ny hand into the water and felt the energy flowing up ny arm "Feels good,
huh, Kate?" | said.
She | ooked at me, wagging her tail and, once nore, | felt a surge of happi ness seeing her | ook as

she had in her prine.

| straightened up, a palnful of water cupped in nmy hand. It shimrered with a delicate gl ow and
could feel its energy pulsing into ny fingertips. As before, when it ran off nmy skin, it left no
dampness.

Wondering if it would do the same with ny robe, | subnerged until the water was up to ny wai st.
Katie didn't foll ow now but sat on the beach, watching ne. | didn't get the inpression she was
afraid to follow, sinply that she chose to wait.

Now | was imersed in energy and kept wal king until the water was up to.ny neck. It felt like a
cl oak around nme, vibrating subtly. | wish | could describe the sensation in nore detail. The best
I can say is that it was as though an invigorating, |lowwatt electric charge were soothing every
cell in ny body.

Leani ng back on inmpulse, | felt my feet and | egs buoyed up and lay in the water, rocking gently,
| ooki ng at the sky. Why was there no sun? | wondered. It didn't disturb ne; it was nore pl easant
to look at the sky without a glare to bother the eyes. | was just curious.

Anot her curiosity struck nme. | couldn't die; | was already dead. No, not dead, that word is the

prime msnoner of the human | anguage. What | nmean is that | knew | couldn't drown. Wat woul d
happen if | put nmy face beneath the water?

Rol Iing over deliberately, | |ooked beneath the surface. It didn't hurt ny eyes to gaze through
the water. Mreover, | could see everything clearly, the bottomimuacul ate, unmarred by stones or
growhs. At first, restrained by habit, | held ny breath. Then, prevailing on nyself, |I took a

cautious breath, expecting to gag.

I nstead, nmy nose and nouth were bathed by a delicious cool ness. | opened ny nouth and the
sensation spread to nmy throat and chest, invigorating nme even further.

Turning onto ny back, | closed ny eyes and lay in the cool cradle of the water, beginning to think
about the times Ann and the children and | had enjoyed our pool together. Every sunmmer—especially
on Sundays—we'd enjoy "fanmi|ly days" as lan used to call them

W had a slide and Ann and the children loved to conme hurtling down it, crashing into the water. |
smled, remenbering Ann's hoot of half-scared delight as she shot down the curving decline,
hol di ng her nose, her |legs and body arcing out into space, landing in the water with an enornous
spl ash, her bright face surfacing.

We had a floating volleyball net and played | ong games, |unging and spl ashi ng, |aughing, shouting,
ki ddi ng each other. Then Ann would bring out dishes of fruit and cheese and a pitcher of juice and
we'd sit and talk, then, after a while, play volleyball and slide again, dive and swimfor hours
more. Later in the afternoon, I'd light the charcoal in

the barbecue and grill chicken or hanmburgers. Those were |long and | ovely afternoons and
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renmenbered themwith joy. | recalled that Ann had been unable to swimfor a long tinme after we
were married. She was afraid of the water but, finally, braved enough swiming | essons to get
hersel f started.

I remenbered the time she and | were in the Deauville Cub in Santa Mnica; we'd been nenbers for
a while. It was Sunday afternoon and we were in the basenent, in the huge, O ynpic-sized pool, Ann
practi ci ng.

It had been a terrible nonth for us. W'd alnbst gotten a divorce. Sonething to do with ny career
Ann's anxiety not permtting ne to travel. 1'd lost a sizeable screenwiting assignment in Gernmany
and been nore upset than | should have been. Financial insecurity had al ways been a dread to ne;
sonet hing fromour past, Robert—Bad and Mom separating, the depression years. Anyway, |
overreacted and Ann overreacted, telling nme she wanted ne to | eave.

We actually went out one night to discuss the details of our separation. It seens incredible to ne
now. | renmenber the night vividly: some French restaurant in Sherman OCaks, the two of us sitting
and eating dinner, both getting indigestion as we calmy sifted over the particulars of our
divorce. Item would we keep the house in Wodland Hills? Item should we separate the chil dren?
Item no, | can't go on. Even as | transmit these words, | feel the crushing nausea of that

eveni ng.

We canme so close; within a hair's breadth. O so it seened. Maybe it had never been that close. It
seened inevitable at the tine however. Until the penultinmate noment. The nonment past the calm

di scussion, the monment to actually separate, nme packing clothes and driving off, |eaving Ann
behind. Then it collapsed. Literally, it was inconceivable to us; as though, by divorcing, we
woul d voluntarily permt ourselves to be torn in half.

So this day at the Deauville was the first day after we had reconcil ed.

The pool seened enornous because, except for us, it was unoccupi ed. Ann started across the width
of it near the deep end. She'd done it several times already and |'d hugged her when she'd nmade
it, congratulating her—no doubt ten tines as effusively as | might ordinarily have done because of
our reconciliation.

Now she was trying it again.

She was hal fway across when she swal | owed sone water and started to choke and flounder. | was with
her and grabbed her quickly. | had flippers attached to ny feet and, by kicking hard, was able to
keep us both afl oat.

| felt her arms go tight around ny neck and saw t he expression of fear on her face. "It's al
right, honey," | said. "I have you." | was glad | had the flippers or | couldn't have supported
her .

Now memory went wrong again. 1'd felt a bit uneasy at first but basically confident because

knew, somehow, that this had al ready happened, that 1'd hel ped her to the side of the pool where
she'd clung to the coping, frightened and breathl ess but safe.

This time it was different. | couldn't get her there. She felt too heavy; ny legs were unable to
nmove us. She struggled nore and nore; began to cry. "Don't let nme sink, Chris, please."

"I won't, hang on," | said. | punped ny legs as hard as | was able to but couldn't keep us up, W
bot h submerged, then bobbed up again. Ann cried out nmy nane, her voice shrill with panic. W sank
again and | saw her terrified face beneath the water, heard her cry put in my nmind: Please don't
let ne die! I knew she couldn't speak the words but heard themcl early nonethel ess.

I reached for her but the water was becom ng murky now, | couldn't see her clearly anynore. | felt
her fingers clutch at mine, then slip away. | clawed at the water but couldn't reach her. My heart
began to pound. | tried to see her but the water was dark and cl oudy Ann! | thought. | thrashed
around i n desperate anguish, feeling for her. I was there. That was the horror of it. | was really
in that water, helpless and incapable, |osing Ann again.
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An end to despair

"HELLO "

| RAISED ny head abruptly, shaken fromthe dream On shore, | saw a ninbus of |ight by Katie.
Standing, | gazed at it until it faded and | saw a young wonan standi ng there, wearing a pal e blue
r obe.

I don't know why | said it. Something about the way she stood, the col or and shortness of her
hair; the fact that Katie seenmed so pleased to see her. "Ann?" | asked.

She was silent for nmonents, then replied, "Leona."

My eyes saw then. O course it wasn't Ann. How could it be? | wondered, nonmentarily, whether

Al bert had sent this worman because she might remind ne of Ann. | couldn't believe he'd do that and
deci ded that the thought was unjust. Anyway, she didn't look |ike Ann, | saw now. The dream had
made nme see her as |'d hoped, not as she was.

I 1 ooked down at nyself as | wal ked onto the beach. The water was flowing frommy robe. It was dry
before |I reached the wonman.

Strai ghtening up fromstroking Katie's head, she extended

her hand. "Al bert sent ne," she said. Her snile was very sweet, her aura a steady blue, alnost the
col or of her robe.

I gripped her hand. "I'm pleased to neet you, Leona," | said. "I guess you know ny nane."

She nodded. "You thought | was your wife," she said.

"She was in ny thoughts when you cane," | explai ned.

"A pleasant nmenory, |'msure.”

"It was when it began," | answered. "It soon becane unpl easant though." | shivered. "Terrifying
really."

"Ch, I"'msorry." She took hold of ny hands. "There's nothing to be terrified of," she assured ne.

"Your wife will join you before you know it."

| felt a flow of energy fromher, simlar to that of the water. O course the people would have it
too, | realized. | nust not have noticed when Al bert took ny hand—er el se both hands had to be
held for the flow to function

"Thank you," | said as she released her grip. | had to try and think nore positively. |I'd been
told by two different people now that Ann and | would be together again. Surely, | could accept
it.

| forced a smile. "Katie was happy to see you," | said.

"Ch, yes, we're good friends," Leona replied.
I gestured toward the |ake. "Quite an experience being in the water," | said.

"I'sn't it?" As she spoke, | wondered, suddenly, where she'd conme from and how | ong she'd been in
Summer| and. "M chigan," she told nme. "Nineteen fifty-one. Afire."

| smled. "This reading of minds will take some getting used to," | said.

"It isn't really nmnd reading," she responded. "W all have nental privacy, but certain thoughts
are nore accessible." She gestured toward the countryside. "Wuld you like to wal k sone nore?" she
asked. "Please."

As we started fromthe |ake, | |ooked back. "It would be nice to have a home overlooking it," |
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said. "lI'"'msure you will then." "My wife would love it too."

"You can have it ready for her when she cones," she suggested.

"Yes." The idea was pleasing to ne. Sonething definite to do while waiting for Ann: the
preparati on of our new hone. That plus working on a book of sone kind would make the tinme pass
quickly. | felt a rush of delight. "Are there oceans here as wel | ?" | asked.

She nodded. "Fresh water. Cal mand tideless. No storns or heavy seas." "And boats?" "Absolutely."
Anot her rush of pleased anticipation. |1'd have a sail boat waiting for Ann too. And maybe she'd
prefer a honme on the ocean. How pleased it would nake her to find our dream house waiting for her
on the coast, a sailboat for her pleasure. | drewin deeply of the fresh, sweet air and felt

i mmeasurably better. Her drowning had only been a dreama distorted | eftover froman unpl easant
incident nowlong past. It was tine to begin concentrating on ny new exi stence. "Were did Al bert
go?" | asked. "He works to help those in the lower realns," Leona said. "There's always nuch to
do."

The phrase "l ower real n8" evoked a sense of uneasiness again. The "other" places A bert had spoken
of ; the "ugly" places—they were as real, apparently, as Sumerland. And Al bert actually went to
them What did they | ook |ike?

"I wonder why he didn't nention it," | said, trying not to |let nyself feel anxious again.

"He knew you needed an unconplicated introduction to this world," Leona said. "He would have told
you in time." "Am | inposing on himto stay in his hone?" | asked. "Should | get ny own?"

"I don't know whether that's possible yet," she answered. "But don't feel in the |east
unconfortabl e about staying with Albert. |I know he's delighted about your being there."

I nodded, wondering what she neant about it not being possible yet for me to have ny own hone.

"W have to earn the right," she answered ny unspoken question. "It happens to alnost all of us.
It took ne a long while to achi eve ny own hone."

| realized, by what she'd said, how kind Al bert had been in not telling me that, at the noment, I
had no choice but to remain with him Never mnd, | thought. That didn't bother ne. 1'd never been
averse to earning nmy way.

"Al bert nmust be quite advanced," | said.
"He is," she replied. "I'msure you noticed his robe and aura."
Al right, | told nyself. Ask questions; start learning. "I'mcurious about the aura,"” | said.

"Can you tell ne sonething about it? For instance, does it exist in life?"

For those who can see it, she told ne. It signifies the presence of the etheric double and the
spirit body. The etheric double exists within the physical body until death and the spirit body
exists within the etheric double until the second death, each possessing its own silver cord. The
cord connecting the physical body to the etheric double is the thickest, that connecting the
etheric double to the spirit body about an inch in diameter. A third cord thin as spiders web
connects the spirit body to—well, she wasn't sure, Robert. "Pure spirit, | imagine," she said
"And, incidentally, the reason | know about the aura is that it's part of ny field of study here."

"You don't suppose Al bert just might have had the idea |I'd be asking such a question, do you?"
asked.

Her returned smile was ny answer.

She continued, telling me that the aura of the etheric double extends an inch or two beyond the
limts of the physical body, the aura of the spirit body up to several feet beyond the limts of
the etheric double, taking on nore lumnosity the further it is fromthe dimmng effect of the
body.
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She told nme that auras all look different, the range of colors unlimted. People unable to think
of anything beyond material sensation have auras which are red to brown, the |ower their concepts
the darker the colors. The auras of unhappy souls emt a deep, depressing green. A |avender

radi ation neans that the person is acquiring a nore spiritual consciousness. Pale yellow indicates
that the individual is sad and has a longing for lost earth life.

"No doubt that's what mine |ooks like," |I told her When she didn't reply, | smled. "I know, " |
said "No mrrors either." She sniled back

| amgoing to be positive, | vowed. Let there be an end to despair.
To know Ann's destiny
"THERE I T is," Leona said.

| |1 ooked ahead, reacting, with amazenent, to the sight. |1'd been so intent on her words, 1'd
failed to notice a city in the distance.

| say a city, Robert, but how different froma city on earth. No di ngy haze of snmpbg above it, no
snoke or traffic din. Instead, a series of astonishingly |lovely buildings of every size, none nore
than two or three stories high, all standing in clear-aired silence. You' ve seen the Misic Center
in downtown Los Angeles. That will give you sone faint concept of the clarity of line | saw, the
use of space to bal ance nmass, the sense of peaceful uniformty.

It struck me howvividly | was able to see it despite our distance fromit. Every detail stood
out. A photographer would call it perfection of focus, depth and col or

Wien | nentioned it to Leona, she told nme that we possess what mnight be called tel escopic sight.
The description is, again, inadequate, the phenonenon far nore conplex than nere tel escopies. In
effect, distance is elimnated as a sight factor. If one | ooks at a person several hundred yards
away, that person is visible to the very color of their eyes—wi thout the inage being nmagnified.
Leona explained it by saying that the spirit body can project an energy "feeler" to the object
under inspection. In essence, the ability is nmental.

"Do you want to go there quickly or shall we continue wal ki ng?" Leona asked.

I told her I was enjoying the walk if it didn't take up too nuch of her tine; | didn't want to
make the sanme mistake with her | had with Albert. She replied that she was enjoying a period of
rest and was happy to walk with ne.

We' d reached a lovely foot bridge which traversed a fast-noving brook. As we started across, |
stopped and | ooked at the rushing water. It had the appearance of liquid crystal, every novenent
scintillating with the colors of the rai nbow.

Turning ny head, | |eaned over, curious. "That sounds like... music?" | asked, amazed.

"Al'l things give off a kind of nusic," she told ne. "Wen you' ve been here a while, you'll hear it
everywhere. It's just that the novenent of this water is so rapid, the sound is nore easily
noti ceabl e. "

I shook ny head in awe as the sounds kept altering in a sort of form ess yet harnonic nel ody. |
thought, for a noment, of Momis favorite piece, Die MIdau. Had Smetana sensed that nusic in the
movi ng waters of the river?

Staring down at the brook, | remenbered a stream near Mammoth Lake. We'd parked the camper just
above it and, all night, listened to it splashing across rocks and stones; a |ovely sound.

"You | ook sad," Leona said.

I couldn't repress a sigh. "I"mrenenbering," | said. "A canping trip we took." | tried to put
asi de the feeling of depression—+ really did-but, once again, was gripped by it. "I"'msorry,"
apol ogi zed. "It just seens that, the nore beauty | see the worse it gets because | want to share

it with nmy fanmily, nostly ny wife."
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"You will," she told ne.
"l hope so," | murmured.
She | ooked surprised. "Wiy did you say that?" she asked. "You know you'll see her again."

"But when?" | asked.
She | ooked at me for several nmonents before replying. "Wuld you Iike to know?"
| started sharply. "Wat?"

"There's an Ofice of Records in the city," she told ne. "Its main job is to keep a register of
people newy arrived but they can, also, provide infornmation regarding those yet to conme."

"You mean | can find out when Ann is going to join ne?" It seemed too marvel ous to be true.
"We'll ask," Leona told ne.
| drewin trenbling breath. "Let's not wal k there, please," | said.

"Al'l right." She nodded understandingly and held out her hand. "Albert told me that you've
traveled by mind a little but—=

"Yes, please help ne," | said, interrupting her in ny excitenent.
"Wait here, Katie," she said and took ny hand.

I closed ny eyes. That indescribable sense of nmovenent again. Wth nothing visual for reference,
was nmore aware of it nentally than physically; there was no wind, no vertigo, no feeling of
pressure.

When | opened ny eyes, an instant later, we were in the city, standing on a broad avenue paved—s
that the proper word?—with grass. | could see that the city was laid out |ike Washi ngt on—an
enornous hub with radi ati ng spokes of thoroughfares, one of which we stood on. On each side of us
were buil dings, some with steps or pavenent |leading up to thema material resenbling al abaster,
all of delicate pastel shades.

The buil dings here are broad, not high—eircular, rectangular or square, nmagnificently designed
with sinple lines, constructed of what |ooks Iike translucent marble. Each is surrounded by
sunpt uous grounds whi ch include ponds, streans, brooks, waterfalls and snall |akes. My

i medi at e—and over whel m ng—npressi on was one of space.

| saw a taller building in the center of the city and asked Leona what it was. She told ne that it
was a place of rest for those whose |lives had been term nated by viol ence or long, debilitating
illness; | thought of Al beit when she said that. As | gazed at the building, | began to see a bl ue
Iight shining dowmn on it. Leona told nme that it was a beam of healing vibration

I forgot to nmention that, when |I opened ny eyes, | saw nany novi ng ni nbuses of |ight which,
shortly, faded to reveal people going about their business. None seened in the | east surprised by
our precipitous appearance but smled and nodded to us as they passed. "Why do | see everyone as
light first?" | asked. "There's such powerful energy in the spirit body that its rays overwhelm
the sight of those not used to it," she explained. "You'll adjust." She took me by the arm "The
office is this way."

I know it sounds bizarre for ne to speak about the heavy beating of ny heart. It did beat heavily
t hough. | was about to find out howlong |I'd have to wait before Ann and | woul d be together again
and t he suspense was oppressive. Perhaps it was to avoid such a reaction in nme that Al bert hadn't
told me about the Ofice of Records. He may have thought it better that |, sinply, knew she was to
join nme and wasn't concerned about the ampunt of tinme involved. | recalled that Leona had
hesitated before telling me. What | was about to do was probably not encouraged, | decided.

The paving we were on now | ooked |ike snmooth, white al abaster which, although it appeared solid,
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felt springy underfoot. W were entering a |large square with thickly foliage trees of every
variety growing on i muaculate lawns. In the center of the square, five paths leading to it, was an
i mmense, circular fountain of sonme dozen jets. If | had not been so anxious, | would have been
enchanted by the nusical tones enitted by the splashing water

Leona told me—to distract ne? | wonder—that every tone was created by a conbination of snaller
jets, each a separate note. The entire fountain could be—and was, at times—ani pul ated so that a
compl ex piece of nusic could be played as though on an organ console. At the nonent, the fountain
was sending forth a series of harnonic chords.

Just ahead, now, was the O fice of Records, Leona told ne. | tried to keep ny pace a steady one
but kept increasing its speed. | couldn't help it. Mre than anything else in this incredible new
world, | wanted to know Ann's destiny.

When Ann was to join ne

THE OFFI CE OF Records interior was i mense and peopl ed—by Leona's word-with thousands.
Not wi t hst andi ng, there was little sign of noise and bustle as there woul d have been on earth.

Nor was there red tape. Wthin m nutes—dnderstanding that | use a termfor earth tine which is not
valid here—+ was in a private chanber with a nan who had nme sit across fromhimand gaze into his
eyes; like everyone |I'd net or seen, he was extrenely cordi al

"What is your wife's name?" he asked.
I told himand he nodded. "Wuld you concentrate on her?" he said.

I thought about the way she | ooked: her short-cut, brunette hair threaded with gray, her |arge

brown eyes, her small, upturned nose, her lips and delicate ears, the perfect bal ance of her
features. "lIt's nice to be married to a beautiful woman," | used to tell her. She'd smle with
pl eased appreciation, then, invariably, shake her head and answer, "I'mnot beautiful." She

believed it too.

I thought about her tall, graceful figure. She took formin ny mnd as though she stood before ne.
Ann al ways noved well. | recalled her novenents with pleasure. Recalled her warnth and softness
agai nst e when we nmade | ove

| thought about her gentl eness—her patience with the children and with nme. Her conpassion for the
suffering—animal s as well as people. Recalled how carefully and tirelessly she cared for us when

we were ill. How carefully she tended ailing dogs and cats and birds. She had a wonderful rapport
with them | never saw in anyone el se.

I thought about her sense of hunor-which she rarely displayed. The children and | al ways ki dded
with each other and Ann | aughed with us. Her own humor she kept under w aps because she didn't
think it existed. "You're the only one who ever | aughs at ny jokes," she used to say. "That's
because you have to though.”

I thought about her faith in me through all the years of ny attenpts to succeed as a witer. Never
once did she doubt I'd make it. "I always knew you woul d," she said to ne nore than once. Sinply;
with total conviction.

I thought about her painful background; her stern, often-absent Navy father, her erratic, immture

and, ultinmately, termnally ill nother. Her unhappy chil dhood, her insecurities, her breakdown and
begi nning of analysis. The years it took to give her any confidence in herself. The horrible
anxi eties she suffered on the few occasions when | had to travel any distance at all. Her dread of

traveling herself, of losing enmptional control in front of strangers. Yet, despite these fears her
bravery i n—

"All right,"” the man said quietly.

I focused ny eyes on him He was snmiling. "You care for her a great deal," he said.
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"Yes, | do." | |ooked at him anxiously. "How long will it take before you know?"
"Alittle while," he said. "W have many such requests; especially fromnewoners."

"l apol ogi ze for pressing you," | said. "I know you nust be very busy. But I'mterribly anxious."

"Why don't you and the young lady wal k around a bit?" he suggested. "Take a look at the city, then
return. We should know by then."

I was disappointed, | admit. 1'd thought it would be possible to find out instantaneously; that
the informati on was stored or sonething.

"Wuld that it were that sinple," he said, picking up nmy thought. "It requires a rather conpl ex
process of thought |inks however."

| nodded.

"It won't be too long," he reassured ne.

I thanked himand he took ne back to Leona. | was quiet as we |left the building and she told ne
not to be disheartened.

I made an effort to cheer nyself. After all, wasn't | better off now than before? |'d thought I
was going to have to wait all those years for Ann's arrival never knowi nhg when she was to arrive
Now, at least, |I'd know how long it was to be. It would give me a goal

I vowed that | wouldn't be dismayed by what | |earned. Ann was only forty-eight. Undoubtedly, she
had a good thirty to forty years remaining. Nor would | have wanted it any other way. |'d wait in
good cheer however long it took.

"Shall we | ook around the city until they have your answer?" Leona asked.
"All right," | smiled at her. "I do appreciate your kindness and your conpany."
"I'"'m happy to be with you."

I looked at the different buildings as we crossed the square. | was about to ask about them when
accidentally bunped into another man. That's not an apt description really. On earth, | would have
collided with him perhaps painfully. Here, | felt as though I'd struck a cushion of air. Then the
man noved past ne, smling and patting nme cordially on the shoul der

| asked Leona what had happened and she told nme that my body is surrounded by a field of energy
whi ch prevents collision. Only when contact is desired does the field neutralize itself—as when
the man patted ny shoul der to reassure ne.

As we wal ked around the fountain, | asked Leona how the buildings were nade. | was determ ned not
to dwell on that all-inportant answer conming fromthe Ofice of Records.

The buil dings, she told ne, are designed by people who knew about such things during their lives
or who learn about it in Sumrerland. They create the nodel inmage of a building in their mnds,
whi ch appears fromthe matrix. They correct the nodel as needed, then instruct those who were
buil ders on earth—er who | earned to be here—and, together, all their mnds in unified
concentration, they cause the matrix to produce a full-scale inpression of the structure. They
stop before it's conpleted, correct to perfection, then proceed until solidification takes place.

"They just concentrate on enpty space?" | asked, the notion flabbergasting ne.

"It isn't really enpty, of course," she said. "They stand in front of the desired site and ask for
hel p fromthe higher spheres. Soon a beam of |ight descends from above, another concentrated beam
is projected by the builders and designers and, in tinme, the conception takes on density."
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"They | ook so real" | said.

"They are real," she replied. "And, albeit created by thought, far |onger-lasting than those on
earth. Here, there's no erosion and materials never decay with age."

| asked her if anyone lived in the city and she answered that those who preferred to live in
cities on earth prefer it here as well. O course, the disadvantages they endured on earth no
| onger exist: no crowding, no crine, no unbreathable air, no traffic commoti on.

Mostly though, she told me, cities are centers for instruction and study: Schools, coll eges,
universities, art galleries, nmuseunms, theatres, concert halls, libraries.

"Are plays witten on earth perfornmed in the theatres?" | asked.

"If they're appropriate,” she said. "Nothing that's sordid though. Nothing conceived nerely to
harrow an audi ence. "

"Al bert nmentioned a line froma play he couldn't have seen on earth," | said.

"He may have seen it here," she told me. "Or on earth. It's possible, when one is advanced enough,
to visit earth.”

"And its people?"

Leona's snile was understanding. "You'll be able to see her later if you wish," she said. "By
then, you may not want to though."

"Not want to?" | couldn't understand how she could say such a thing.

"Not froma | essening of devotion," she explained, "but because your presence can do no good for
her and—wel |, because descending to that level isn't all that pleasant "

"Why?" | asked.

"Because— She hesitated for a nmonent or two before going on. "—ene has to | ower one's entire
systemto adjust to it-which can be physically and nentally unconfortable.” She smiled and touched
my arm "Better to avoid it," she said.

I nodded but couldn't believe |I'd ever want to avoid it. If, in addition to know ng when Ann was
due to join me, | could actually see her fromtine to tine, the wait could be endurabl e.

I was about to ask another question when | noticed that—as Leona had predi cted—+he ni nbuses of
light were starting to fade and | could see the people nore clearly. | confess—not to ny
credit—that | felt nonmentary surprise at seeing other races as well as ny own. | realized, then,
how rarely 1'd seen themin ny |ife—especially at hone—and how terribly linmiting a view that
creates.

"What woul d a rabid segregationist say?" | asked as we wal ked by a bl ack man, exchanging sniles
with him

"l doubt if he'd even be in Sunmerland,"” Leona said. "Anyone who couldn't understand that what's
important is a nan's soul, not the color of his skin, would never be content here."

"Al'l races living in harnony," | said. "It could only happen here."

I was taken back to see a sad smle on her face. "I'mafraid that's true," she agreed.

When we passed a man with one arm Leona saw ny | ook of startlenent as | turned to stare at him
"How can that be?" | asked. "Isn't this a place of perfection?"

"He's a newcomner too," she explained. "In life, he only had one armand, since the spirit body
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responds entirely to mind, it reflects his conviction about the mssing arm Once he understands
that he can be whole, the armw || appear."

| said it once again, Robert. |I'msure you would have too. "Incredible." |I |looked at the city and
its resplendent beauty and felt a burst of happiness. Now | could be newWy fascinated by
everyt hing around nme because, within a short while, 1'd know when Ann was to join ne.

No certainty of resolution

VWE WERE APPROACHI NG a two-story structure which, like the others, had the texture and transl ucence
of al abaster, which Leona told nme was the Hall of Literature.

We ascended the broad steps and went inside. Like the Ofice of Records, there were nmany people

i nside but alnost total silence. Leona escorted me into a large, high-ceilinged roomthe walls of
whi ch were shelved w th books. Spaced throughout the roomwere |arge, attractive tables, dozens of
people sitting at them reading.

| realized, abruptly, why it was so quiet, the main source of sound absent since we conversed wth
our mnds. "W can talk and not disturb anyone,” | said. "A perfect library."

She sniled. "That's right."
I | ooked around the room "Wat kind of books are these?"
"The histories of every nation on earth,"” she told ne. "As they were though—othing suppressed.”

"That nust be an eye-opener,"” | said, thinking of the near inpossibility, on earth, of trying to
establish the literal truth of history.

"It is indeed," Leona agreed. "The history books on earth are largely fictional."

We wal ked around the roomand | noticed that, |ike every object in Sumrerl and, the books, too,
emtted a faint yet visible radiation

"Are there books here that were published on earth?" | asked, renenbering ny scripts in A bert's
hone.

Leona nodded. "As well as sone that are yet to be published there."
"How does that work?"

"The contents will be inpressed on the brains of living persons."
"WIIl they know they didn't really wite the book?"

"That's a rather conplicated question," Leona said. "Generally speaking, however, they don't
know. "

"I"d like to read one of those,"” | said.

"They're not usually available," she told nme. "Those who read them mi ght, in sone way, nar them
how | ' m not exactly sure. | wanted to read a particular book once, though, and was told that,
since everything here is nmental, my thoughts mght alter the contents of the book."

She took nme to another room whi ch was devoted to books on psychic science, the occult,
met aphysi cs. Wl ki ng anong the racks, | felt enmanations fromthem nore powerful than those in the
hi story room

She stopped at one of the racks and pulled out a volune, handing it to nme. Its vibrations were
rat her unpleasant. "It's customary to show first visitors this book or one like it," Leona said.

| turned the book to read the title on its spine: The Fallacy of Afterlife. Despite the
unconfortabl e sensation the book inparted, | had to smile. "lronical to say the least," | said.
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As | returned the book to its shelf, | began to feel a sense of anxiety about Ann again. She
didn't believe in afterlife; I'd heard her say it. Was it possible that she might, literally,
refuse to accept the evidence of her senses?

"I woul dn't be concerned about that," Leona said. "She'll believe in you. The rest will follow"

I won't describe our full tour of the Hall of Literature; it is not really part of ny story.
Suffice to say, the building and its contents were unendingly inpressive. Wen | conmmented on the
intimdation of all that knowl edge to be studied, Leona reminded nme that | had unlinmted tine in
which to study it.

As we left the building, | turned to her questioningly.

"I don't think they'd be quite ready yet," she said.
"All right,” | nodded. Patience, | told nyself. Alittle nmore tine and you'll know.

"Wul d you like to see one of our art galleries?" Leona asked.

"Fine."
She squeezed my arm "It'll be very soon now. "
We exchanged a smile. "I apologize for being so selfish,” | said, "I haven't asked a single

question about you."

"There's lots of tine for that," she replied. "Your first priority is your wife."

I was about to reply when anot her surprise occurred. A wonman passed us with a strange, drifting
ki nd of movenent, |ooking as though she were in a coma, wal ki ng underwater. For several nonents,

she rem nded nme of the waxy imge of nyself |1'd seen at the seance and | felt a chill. "W is
she?" | asked.

"She's still alive," Leona said, "her spirit self is journeying here in sleep. It happens now and
t hen. "

"She doesn't know she's here?"
"No. And probably won't remenber when she wakes."

| turned to watch the woman nove off slowy and nechanically and saw a silver cord attached to the
crown of her head, trailing into the air before it faded. "Wy don't people renenber?" | asked.

"Because the nmenory is in the spirit mnd and the physical brain is unable to tap it," Leona
answered. "I've been told that there are people who astral journey here and are entirely conscious
of it both during and after but |'ve never seen one."

I watched the woman noving away and couldn't help thinking: If Ann could do that. Even if she
didn't know it was happening, | could see her for a short while, maybe even touch her. The thought
filled me with a longing so acute that it was al nost physical. Remenbering her warnth and softness
against me, | could actually feel it in ny flesh.

Wth a pained sound, | turned back to Leona to find her smling understandingly. | returned the
smle with effort. "I'mnot good conpany, | know," | told her

"Of course you are." She took ny hand. "Cone on, we'll take a brief look at the gallery, then find
out when she'll be with you again."

The buil ding ahead was circular, its marblelike exterior carved with beautiful designs of flowers
and foliage.
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Its interior was nmassive, containing what seenmed to be an endl ess, curving gallery, the walls of
whi ch were hung with great paintings. Goups of people stood appreciating and exam ni ng, nany of
themteachers with their students.

I recogni zed a Renbrandt and conmmented on what a perfect reproduction it was. Leona smiled. "The
one on earth is the reproduction,” she told nme. "This is the original."

"l don't understand."

The painting in front of me was the one Renbrandt had in mind, she explained; as perfect as his
genius could envision it. Wiat he did on earth to reproduce that perfect nental inmage was subject
to the limtations of his brain and body and created with materials subject to decay. This was his
unnitigated vision—pure and eternal

"You nmean all artists on earth are only reproduci ng paintings already in existence here?"

"In existence because they created them" Leona said. "That's what | neant when | said that the
question regardi ng whet her a person knows that he or she is receiving creative inpressions is
rat her conplicated. Renbrandt's thoughts first created this painting fromthe matrix, then he
reproduced it in physical terns. If we were experts, we'd be able to see how nuch nore perfect
this painting is than the one on earth.”

Every work of art here is alive. Colors glowwith reality. Each painting seens al nbst---not a good
description but the closest | can come—three-di mensional, possessing all the qualities of relief.
From a short distance, they look like real scenes rather than flat representations.

"I'n many ways, | think that the happi est people here are the artists,” Leona told ne. "Matter here
is so subtle yet so readily mani pul ated. The artist's creativity can be fulfilled without
limtation."

| tried hard to maintain an interest in what she was showing and telling ne—and it was
fascinating. Still, in spite of all attenpt, thoughts of Ann kept creeping back. So nuch so that,
when Leona said, "I think we can find out now," | uttered an uncontrollable sound of relief. "Can
we go there by thought?" | asked.

She smled and took ny hand. This tinme, | didn't close ny eyes and still couldn't followit. W
were in the gallery; | blinked; and the man fromthe Ofice of Records was in front of us.

"Your wife is scheduled to cross over at the age of seventy-two," he told ne.
Twenty-four years, was ny imedi ate thought. It was such an appallingly long tine.

"Remenber that tine is neasured differently in Summerl and," he rem nded nme. "Wat would seem an
eternity on earth can pass very quickly here if you're active."

I thanked himand Leona and | left the Ofice of Records.
I continued wal king with her. | nmade conversation. | smiled and even | aughed. But sonething was
wong. | kept thinking: everything is settled now. In twenty-four years we'll be together again.

I'"d involve nyself in study and activity, prepare a hone for us. Exactly what she'd Iike. On the
ocean. Wth a boat. Everything was settl ed.

Wiy, then, was there no assurance? No certainty of resolution?
Thi s di smayi ng connecti on

THE HORRI BLE TURNI NG poi nt occurred soon afterward; | cannot express the precise interval. On
earth, it mght have been a week, perhaps less; | cannot say. | only know the shock cane
dreadful Iy soon.

I'"d been disappointed that 1'd have to wait so long for Ann. Al bert told ne not to dwell on the
wai ting aspect of it but the certainty of its occurrence.

| tried; | really did. | made an effort to convince nyself that ny disturbance was unwarranted,
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that it had no bearing on Ann's situation
| began to occupy nyself with other things.

First of all, our father. | saw himonce, Robert. He is in another part of Sumerland. Al bert took
me to see himand | had a talk with him then left.

Does that sound strange to you? | feel it will in light of your relationship with him |I'msorry
if it strikes a discordant note; but blood is not thicker than water here. Rapport is a nmatter of
t houghts, not genes. Sinply stated, he died before | got a chance to know him He and Mom were
separated when | was a young child so that there could be no affinity. Accordingly, though |I was
pl eased to see himand he to see ne, neither of us felt any conpelling urge to further the
relationship. He is a fine man though. He had his problens but his dignity is unquestionabl e.

"Here, we are divided by synpathies rather than niles,"” Al beit said. You' ve seen, in persona
detail, how powerful my union is with Ann and our children. And I'mcertain that, if Momwere to
pass over as | "dictate" this journal to you, our relationship would be nuch closer since it was
soinlife.

Uncl e Eddy and Aunt Vera aren't together. He lives sinply, in a lovely spot where he gardens. |
always felt that he was not fulfilled in life. Here, he is.

Aunt Vera has found the "heaven" she desired and believed she would find—totally religious. She
goes to church al nost constantly. | saw the edifice. It |ooks exactly like the church she attended
on earth. The cerenony is identical too, Al bert informed me. "You see, Chris, we were right," Aunt
Vera said to ne. And, as long as she believes it, her Sumrerland will be contained within the
boundari es of that conviction. There's nothing wong with it. She's happy. It's just that she's
limted. To repeat: there is nore.

One final item | discovered that |lan had been praying for ne without telling anyone. Al bert told
me that my post-death state would have been far worse except for that. "A prayer for help al ways
eases that experience," were his words.

I return now to ny account.

It began at Al bert's house; a gathering of his friends. |I'll say it was evening since there was a
kind of twilight in the sky, a soft and restful half-illum nation

I won't attenpt to tell you everything they spoke about. Although they tried to make nme part of
the conversation, nmost of it was far beyond ny understandi ng. They spoke, at |ength, about the
real ns "above" this one. Levels at which the progressing soul becomes at one with God—fornless,
i ndependent of tine and substance though still aware of personal identity. Their discussion was
intriguing but as far over ny head as it was over Katie's.

I thought I was only part of the background. Yet, when | thought—n reaction to the gathering and
what they were saying-And all of us are dead, Al bert turned to ne with a smle. "On the contrary,"
he said. "All of us are very nmuch alive."

| apol ogi zed for the thought.

"No need for that." He lay his hand on ny shoulder and gripped it firmy. "I knowit's difficult.
And consider this. If you, here, can think that, visualize how nuch nore difficult it is for
anyone on earth to conceive of afterlife.”

I wondered if he were trying to reassure ne about Ann's inability to conceive of it.

"It certainly is one of the great pities of the world that virtually no one has any idea what to
expect when death cones," Leona renmarked

"If men only felt about death as they do about sleep, all terrors would cease," said a nan naned

Warren. "Men sleep contentedly, assured that they will wake the foll ow ng norning. They should
feel the sane about the end of their lives." "Couldn't something be invented which would allow the
human eye to see what occurs at that monent of death?" | asked, trying not to think of Ann.
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"Someday it will be invented,” a wonman named Jennifer told nme. "A canera-like device which wll
phot ograph the departure of the true self fromthe body."

"What's needed even nore, though,"” Al bert said, "is a 'science of dying —physical and nental aids
to accel erate and ease the separation of bodies." He | ooked at ne. "Those things | nentioned
earlier," he remnded ne. "WII| people ever have that science?" | asked. "They should have it

al ready," he answered. "No one should be unprepared for survival. Information regarding it has
been available for centuries."

"For exanple," said another of his friends; a nman nanmed Phillip. "As to man's survival after so-
call ed death, he sees as before, he hears and speaks as before; snells and tastes; and when
touched he feels the touch as before. He also | ongs, desires, craves, thinks, reflects, |oves,
wills as before. In a word, when a nman passes fromone life into the other, it is |ike passing
fromone place into another carrying with himall the things he had possessed in hinself as a
man.' Swedenborg wote those words in the eighteenth century.”

"Woul dn't the problem be solved imediately if direct conmunication were devised?" |. asked. |
| ooked at Albert. "That 'wireless' you spoke of earlier.”

"In time, that, too, will happen,"” Al bert said. "Qur scientists are at work on it constantly. It's
a trenendously difficult problemthough.”

"I't would certainly make our work easier if nmere were such a wireless," said another of Al bert's

friends; a man naned Arthur.

I looked at himin surprise. It was the first time, since I'd arrived in Sumrerland, that 1'd
heard an inflection of bitterness in anyone's voice.

Al bert put his hand on Arthur's shoulder. "I know,'
I first began our work."

he said. "I renenber how distraught |I was when

"It seens to grow nore difficult all the tine," Arthur said. "So few people, who come across,
possess awareness of any kind. Al they bring along with themare worthl ess values. Al they
desire is a continuation of what they had in life no matter how mi sgui ded or degraded." He | ooked
at Albert with a pained expression. "WI| those people ever progress?" he asked. "Even with our
hel p?"

As they continued talking, | could feel nyself becom ng apprehensi ve once again. Wat exactly was
Al bert's work? | wondered. And to what dark places did it take hinf

Worst of all, why did | continue to associate this anxiety with Ann? It nmade no sense to ne. She
possessed awar eness. Her values weren't worthless. She wasn't m sguided and she coul d never be
cal | ed degraded.

Wiy, then, was | unable to break this di smayi ng connection?

The return of nightnmare

ALBERT ENDED THE conversation by announcing that he had a surprise for ne. W all departed from
hi s house and, while the others travel ed ahead by thought, Al bert suggested that he and | walk a
whil e, Katie joining us.

"I could tell that Arthur's words disturbed you," he said. "They shouldn't. The people he referred
to have nothing to do with you."

"Wy do | keep worrying about Ann then?" | asked.

"You're still concerned about her. It will take sone tinme before that ends. But there's no
connecti on between Ann and what Arthur was tal king about."

I nodded, wanting to believe him "I wish, to God, there were direct comrunication," | said. "A

file:/1IC|/12590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%...eson%20-%20What%20Dreams%20May%20Come.txt (65 of 139) [12/29/2004 2:31:44 PM]



file:/11C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Ri chard%20M atheson%620-%20W hat%20Dreams%20M ay %20Come.txt

few words between us and everything would be resolved." | |ooked at him "WII| it ever happen?"
asked.
"I't must, one day," he said. "It is a conplex problemthough. Not one of distance, as |I've

i ndi cated, but of difference in vibration and belief. At present, only the nost advanced psychics
on earth can cope with it."

"Why can't everyone on earth handle it?" | asked.

"They could, with proper training," A bert said. "The only ones we know of that can do it, though,
are those born with the gift—er who acquire it by accident."

"The gift?"
"An ability to utilize the etheric senses despite their encapsulation in the physical body."
"Can't | find a psychic with that ability?" | asked. "Conmunicate with hin? Wth her?"

"VWhat if that person wasn't anywhere near your w fe?" he said. "Mdre likely, what if you did
manage to communi cate with such a person, he or she transmitted the message to your wife and she
refused to believe it?"

I nodded, sighing. "And the one tine | m ght have comunicated,"” | recalled, "it went so badly
that it probably destroyed any possibility of Ann's ever believing."

"That was unfortunate," Al bert agreed.

"And he saw ne," | said, dismayed by the nmenory. "He actually read ny lips."
"He, al so, thought your discarded double was you,"” Al bert rem nded ne.

"That was hideous,” | said.

He put an arm across ny shoulders. "Try to have faith, Chris,"” he told nme. "Ann will be with you;
it's meant to be. And, in the neantine, perhaps a thought relay m ght help."

| | ooked at himcuriously.

"Sonmetinmes a group of minds can join forces to contact sonmeone |left on earth," he explained. "Not
in words," he added quickly, seeing nmy expression. "In feeling. Seeking to inpart a sense of
confort and assurance."

"Wbul d you do this?" | asked.
"I"ll set it up as soon as possible,"” he said. "Put your hand on Katie now and take ny hand.

I did so and, i mmediately, found nyself beside himat the edge of an enornous anphitheatre which
was bel ow ground level. It was crowded with people.

"VWhere are we?" | asked, straightening up fromKati e.
"Behind the Hall of Misic," he said.

I looked around. It was a stunning spot in the twilight illum nation, the descendi ng anphitheatre
surrounded by | awmns and nmasses of beautiful flowers with tall trees in the background.

"Is there going to be a concert?" | asked.
"Here's soneone to explain it to you," Al bert said, smling. He turned ne around.

I knew himin an instant, Robert. There was very little difference in the way he | ooked. His
appearance was one of vigorous health but he hadn't grown younger, | ooking nmuch as | renenbered
him "Uncle!" | cried.

"Hello, Chris!" he greeted ne. We enbraced each other, then he |ooked at nme. "So you're with us
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now, " he said, sniling.

I nodded, smling back. Uncle Sven was always ny favorite, as you know.

"Katie, my girl," he said, stooping to pet her. She was obviously pleased to see him
He stood up, snmiling at me again. "You' re surprised at how | |ook," he said.
I didn't know what to say.

"A natural curiosity," he said. "One can renmain at any age one chooses here. | prefer this one.
Wuldn't it be silly to have nothing but young people here?" | had to laugh at the quizzical | ook
he gave Al bert.

Al bert laughed too, then told me he was going to try and arrange for the thought relay.

After he was gone, | explained about Ann and Uncl e nodded. "Good, the relay will help," he said.
"I'"ve seen it work."

Hi s confident manner nade ne feel nuch better. | even nmanaged a snmile. "So you're working in
music," | said. "I"'mnot surprised.”

"Yes, nusic was always a great love," he said. He gestured toward the grass. "Let's sit," he said.
"You'l| like it better here than in the anphitheatre; | won't tell you why, I'Il let you be
surprised."

We sat and Katie lay beside us. "lIs there a lot of nmusic here?" | asked.

"Ch, yes, it plays a large role in Sumerl and," he answered. "Not only as diversion but as a way
by which a person can achi eve hi gher |evels."

"What is it you do?" | asked.

"l specialize in the study of the best nmethods of conveying nusical inspiration to those who have
a talent for conposition on earth," he said. "Qur studies are tabulated and transferred to anot her
group who consi der the best nmeans of communicating with these talented people. A third group does
the actual transm ssion. Then—but |I'Il tell you about it later, the concert is about to start."
How he knew | couldn't tell since everything was out of sight beneath ground | evel

He was right though; it was about to begin. I know you're not a classical nusic |over, Robert, but
it might intrigue you to read that the main conposition to be performed was Beet hoven's El eventh

Synphony.

I saw qui ckly why Uncle had suggested that we sit above the |evel of the anphitheatre. Listening
is not the whol e experience.

No sooner had the orchestra begun to play—an unfamliar overture by Berlioz—than a flat, circular
surface of light rose fromit to float |level with the topnpost seats.

As the nmusic continued, this circular sheet of |ight became nore dense, formng a foundation for
what fol | owed.

First, four colums of |ight shot up into the air at equal spaces. These |ong, tapering pinnacles
of lum nosity remai ned poised, then descended slowy to becone broader until they resenbled four
circular towers each topped with a done.

Now t he basic surface of |ight had thickened and risen slowy to forma donme above the entire
anphitheatre. This continued to rise until it was higher than the four colums. There, the i mense
nmusi cal form renmai ned stationary.

Soon, the nost delicate of colors began diffusing throughout the structure. As the nusic went on,
this coloration altered constantly, one subtle shade blending into the next.
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Because | couldn't see the anphitheatre, orchestra or audience, it was as though sone kind of
magi cal architecture was taking place in front of me. | learned that all music emts shapes and
col or but not every conposition creates such vivid formations.

The val ue of any nusical thought form depends on the purity of its nelodies and harnonics. In
essence, the conposer is a builder of sound, creating edifices of visible nusic.

"Does it vanish when the nmusic ends?" | whispered, then realized that, since we spoke by thought,
I didn't have to whisper

"Not imrediately," he answered. "Tine nust be all owed between pieces for the formto dissolve so
as not to conflict with the next one.”

I was so enchanted by the shimrering architecture that | was scarcely conscious of the nusic which
created it. | recalled that Scriabin had tried conbining |ight and nusic and wondered if that
inspiration had conme from Sumrerl| and.

I, also, thought how Ann would |ove this sight.
The beauty of the color rem nded nme of a sunset she and | had wat ched together at Sequoi a.

This was not the trip we nade when lan was a baby. This was sixteen years later, our first canping
trip without the children

We took a walk our first afternoon in the Dorst Creek canpground; a two-nile hike to Miir Grove.
The trail was narrow and | wal ked behi nd her, thinking nore than once, how cute she was with her
jeans and white sneakers, her red and white jacket tied around her waist, scuffing the dust as she
moved, | ooking around with childlike curiosity, stunbling often because she didn't watch the path.
Nearing fifty, Robert, and she seened younger to ne than ever

I remenmber sitting, cross-legged, in the grove with her, side by side, our eyes closed, palns
upturned, closely ringed by five i mense Sequoia trees, the only sound a faint but steady rushing
of wind far above us. A thought occurred to me; the first line of a poem Wnd in the high trees
is the voice of God

Ann | oved that afternoon as | did. There was sonethi ng about nature—n particular the stillness of
a forest—to which she reacted well; the total silence seeping into one's very flesh. Qutside of
our hone, it was one of the few places she felt entirely free of anxieties.

Whien we wal ked back to the canpground, it was nearing sunset. W stopped at an enornous, sloping
rock face that overlooked a vista of giant stands of redwood trees.

We sat there watching the sunset, talking quietly. First about the | andscape and what it nust have
been Iike before the first man saw it. Then about how nan has taken this magnificence and
met hodi cal |y denolished it.

Gradual |y, we tal ked about ourselves; our twenty-six years together

"Twenty-six," Ann said as though she couldn't quite believe it. "Were did they go, Chris?"
I smled and put nmy armaround her. "They were well spent."

Ann nodded. "We've had our tines though."

"Who hasn't?" | answered. "It's better now than ever, that's all that matters."
"Yes." She | eaned against ne. "Twenty-six years," she said. "It doesn't seem possible."
"Il tell you what it seens like," | told her. "It seems |like |last week that | spoke to a cute

little X-ray technician trainee on the beach in Santa Mnica and asked her what tinme it was and
she pointed at a clock."
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She | aughed. "I wasn't very friendly, was |?"

"Ch, | persevered," | said, squeezing her. "You know, it's odd. It really does seemlike |ast
week. Does Louise actually have two children of her own? Is 'baby' lan on the verge of college?
Have we really lived in all those houses, done all those things?"

"W really have, Chief," Ann said. She grunted, anused. "How many open houses have we gone to at
the children's schools, | wonder? Al those desks we sat at, hearing what our kids were being
taught . "

"Or what they were doing wong."
She sniled. "That too."
"Al'l those cookies and coffee in Styrofoamcups,” | recall ed.

"Al'l those horrible fruit punches."

I laughed. "Well..." | stroked her back. "I think we did a reasonable job of raising them"
"l hope so," she said. "I hope | haven't hurt them"

"Hurt then?"

"Wth ny anxieties, my insecurities. | tried to keep it all fromthem"

"They're in good shape, Mther," | told her. | rubbed her back slowy, |ooking at her. "So,

m ght add, are you."

She | ooked at me with a tiny smle. "W've never had the canper to ourselves before."

"I hope it doesn't rock too much at night," | said. "W'll be the scandal of the canpground.”
She made an amused sound. "I hope not too."

| sighed and ki ssed her tenple. The sun kept going down, the sky bright red and orange. "I |ove
you, Ann." | told her

"And | |ove you."

W sat in silence for a while before | asked, "Well, what next?"
"You nean right now?"

"No; in years to cone."

"Ch, we'll do things," she told ne.

Sitting there, we planned the things we'd do. Lovely plans, Robert. We'd cone to Sequoia in the
autunm to see the changing colors. W'd canp OB the river at Lodgepole in the spring, before the
crowds began arriving. We'd backpack into the high country, maybe even try cross-country skiing in
the winter if our backs held out We'd ride a raft down a rushing river; rent a houseboat and sai

it through the back rivers of New England. We'd travel to the places in the world we'd never seen
There was no end to the things we could do now that the children were grown and we coul d spend
nore tine together.

I woke up suddenly. Ann was crying out ny nane. Confused, | |ooked around in the darkness, trying
to renenber where | was.

I heard her cry my nane again, and suddenly, renenbered. | was in the canper, in Sequoia. It was
the middle of the night and she had taken G nger outside. |I'd woken when she left, then fallen
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back asl eep agai n.

I was out of the camper in seconds. "Ann?!" | shouted. | ran to the front of the truck and | ooked
toward the neadow. There was a flashlight beam

| began to smile as | started toward it. This had al ready happened, | knew. She'd wal ked into the
meadow wi th G nger and suddenly her flashlight beam had startled a feeding bear. She'd screaned ny
nane in fright and I'd gone running to her, held her in ny arns and conforted her

But, as | noved toward the flashlight beam it changed. | felt nyself go cold as | heard the
growing of a bear, then Gnger snarling. "Chris!" Ann shrieked.

I rushed across the uneven ground. This isn't really happening, | renenber thinking. It didn't go
this way at all.

Abruptly, | was on them gasping -at the sight: Gnger fighting with the bear, Ann sprawl ed on the
ground, the flashlight fallen. | snatched it up and pointed it at her, crying out in shock. There
was bl ood on her face, skin hanging | oose.

Now t he bear hit G nger on the head and, with a yelp of pain, she fell to the ground. The bear

turned toward Ann and | jumped in front of it, bellowing to chase it away. It kept com ng and

hit it on the head with the flashlight, breaking it. | felt a bludgeoning pain on ny |eft shoul der
and was knocked to the ground. | twi sted around. The bear was on Ann again, snarling ferociously.
"Ann!" | tried to stand but couldn't; nmy left Ieg wouldn't hold ny weight and | crunpled back to
the ground. Ann screaned as the bear began to maul her. "Ch, ny CGod," | sobbed. As | craw ed
toward her, my right hand touched a rock and | picked it up. | lunged at the bear and grabbed its
fur, began to smash at its head with the rock. I felt blood running warmy on ny hands; Ann's

bl ood, mine. | howed in rage and horror as | pounded on the bear's head with the rock. This

couldn't be! It had never happened!
"Chris?"
| started violently, refocusing my eyes.

Al bert was standing next to me; the nmusic still played. | |ooked up at his face. H s tight
expressi on harrowed nme. "Wat's wong?" | asked. | stood up quickly.

He | ooked at ne with an expression of such anguish that it seened as though nmy heart stopped
beating. "What is it?" | asked.

"Ann has passed on."

First, a jolt; as though I'd been struck. Then a feeling of excitement m xed with sorrow. Sorrow
for the children, excitenent for nyself. W'd be together again!

No. The look on Albert's face did not encourage such a feeling and a sense of cold, aching dread
engul fed ne. "Please, what is it?" | begged.

He put his hand on my shoulder. "Chris, she killed herself,"
you. "

he said. "She's cut herself away from

It was the return of nightnare
One harrowi ng possibility

| FELT NUMB as | sat on the grass, listening to Albert. He'd led ne fromthe anphitheatre; we were
seated in a quiet glade.

| say that | was listening but | really wasn't. Wrds and phrases reached ny consci ousness
disjointedly as thoughts of my own opposed the continuity of what he said, Troubled recollections
mostly; of the tines 1'd heard Ann say "If you died, I'd die too." "If you went first, | don't
think I could make it."
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I knew, then, why I'd felt that sense of constant dread despite the fascinations of my first
exposure to Summrerland. Sonmewhere, deep inside, an apprehension had been nounting; an inner
know edge of sonething terrible about to happen to her

I knew why 1'd had those nightmarish visions of her begging ne to save her. Again, in nenory,

saw her |l ook of terror as she slid across the cliff edge, sank beneath the churning waters of the
pool, fell in bloody shock before the bear's attack. The cliff and pool and bear had all been
synmbol s of ny fear for her, not dreams but prenmonitions. She'd been pleading for nmy hel p, asking
me to stop her from doing what she'd felt herself about to do.

Al bert's voice reached ny attention. "Because of her childhood traumas, the children grown, your

death— | stared at him Had he said sonething about sleeping pills? H's thought broke off and he
nodded.
"God.'' | put ny face in ny hands and tried to weep. But | could sunmon nothing; | was enpty.

"The death of someone with whom a person has been |l ong and cl osely associated |leaves a litera
vacuumin that person's life," Al bert said. "The streans of psychic energy directed toward that
| ost soneone now have no object."”

Wiy was he telling ne these things? | wondered.

"That sitting nmay have played a part as well,’
bal ance. "

he said. "They, sonetines, distort the nental

I 1 ooked up at him not w th understanding.

"Despite what your wife said," he continued, "I think she hoped there was an afterlife. | think
she placed considerable reliance on that sitting. Wien it turned out to be, fromher standpoint, a

del usion, she—= H's voice trailed off.
"You said you' d keep an eye on her," | rem nded him
"W did," he said. "There was no way of knowi ng what she planned to do though."

"Why was | told that she was schedul ed to cone across at the age of seventy-two?"

"Because she was," he said. "In spite of what was schedul ed though, she possessed the will to
circunvent that scheduling. That's the problem don't you see? There's a natural time fixed for
each of our deaths but—'

"Then why am/ here?" | asked. "Was that accident the natural tine for ny death?"

"Presumably so," he answered. "Maybe not. At any rate, you weren't responsible for that death. Ann
was responsible for hers. And to kill one's self is to violate the | aw because it deprives that
sel f of working out the needs of its life."

He | ooked upset now, shaking his head. "If only people would realize," he said. "They think of
suicide as a quick route to oblivion, an escape. Far fromit, Chris. It nerely alters a person
fromone formto another. Nothing can destroy the spirit. Suicide only precipitates a darker
continuation of the sane conditions from which escape was sought. A continuation under

ci rcunmstances so nuch nore painful =

"Where is she, Al bert?" | interrupted.

"l have no idea," he said. "Wen she killed herself, she nerely discarded the denser part of her
body. What remmins is held magnetically by earth—but where on earth could be inpossible to

di scover. The corridor between the physical and astral worlds is, to all intents and purposes,
endl ess. "

"How long will she be there?"

He hesit at ed.
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"Al bert?"

H s sigh was heavy. "Until her natural departure time arrives."

"You nean—=2" | stared at himin disbelieving shock. | couldn't restrain ny gasp. "Twenty-four
years?"
He didn't answer. He didn't have to; | knew the answer nyself by then. Nearly a quarter of a

century in the "lower realnf—that place | hadn't dared to even think about before because it had
evoked such apprehensions in ne.

A sudden hope. | clutched at it. "Whn't her etheric body die as mne did?"

"Not for twenty-four years," he said. "It will survive as long as she's held in the etheric
world."

"It isn't fair" | said. "To puni sh sonmeone who was out of her mind."

"Chris, it isn't punishment” he said. "It's law "

"But she had to be out of her mind with grief,"” | persisted.

He shook his head. "If she had been, she wouldn't be where she is," he answered. "It's as sinple

as that. No one put her there. That she's there is proof that she nade a willful decision."
"I can't believe it," | said. | stood and wal ked away from hi m

Al bert rose and followed ne. Wien | stopped to | ean against a tree, he stood beside ne. "It can't
be all that awful where she is," he tried to reassure ne. "She always tried to |ive an honorabl e
life, was a good wife and not her, a decent human being. Her plight certainly isn't that of those
who have lived basely. It's just that she's lost her faith and has to stay where she is until her
time cones."

"No,"' | said, deterninedly.
He didn't reply. | sensed his confusion and | ooked at him
He knew, then, what | had in mnd and, for the first tine since we'd cone together, | saw a | ook

of disquiet on his face. "Chris, you can't," he told ne.
n \My?ll

"Well... inthe first place, | don't believe it can be done," he said. "l've never seen it done,
never heard of anyone even attenpting it."

A cold dread seized ne. "Never?"

"Not at this level," he answered.
I gazed at him hel pl essly. Then resistance came again, restoring ny determ nation. "Then |I'l| be
the first," | said.

"Chris— He regarded me with deep concern. "Don't you understand? She's there for a purpose. If
you hel p, you distort that purpose, you—

"I have to, Albert," | said, desperately. "Don't you understand? | can't just |eave her there for
twenty-four years. | have to help her."

"Chris—

"I have to help her," | repeated. | braced nyself. "WI| soneone try to stop ne?"

He avoi ded the question. "Chris, even if you found her, which is probably inpossible, she'd | ook
at your face and not recognize you. Hear your voice and not remenber it at all. Your presence
woul d be i nconprehensible to her. Not only would she not accept your offers of help, she wouldn't
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even listen to you."
| asked again. "WII| soneone try to stop nme?"
"That's not the point, Chris," he said. "You have no conception of the dangers in—=

"lI-don't-care!" | said. "I want to help her!"

"Chris, there's nothing you can do."'

| struggled to control nyself. "Albert, isn't there the renmptest possibility that nmy talking to
her m ght nmake a difference? That she might, in some infinitesimal way, achieve some kind of
under st andi ng whi ch m ght help to nmake her state a little nore endurabl e?"

He | ooked at ne in silence for what seened an endless tinme before replying. "I wish | could say
yes," he said, "but | can't."

I felt nyself slunmp. WIlIfully, | stood erect again. "Wll, | have to try," | told him "I wll
try, Albert. | don't care how dangerous it is."

"Chris, please don't speak so thoughtlessly about those dangers," he said. Another first. I'd
never heard the faintest tinge of criticismin his voice before. 1'd heard it now.

We stood in silence, |ooking at each other. Finally, | spoke. "WII you help me find her, Al bert?"

| asked. He began to speak but |I cut himoff. "WII you help nme, Albert? Please?"

Silence again. At last, he replied. "I'Il try," he said. "I don't believe it's possible but— He
raised a hand to keep ne fromspeaking. "I'll try, Chris," he said.

Time with its nultiple torments had returned to ny existence.

I was waiting outside a building in the city, pacing anxiously. Al bert was inside, trying to
arrange a mental link with Ann. He'd warned me nore than once that | would probably be

di sappoi nted. He'd never seen a link successfully made to anyone in the lower realm Certain
peopl e could travel there, Al bert anmong them They could not |ocate specific individuals in
advance, however, since all those in the | ower real mwere barred from communi cati on by their own
particular insularity.

Only if they asked for hel p—

I had to slunmp down on a bench as weari ness—a sense of inner weight—+feturned to nme as well. |
closed nmy eyes and prayed that Al bert would | ocate her sonehow.

My Ann.

As | thought her nane, a vision filled ny consciousness: night time; she and | sitting in bed
together, my arm around her shoul ders as we watched tel evision

She'd fallen asl eep again. She always seened to fall asleep when | held her with her head resting
on ny chest. | never woke her and did not this tinme. As always, | sat notionless, the tel evision
set forgotten as | gazed at her face. As always, tears welled slowy in ny eyes. No matter the
threading of gray in her hair, the lines of tinme on her face. She always had that trusting child's
expression in her sleep

At | east when | was hol di ng her

She was cl utching nmy hand as she often did, her fingers tw tching now and then. My hand ached from
her grip but | didn't stir. Better that my hand ached than | woke her. So | sat inmobile, gazing
at her face as she slept, thinking how much | |oved this dear, sweet child-woman pressed agai nst
ne.
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"Chris?"

| started, opening nmy eyes. Al bert stood before ne. Rising hastily, | |ooked at him
He shook his head.

At first, | refused to believe. "There has to be a way," | insisted.

"She's cut off,"” he said. "Not asking for hel p because she doesn't believe that such a thing
exists."

" But —

"They couldn't find her, Chris," he said. "They tried every possible way. I'msorry."
Wal king to a nearby brook, | sat on its bank and stared into the crystal, noving water.
Al bert sat beside nme, patting my back. "I'mtruly sorry," he said.

"Thank you for trying," | rmurnmured.

"l did discover one thing," he told ne.
I 1 ooked at hi m quickly.

"You feel so strongly about each other because you' re soul mates."

I didn't know how to take that, how to react. |'d heard the phrase, of course, but only in the
nmost banal of ways, within the context of trivial ballads and poetry.

"What it neans, literally," Al bert said, "is that you both possess the sane wave | ength, your
auras a vibratory unison."

Reaction failed ne still. Wat good was knowing this if it didn't help Ann?

"That's why you fell in love with her so quickly when you net her on the beach that day," Al bert
had continued. "Your soul was celebrating a reunion with her."

I could only stare at him Sonehow, the news did not surprise ne. |I'd never been superstitious in
life. Yet 1'd always insisted, to Ann, that we hadn't net by accident.

Still, of what value was it to know this?

"That's why you felt so strongly about being with her after your death,'' Albert said. "Wy you
never stopped—'

"Then it's why she felt so strongly,” | broke in. "She had to kill herself. To join me; achieve
that unison again."

"No." Al bert shook his head. "She didn't do it to join you. How coul d she have when she didn't
bel i eve that was possible?" He shook his head again. "No, she killed herself to ternmi nate her
exi stence, Chris. As she believes your existence was terninated."

"To term nate her pain, Al bert."

"Al'l right, her pain," he said. "It wasn't her decision to make though. Can't you see that?"
"I know she was suffering, that's all | know "

He sighed. "It is the law, Chris, take ny word for it. No one has the right—=

"What good is knowing all this if it can't help ne find her?" | interrupted, mserably.
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"Because," he said, "since you are soul mates, |'ve been authorized to continue hel ping you in
spite of ny reservations."

| gazed at him confused. "If she can't be found— | broke off haplessly, a sudden vision jarring
me: the two of

us, like Flying Dutchmen of the spirit, wandering eternally in search of Ann. Is that what he
meant ?

"There's one way left," he said. He put a hand on ny shoul der. "One harrow ng possibility."

Losi ng Ann forever

DEJA vu CAN be a ghastly term depending on the nonent one relives. And it was with a sense of
col d, devouring oppression that | noved through nmist toward the buil ding ahead. Rel ease nme from
this black, unending nightmare. | recalled that plea in ny mnd.

It was recurring now.

I have been here before, the further thought assailed nme. It didn't help that Al bert wal ked besi de
me this tinme. Despite his presence, | was isolated with ny private fears as | wal ked into the
chur ch.

As before, the pews were filled with people. As before, their forns were gray and facel ess. As
before, | drifted down the middle aisle, trying to understand why | was there. | didn't know what
church it was. | only knew that, this tine, | could not hear Ann's weepi ng because Ann was dead.

They were in the front row, sitting close together. The sight of them nmade me cry out in
despairing recognition. I could see their faces clearly, paled and drawmn by sorrow, tears in their
eyes and trickling down their cheeks.

Enoti on brought forgetful ness. Wthout thinking, | noved to themand tried to put nmy arns around
them Instantly, | knew they were oblivious to ne, staring toward the front of the church. The
agony I'd felt at nmy own funeral returned, doubled now because | knew the funeral was Ann's.

I | ooked around suddenly, a thought occurring to ne. |I'd been an observer at nmy own funeral. Was
it conceivabl e—=2

"No, Chris," Albert said. "She isn't here."

I avoided the sight of ny children, unable to bear the expressions on their faces, the know edge
that they were al one now.

"Thi s worman was bel oved in many ways," | heard a voice intone.

I looked toward the altar and saw the vague form of the minister delivering his eul ogy. Wo was
he? | wondered. | didn't know him He didn't know Ann. How coul d he speak of her as though he did?
"As wife and nother, friend and conpanion. Loved by her |ate husband, Christopher, and by her
children, Louise and Marie, Richard and lan."

I turned away fromhimin distress. Wat right did he have to say—=?
The t hought evaporated as | saw what Al bert was doing.

He was standing in front of Richard, his right hand on Richard' s head as though he were bestow ng
a wordl ess benediction on my son.

"What are you doi ng?" | asked.

He raised his left hand, saying nothing, and | knew he wanted silence. | stared at him In severa
moments, he left Richard and noved in front of Marie, placing his hand on her head in the same
way. For a nonent, the sight of her staring directly at his solid (to nme) body w thout seeing it
struck me as bizarre. | wondered, once nore, what Al bert was doi ng.
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Then | turned away again, too agonized to face the sight of Marie.

How had | failed to notice it before? A sense of sick despair enveloped ne as | wal ked to the
casket. Thank God it was closed, | thought. At least the children were spared that

Anot her thought came suddenly. | renmenbered Albert telling me, at my funeral, that | could | ook
inside the casket if | tried. Was that, also, true now? The despair grew deeper. No, | thought.
didn't want to see her that way. Her real self was elsewhere. Wy | ook at the shell?

| forced nyself to turn fromthe casket. Cosing ny eyes, | began, instead, to pray for Ann. Help
her to find peace, please help her to be conforted.

I found ny gaze returning to the children. Once nore, the pain of seeing them becane intense.
Pl ease be done, | thought to Albert. | couldn't bear this any longer. Staring at the stricken
faces of my children, helpless to confort them unable to reach themin any way.

Al bert had his hand on lan's head. Suddenly, he turned, a quick smle on his lips. "Be thankful
for your lan," he said.

"I'"'mthankful for themall,"” | answered, not understandi ng.
"OfF course," he said. "The thing is, though, that lan's prayer may help us find your wife."

We were wal king toward the border of Summerland now. We coul d have travel ed there by thought
but —Al bert had told ne—the stress of |eaving so abruptly night have caused ne disconfort.

"Understand now," he repeated, "lan's prayer isn't a direct channel to Ann. It only starts us on
the path. Finding her will still be difficult."
"But not inpossible," | said.

He nodded. "Not i npossible."
lan's prayer again, | thought, remenbering how he'd hel ped me once before.

"I't's as though he knows," Al bert said. "Not consciously, perhaps, but sonewhere deep inside
hinself. It's what | was hoping for. Wen there were no prayers fromany of your other

chil dren—ot because they love their nother any | ess but because they believe that prayers are
hypocritical —1 thought our cause was |lost—and it woul d have been whatever your determ nation. But
then | was in contact with your younger son's nmind and hope was revived."

"How long will it take to find her?" | asked.

"You rmust understand," he said. "W may never find her. We're only in possession of a genera
bearing, not a step-by-step route."”

I resisted panic and nodded. "I understand," | said. "Let's hurry though."

Al bert stopped. W were wal king by a large, attractive |ooking park with—the sight was anomal ous—a
tall, iron fence around it. "Chris, conme in here with ne," Al bert said. "I have sonething to say
bef ore we continue. "

I wanted to go on as fast as possible, not stop and listen. But the urgency in his voice permtted
no other course so | wal ked beside himthrough a gateway to the park, past an ornanental pond.
noticed that it had no fish in it and that the soil around its bank | ooked somewhat drab

I noticed, too, at that point, that the shrubbery and plants were limted and, while certainly not
ugly, were, in no degree, as verdant as the other growth |I'd seen in Summerland. The grass, too,
had what | ooked |i ke bare spots.

Across the park, | saw sonme people anbling slowy, others seated on benches. None wore robes but,
i nstead, were dressed in fashionable earth clothes. They didn't | ook very pleasant, their
expressions those of false dignity. Those on the benches sat stiffly, faces set. Everyone | | ooked
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at had an air of postured nonchal ance. None were speaki ng.

I was about to ask about them when we reached a bench whi ch—eddly, | thought—-+4ooked sonewhat in
need of paint. Albert gestured toward it and asked ne to sit.

I did so and he took his place beside ne. "I'mwal king you to the edge of Summerland for two
reasons,"” he began. "The first, as I've told you, is to let your systemgradually adjust to rather
unpl easant alterations in environnent. The other is to get you used to wal king again as a neans of
| oconotion. Once we depart from Summerl and, we'll be subject to the grosser atnpbsphere of where
we' |l be and unable to travel by thought."

| looked at himcuriously. IS that what he'd stopped to tell me?

"Most of all," he continued, answering ny question instantly, "I want to enphasi ze the profound
danger you will be in when we're traveling through the lower realm You found our visit to your

wi fe's funeral disturbing. It was nothing conpared to what you'll soon be experiencing. Wile we
were at the funeral, we maintained a distance fromthe influences of that level. In the | ower
realm we will have to actually take on those influences in order to function. | can protect you
to a certain degree but you nust be prepared for the onset that will strike you—every dark enotion

that you left behind on entering Sumrerl and.

"You nust, also, be prepared to see sone terrible sights. As |'ve said, the way to Ann i s not
distinct. It may take us through sone ghastly places. | want you to understand this now. |If you
feel you can't face them—= "I don't care what | have to face," | said. He regarded ne in silence,
obviously wondering if | had the renptest concept of what he was telling ne.

"Very well," he finally said, "assumi ng that you have the strength to resist what you'll have to
face, I warn you, with the greatest enphasis, of the dangers which will threaten you if and when
we actually find Ann." | confess to startlenent at that.

"The search for her will involve many frightening dangers," he said, "but these are externa
dangers. If we find Ann and you try to help her, you'll be subject to internal threat. Returning
to a level of primtive devel opment, you'll be strongly influenced by it. Lowering your vibration
to that of earth's, you will no longer be able to think clearly but will be subject to the same
confusion of thought with which your wife lives constantly. In this weakened state, you will not

only risk losing your effort on her behal f, you could very easily be so affected that you' d become
as much a prisoner of that |level as she is." He put his hand on ny shoul der and gripped it
tightly.

"You woul d, then, |ose everything you' ve gained," he said, "not only |osing Ann but yourself as
wel | .

A current of uneasi ness washed over nme and | coul dn't respond.

"You can return to where you were," Albert said. "Frankly, 1'd be nuch relieved if you did. That
way, you'd only have to wait for her for twenty-four years which would quickly pass for you

"By going on, you may |ose her for a much |longer tine."

I closed ny eyes, feeling chilled and weak. | nmustn't |eave her there, | thought. | have to help
her. Still, | was afraid—and not unrealistically according to what Al bert had told ne. Wat if I
wasn't strong enough? Wasn't it better to wait those twenty-four years, knowi ng, for certain, that
we' d be together again? Wasn't that infinitely preferable to trying to help her now and possibly
running the risk of losing Ann forever?

Inside the | ower realm

" GENTLEMEN?"
AT THE sound of the man's voice, | opened ny eyes. He stood before the bench, addressing us. "I'm
afraid you'll have to leave," he said. "This is a private park."

| stared at him A private park in Sumrerland? | began to speak but Al bert cut nme off. "Of
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course," he said. "W didn't realize."

"That's quite all right,’
care. "If you'll leave inmrediately,

the man replied. He was m ddl e-aged, distinguished | ooking, dressed with
" he told us, "no nore need be said."

"Ri ght away," Al bert agreed, rising fromthe bench. | |ooked at him not understanding. It seened
unlike himto allow this man to exclude us froma park in Sumrerland without a word of reaction. |
stood and began to speak again but Al bert took my arm and whi spered, "Never mnd."

The nman observed us with polite renoteness as we started toward t he gateway.
"What is this?" | asked.

"It wouldn't help to challenge him" Al bert told nme. "He woul dn't understand. These people here
are in a strange condition. In life, they never did actual harmto anyone and are causing no harm
her e—hence the rel ative graci ousness of their surroundings.

"On the other hand, there is no way to pierce their shell of affectation. They live a linited
exi stence whi ch they, nonethel ess, believe to be conpletely appropriate to their class.

"They think they're in a "smart' |ocation, you see, a spot restricted to those of their social
standi ng. They have no conception of the fact that, in Summerland, there are no sets or cliques.
They are living a delusion of group superiority which words cannot affect.”

I shook ny head as we left the park. "Grotesque,"” | said
"I't's nothing conpared to what you face if we continue on."

We wal ked in silence for a while. Sonmehow, | sensed that we were not continuing toward the edge of
Sunmer | and but circling where we were, Albert giving me time to nake up ny nind.

At last, | did.
"Since the risk is mne, not Ann's," | said, "I want to continue. She can only be hel ped."

"Except," he rem nded ne, "in the sense that, if you becone inprisoned in the etheric world, your
reuni on could be del ayed— He stopped and | knew he'd been about to tell me how | ong our reunion
m ght be del ayed. A hundred years? A thousand? Fear took hold of nme again. Was | foolish to
attenpt this? Wasn't twenty-four years preferable to—=2

The decision canme at that: the thought of Ann alone in God only knew what dreadful place for
nearly a quarter of a century. | couldn't let that happen without trying to help.

| wouldn't.

"All right,"” A bert said, knowing ny decision as | nade it. "We'll go on then. And | admire your
devotion, Chris. You may not realize it yet but what you' re about to do is very courageous."

I didn't reply but, as we wal ked on, realized that, subtly, we had altered our direction and were,
once nore, noving toward the edge of Summerl and.

Ahead, | saw a snall church. Like the park, it was not unattractive yet |acked that perfection
whi ch marked everything |'d seen before in Sunmmerland. Its color was a dingy brown, its brickwork
chi pped and faded. As we drew closer to it, | began to hear a congregation singing. "Wary of
earth and laden with ny sins. | gaze at heaven and long to enter in."

I looked at Al bert, startled. "But they're here," | said.

"They don't knowit,"'
dreary sernons."

he replied. "So they spend their tine singing dreary hymms and listening to

| felt a sense of anxiety pervading ne again. If it could be like this in Sunmrerland itself, what
would it be like when we'd left this realmentirely?
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Al bert stopped.

We faced a stretch of flinty ground with patches of grass that | ooked dry and wasted.

"We'd better change our clothing now," he said. "War shoes."

| was about to ask himwhy, then knew he woul dn't have suggested it if it weren't a necessity. |
concentrated on the change. The fluttering sensation on the surface of ny skin seened sl ower here,
as though it labored. | |ooked down, seeing, with a start, that, once nore, | was wearing the
outfit 1'd had on the night of the accident.

I turned ny gaze to Albert. He was wearing a blue shirt and trousers, a beige jacket.

"The clothes | was wearing when they took me to the hospital," he said.

I felt nyself grimace as he spoke. "Is it going to be like this fromnow on?'' | asked. The air
felt liquid and granular in ny throat.

"We'll have to start adjusting to the changes in environnent,'
you' d have to be to exist here without disconfort."

he told ne. "Visualize yourself as

| tried and, gradually, began to have the inpression of feeling nyself thicken. The feeling was
subtle, but distinct. The texture of ny flesh took on a certain density and now the air was
breat habl e. How different in nmy lungs though, no longer crystal clear and invigorating. This air
was heavy. It supported ny existence, nothing nore.

I | ooked around the countryside as we wal ked on—f countryside is the word for what | saw. No
fruitful | andscape here; only barren ground, dying grass, stunted, virtually defoliated trees, no
sign of water. And no houses which canme as little surprise. Wi would, willingly, reside here? was
nmy thought.

"You'll see those who—willingly—+eside in places which are so appalling that, by comparison, this
is a place of beauty,"” Al bert said.

| tried not to shudder. "Are you trying to dissuade ne?" | asked.

"Prepare you," he said. "Even so, no matter what | say, you cannot possibly envision what you may
be forced to see."

Again, | was about to question him again decided not to do it. He knew, | didn't. | had better
not waste energy contesting anything he told me. | needed ny resources for whatever |ay ahead.

VWhat |ay i medi ately ahead was a desolate prairie-like expanse. As we wal ked across it, the turf
grew less and less resilient and | noted the beginning of jagged cracks in the ground. There were
no breezes now. The air lay still and weighted, getting cooler as we progressed. O was it
retrogressed?

"Am | imagining the light fading again?" | asked.

"No," he answered quietly. H's tone of voice seened, to ne, to be declining with the | ook of the
terrain, growing nmore wthdrawn as nonents passed. "Except it isn't fading to help you rest. It's
fadi ng because we're alnost to the | ower real mwhich is, also, called the darker realm™

There was a man ahead. He stood inpassive, watching our approach. | thought that he was soneone
who, for some unknowabl e reason, chose to live there

I was wong.

"This is where the |ower real mbegins,"” he told us. "It's no place for the curious."
"I"'mhere to hel p sonmeone,"” | said.

The man | ooked at Al bert who nodded and said, "That's right."
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"You aren't entering just to |look," the man said warningly.
"No," Albert told him "W're searching for this man's wife to try and help her."

The man nodded and put his hand on our shoulders. "Go with God then," he said. "And be alert at
all tines. Be aware."

Al bert nodded again and the man renoved his hands from our shoul ders.

The very second we crossed the border | was unconfortable, oppressed, filled with an al nost
overwhel ming desire to turn and flee back to that safer place. | had to will mnyself from
retreating.

"Tell me if you want to go back," Al bert said. Had he gotten ny thought or was it obvious what I'd
be thinking at that nonent?

"All right," | said.
"No matter when you feel it," he added.

I knew, then, that he couldn't reach nmy m nd anynore. "W have to speak al oud now, don't we?" |
sai d.

"Yes," he answered. It was disconcerting to see his |lips nove again. Sonehow, that sight did nore
to convince me we were in the lower realmthan anything |I felt or saw

VWhat did | see? Al npst nothing, Robert. We wal ked through a colorless vista, the dull sky bl ending
with the ground until it seemed as though we trudged across a gray continuum

"I's there no scenery here at all?" | asked.

"Not hi ng pernmanent," he said. "Watever you may see—a tree, a bush, a rock—will only be a thought
formcreated by sonme person on this level. The overall appearance represents the conposite nental
i mge of its inhabitants."

"This is their conposite nental image?" | asked. Soundless; huel ess; l|ifeless.
"It is," he said.
"And you work here?" | felt stunned that anyone who had the choice would elect to work in this

f or bi ddi ng pl ace.
"This is nothing," was all he said.

| was not nistaken in ny observation. Hs voice was less than it had been in Summerland. Cearly,
the inertness of this place affected even speech. What did / sound like, |I wondered?

"It's getting cold,” | noticed then

"Concei ve of warmth around you,"” Al bert said.

| tried, discovering that, gradually, the cold becane | ess harsh
"Is it better?" Al bert asked.

| said it was.

"Renmenber though," he told ne, "as we travel further, it will require nore and nore adaptive
concentration on your part to adjust to the effects of the environnent. A concentration which wll
grow harder and harder for you to command."

I 1 ooked around, a new uneasi ness beginning. "It's getting dark now, " | said.

"Concei ve of light around you," Al bert told ne.
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Conceive of light? | thought. | tried although |I couldn't understand how it could help.
It did however. Bit by bit, the shadows gathering about us started to lighten
"How does it work?" | asked.

"Light, here, is obtained exclusively by the action of thought on the atnosphere,” he told us.
"Let there be light is nore than just a phrase. Those who come to this realmin an unprogressed
state are quite literally "in the dark,' their mnds not advanced enough to produce the |ight
whi ch woul d enable themto see.”

"I's that why they can't go higher?" | asked, thinking uneasily of Ann. "Because they actually
can't see to find their way?"

"That can be part of it," he said. "However, even if they could see with their eyes, their systens
woul d be unable to survive in a higher realm The ah", for instance, would be so rarefied to them
that breathing would be painful if not inpossible."

| |1 ooked around the bl eak, unending countryside. "This could be called Wnterland," | said, the
si ght depressing ne.

"I't could,"” he agreed. "Except that nenories of winter on earth are, often, pleasant ones. Nothing
here is pleasant.",.

"Does your work here ... succeed?" | asked.

He sighed and, glancing at himin the nocturnal light, | saw that his expression was one of

mel ancholy; a look |I'd never seen on his face before. "You know, from personal experience, how
difficult it is to nake people on earth believe in afterlife,” he said. "It is far nmore difficult

here. The reception |'ve usually gotten is that of a naive church worker in the nost vile of
ghettos, ny words greeted with scornful |aughter, coarse jokes, verbal abuse of every kind. It
isn't hard to understand why so many dwellers in this real mhave been here for ages."

I looked at himw th such dismay that he | ooked surprised, then, realizing what he'd said,
suddenly repentant. Even he had | ost perception here.

"I"'msorry, Chris," he said. "I didn't nmean that Ann would be here that long. |'ve told you how
I ong."

He sighed again. "You see what | meant about the atnosphere of this place affecting one's

thi nking. Despite what | believe, I've already let it work on nmy convictions. The larger truth, of
course, is that every soul will eventually rise. |1've never heard of any spirit being permanently
abandoned no matter how evil. And your Ann is far fromevil. Al | intended to say is that there

are msgui ded soul s who have been in this realmfor what ambunts—to themat any rate—to an
eternity."

He said no nore and | did not pursue it. | didn't want to think of Ann being held here
endl essl y—or of nyself a prisoner inside the |ower realm

Entry to dark thoughts
THERE WAS AN odor in the air; a snmell which | can only describe as one of corruption

Ahead | ay what appeared to be a sprawing collection of hovels. 1'd say a village but there seened
no arrangenent to the shacks and huts. "What is this place?" | asked.

"A gathering place for those of simlar nature," Al bert said.
"She isn't— | began to ask, then couldn't finish, the idea too dismying to voice.
"I don't think so," Al bert answered.

I was going to say thank God when it occurred to ne that where Ann was ni ght be worse than this. |
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tried to resist the thought but was unable to dislodge it. | knew it was unjust to her but
couldn't help it, the baleful influence of the real mwas affecting nmy m nd.

There was no sound ahead as we approached the haphazard junble of shanties. Al | could hear was
the scuffing of our shoes on the gray, flinty soil

Of to our right, I saw sonme people noving aimessly, others standing notionless, all dressed in
shabby cl othes. Who were they? | wondered. What had they done—er failed to do—that they should be
t here?

We wal ked within a few yards of a group of them several nmen and wonmen. Even though Al bert had
said he didn't think that Ann was there, | found nyself |ooking closely at the women. None of the
peopl e gl anced at us as we passed.

"Can't they see us?" | asked.
"We're of no interest to them" Al bert said. "They're absorbed by their own concerns."

| saw sone people sitting on boulders and it gave ne an odd sensation to realize that those

boul ders were created by their mnds. They sat, heads bowed, hands hanging | oosely, staring at the
ground, imobile in their desolation. | know that, unless they were deaf, they heard us wal ki ng by
but none gave any sign of noticing our presence.

Again, | found nyself |ooking at the wonen. Don't, | thought abruptly. She isn't here. But Al bert
didn't say that, cane the sobering response. He said that he didn't know. Was it possible?
t hought, | ooking closer still.

We were so near to several of the people nowthat | could nake out their features despite the
gl oom

The sight nmade nme catch ny breath.
"Get used to it," Al bert said, "you'll see worse."

Hi s tone seened al nbst unsynpathetic and | glanced at him wondering uneasily if the place was
changing him If he were unable to resist it, what hope was there for ne?

Shivering, | |ooked back at the people. Ann couldn't be here; she couldn't.

The features of the men and wonen were exaggerated, |ike those of acromegalics; not so nmuch the
faces of people as bloated caricatures of them

In spite of nmy resolve, | |looked intensely at the wonen. Was that Ann's nmal forned face?
I fought it off. No! She wasn't there!
"She isn't here, is she?" | pleaded nmonents later, not strong enough to retain conviction

"No," he murnured and | exhal ed | ong and hard.

We passed a young man lying on the ground, his clothing torn and stained by grinme. | thought, at
first, that he was | ooking at us, then realized, fromthe cast of his eyes, that his gaze was on
his thoughts, a stare of withdrawn despondency.

I swallowed as | | ooked at his |lost expression and the fetid air felt as though it were trickling
down ny throat |ike cold gl ue.

"Wy do they look like this?" | asked, pained by the sight.

"One's appearance retrogrades with one's mnd," Al bert answered. "The sane thing happens on earth,
people's faces altering, over a period of tinme, with their actions and thoughts. This is only a
| ogi cal —+f terrible—extension of that process.”
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"They all look so grim" | said.

"They are," he replied. "Gimin their preoccupation with thenselves."

"Were they—are they—all so bad?" | asked.

He hesitated before answering ny question. Finally, he said, "Try to understand, Chris, when I
tell you that this is nothing conpared to what |ies ahead. The people you see here may not be

guilty of sins which were, in any way, horrendous. Even a minor transgression takes on darker

aspects when one is surrounded by those who have committed sinilar transgressions. Each person
multiplies and anplifies the failures of the others. Msery | oves conpany, is what they say on
earth. It should be: Msery, in conpany, grows ever worse.

"There's no bal ance here, you see. Everything is negative and this reverse aninmation feeds upon
itself, creating nore and nore disorder. This is a level of extremes—and extrenmes of even a | esser
nature can create a painful habitat. You see their auras?'

I hadn't noticed in the paucity of light but, as he called themto ny attention, | did. A
consi sted of drab shades of gray and brown; dismal, rmuddy colors. "These people are all the sane
then," | said.

"Fundanental ly," Albert replied. "Wiich is one of the curses of this realm There can be no
rapport between the people because they're all alike in essence and can find no conpani onshi p,
only mrror inmges of their own shortconmngs."

Abruptly, Al bert turned to his right. | looked in that direction and saw t he
first—relativel y—+apid novenent |'d observed in this place—the |unbering hobble of a man behind a
hut .

"Mar k!" Al bert shout ed.
| looked at himin startlement. He knew t he man?

Al bert sighed unhappily as the man renai ned out of sight. "He always runs away from ne now, " he
sai d.

"You know hi n®"

"I'"ve been working with himfor a long, long tinme," he answered. "There've been tines when
thought 1'd al nost gotten through, convinced himthat he wasn't a prisoner here but had brought
hinself to such a plight." He shook his head. "He won't believe it though."

"Who i s he?" | asked.

"A businessman,"” he said. "A man who, in life, concerned hinself with nothing but the acquisition
of wealth. He spent alnobst no tine with his famly or friends. Days and nights, for seven days a
week, fifty-two weeks a year, he thought only of nonetary gain.

"And yet he feels betrayed. He thinks he should be rewarded for what he did. | worked dammed hard,
is his constant lament. No matter what | say, he tells nme that. As though his total absorption in
profit was its own justification. As though he had no responsibility to anyone or anything el se.
An occasi onal donation to sone charitable cause convinced himof his generosity.

"Remenber Marley with his chains?" Al bert asked. "The sinmile is apt. Mark is encunbered with
chains too. He just can't see them"™

I looked to nmy left and stopped in sudden alarmas | saw a worman who | ooked so rmuch |ike Ann that
I was sure it was her and started toward her.

Al bert held ne back. "It isn't Ann," he said.
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"But— | struggled in his grip.

"Don't let your anxiety to find her make you see her where she isn't," he cautioned.

I looked at himin surprise, then started turning back toward the wonan. She did | ook |ike Ann, |
told nyself.

| stared at her. There was little actual resenmblance. | blinked and | ooked nore closely. | had
never suffered fromhallucinations in ny life. Was it to start now?

| kept staring at the woman. She was sitting, huddled, on the ground, covered fromhead to toe by
a network of thin, black threads. She didn't nove but stared ahead with |ifeless eyes. | take that
back. Like the young nman, she was staring i nwardly, gazing at the darkness of her m nd.

"Can't she break those threads?" | asked.

"Wth the least of effort,"” Al bert answered. "The thing is, she doesn't believe she can and the
mnd is everything. I"'msure her life on earth must have been one of great, self-pitying
frustration. Here, that feeling is exaggerated to the point you see.”

"I thought she | ooked |ike Ann," | said, confused.
"Renmenber what that nman said," Al bert told ne. "Be alert at all tines."

I 1 ooked at the wonman as we wal ked of f. She didn't look at all like Ann. Still, she nade ne
wonder. WAs Ann in a simlar plight, inprisoned in some other place |ike this? The thought was
har r owi ng.

As we continued through the silent, formess village, past its nmute and wetched popul ation, |
began to feel so tired that it brought back nenories of the weariness 1'd felt just after death.
Lacking the strength to do otherwise, | found nyself beginning to hunch over as | wal ked, taking
on the posture of some of the nearby people.

Al bert took hold of nmy armand straightened nme. "Don't |et yourself be drawn in or we'll never
reach Ann," he said. "W're just starting out."

| forced nyself to walk erectly concentrating on resistance to the weariness. It hel ped
i medi at el y.

"Be aware,"” Al bert repeated what the man had told us.
"I"'msorry," | said.

A wave of depression beset ne. Albert was right. W were just starting out. If | was vul nerable
al ready, how could |I hope to reach-=2

"You' re hunching over again," Albert warned.

Dear God, | thought. It has happened so quickly, the slightest thought affecting ne. | would
resist it though, I vowed. | wouldn't let myself succunb to the dark bl andi shnents of this realm

"A powerful place," | nurnured.

"If you let it be," A bert replied.

Speech, | thought. Silence was the eneny; negative reflection. "What are those threads around that
woman?" | asked.
"The mind is like a spinning wheel,"” Albert told me. "In life, it constantly weaves a web which,

on the day of our passing, surrounds us for better or worse. In that wonman's case, the web becane
a snare of selfish concerns. She can't-—=

I didn't hear the rest of what he said because ny gaze was drawn to a group of people crouching
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and kneeling around sonething | couldn't see, their backs to us, their hands rapidly conveying
sonething to their nouths. Al of them | ooked bl oated.

Hearing the sounds they made—grunting, snarling, rending noi ses—+ asked what they were doing.
"Eating," Al bert said. "No, change that. d uttonizing."
"But if they have no bodi es—

"They can never be satisfied, of course," he said. "They do it all frommenory, only believing
that they eat They nmight, as easily, be drunkards swlling nonexistent |iquor."

I diverted nmy eyes fromthe sight. Those people, Robert, were like creatures gorging on a kill. I
hate this place, | thought.

"Chris, wal k erect,"” Al bert said.

| al nost groaned. That instant of hatred had been strong enough to bend ne forward. Mre and nore,
I was beginning to appreciate the inport of that nman's words: Be aware.

To our left now, | could see a tall, gray structure which resenbled a rotting warehouse. Its
massi ve doors were open and, seeing hundreds of people noving about inside, | started in that
direction. Maybe Ann—

I was forced to stop as vibrations fromthe structure hit me so hard that | gasped as though
physical ly struck

| stared at the figures noving in the cavernous gloom their clothes hanging | ocosely on their

bodi es, their features distended and pal e. Each person wal ked with bowed head, taking no notice of
anyone around, pushing others aside without a vestige of reaction if they happened to collide. |
don't know how | knew it but their thoughts were open to ne, nassed on one dark thene: W're here
forever and there is no hope for us.

"That isn't true," | said. For Ann's sake, | couldn't let nyself believe that.

"It's true as long as they believe it," Al bert said.

I turned ny head to shut away the sight. This nmust be hell, | thought; Iimtless and grim a place
of —

“"Chris!"

"Ch, God," | murmured, frightened. | was hunched again, ny novenents slow ng, aging. Wuld | never

be able to resist the baleful influences of this realn? Was there no hope at all that |12

"Chris!" Albert stopped and forced ne upward. Holding nmy arns tightly, he gazed into ny eyes and
felt a flow of sonething coursing through ny body, restoring energy. "You' ve got to remain alert,"
he sai d.

"I"'msorry," | muttered. No, don't be sorry, be strong! | told nyself.

| tried to concentrate on resisting as we noved on through the nebul ous light, |eaving the dingy
sprawl of huts behind.

This place was not silent. As we neared it, sounds of anger and contention rose in volune; people
quarreling, their voices strident, savagely vindictive.

Soon | saw t hem

No one touched anot her person. Contact was entirely by words; vicious, cruel, assaulting words. A
mal i ci ous haze hovered just above the people, an internmingling of their nurky auras, ugly red
flashes of fury darting between them
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Al bert had warned nme that we approached an area where violent spirits crowded together. This
section was the least of it, he told ne as we wal ked. The viol ence here was, at |east, confined to
ver bal abuse

"Is this a place you' ve gone to before?" | asked. | had to speak loudly to make nysel f heard.
"One of them™ he answered.

As we circuited the nobs of clashing people, | began to feel their icy thrusts of venom at us.
They didn't even know who we were yet they hated us conpletely.

"Can they harmus?" | asked, uneasily.

"Not if we refuse to accept their wath," Al bert told me. "They're far nore likely to do harmto
living people who aren't aware of their existence. Fortunately, their nass thought rarely focuses.
If, on occasion, it does, stronger nentalities above becone aware of it and di ssipate the output
so it cannot hurt the innocent on earth.

"Of course there are individuals on earth whose nature is receptive to these thoughts; who provide
an access to them These cannot be helped. That's the pitfall of free will. Any man or wonan
possesses the capacity to give entry to dark thoughts."

The fl oor of Hell

THE MORE VEE wal ked now, the nore repelled and nervous | becane. A kind of aching restl essness
filled nme. | felt cranped and stifled as though the atnosphere were closing in around ny body. The
air in nmy lungs tasted vile, unclean, as thick as mucil age.

"Adj ust your systemagain," Al bert said.

Once again—+'d done it five tines now, or had it been six?— visualized nyself as | would have to
be to function under these new conditions. Not function in confort, God knew, that concept had
long since left nmy system Survival was all that | could hope for now.

Once nore, | felt my body clotting. So much so, now, that | m ght have been alive on earth again,
my flesh congeal ed and wei ghted, ny bones coagul ated into hardness.

"Adj ust your nmind as well," Albert told ne. "This will be the worst you've seen."
| drew a deep breath, grimacing at the taste and odor of the fetid air. "Is this really hel pi ng?"
| asked.

"If there were any other way to find her, rest assured we'd take it," Al bert said.

"Are we any closer to her?"

"Yes," he said, "and no."

| turned to himin irritation. "Wuat does that nmean?" | denmanded.

Hi s urgent | ook rem nded nme to quell my anger. At first, | couldn't, then, realizing that | nust,
| strained to keep nyself controlled. "Are we any closer?" | asked.

"We're moving in the right direction,” he replied. "I just haven't been able to |ocate her yet."
He stopped and | ooked at me. "lI'msorry that | can't explain it any better," he said. "I can say

that, yes, it's hel ping. Please believe ne."
| nodded, returning his | ook
"Tell me if you want to go back," he said.

"Let ne | ook for her—
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"I want to find her, Al bert. Now. "
"Chris, you've got to—

| turned away fromhimin fury, then | ooked back as quickly. He was only warning me. My new
i npatience with himwas a sign that the environnent was affecting me again.

| started to apologize, then felt nyself begin to tense with anger once again. | alnost |ashed out
at him Then a beam of reason pierced the dark resentnent in ny nmind and | knew, once nore, that
he was only trying to help. Wwo was | to argue with a man who had cone to this awful place to help
ot hers? What in God's nane was the matter with me?

My sentinents reversed thenselves again. | was disconsolate once nore, stricken by ny inability
to—

"Chris, you're hunching again," Al bert said. "Concentrate on sonething positive."

A burst of alarm | willed ny clouding mind to think of Sunmerland. Al bert was ny friend. He was
taking me to find Ann, his only notivation, |ove.

"Better." Albert squeezed ny arm "Hold to that, whatever it is."

"Il try," | said. "I'msorry | slipped again."
"It isn't easy to renmenber here," he said. "And sinple to forget."

Even those words, neant as explanation, |ike a shadow nagnetism had a tendency to pull ne down.
Again, | thought of Summrerland, then of Ann and of my love for her. That was better.

| would concentrate on Ann.

The light was getting dimmer as we wal ked now. Even with ny concentration on an area of |ight
around me, the ninbus seenmed to shrink as though sone outside pressure forced it in. Al bert's
Iight was stronger but even his illunination soon becane no brighter than that of a dying candle
flane. It seened as though | felt a gathering thickness in the air. W m ght have been noving

al ong the bottom of a deep and nurky sea. There were no people anywhere in sight, no structures.
Al | saw ahead were rocks, a line of craggy boul ders.

Monents later, we had reached the crater edge.

Leaning forward, | | ooked down into the blackness of it, then pulled back sharply at a rush of
sonet hing from bel ow—sonething toxic and malignant. "Wat?" | nuttered.
"I'f there is any place |'ve been to that deserves the nanme of Hell, this is it," Al bert told ne.

It was the first time | had ever heard the sound of misgiving in his voice and it nade ray fear
i ncrease. The constant throughout all of this had been his strength. If this place frightened him

"W nust go down there though," he said. | wasn't sure if he was telling me or steeling hinself
for the ordeal

| drew in |aboring breath. "Al bert, she isn't down there," | said, | pleaded.

"I don't know," he answered. Hi s expression was grave. "I only know we have to go there if we want
to find her."

Shuddering, | closed my eyes and tried to renmenber Summerland. To ny dismay, | found nyself unable
to do it. |I strained to conjure up a vision of the |ake shore | had stood on, the exquisite
scenery—
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The t hought was gone. | opened ny eyes and stared out at the vast, dark crater

It was miles in circunference with precipitous walls. Al | could make out on its floor—t was
like trying to pick out details in a night-shrouded vall ey—aere huge masses of rock as though sone
cataclysmc | andslide had occurred in eons past. | thought | nade out openings but wasn't certain.
Were there tunnels in the rock? | shuddered again, trying not to let myself imagi ne what sort of
bei ngs m ght exist in those tunnels.

"W have to go this way?" | asked. | knew the answer in ny mnd but heard ny voice speak
nonet hel ess, nmy tone one of faltering dread.

"Chris, let's go back," he said. "Let nme | ook on nmy own."

"No."' | braced nyself. | loved Ann and would help her. Nothing in the depths of Hell would keep
me fromit.

Al bert looked at me and | returned his gaze. H s appearance had changed. He was as | renenbered
hi mon earth. Nothing of perfection could survive in this place and his features bore the cast |
recollected fromny youth. He'd always | ooked a little pale, a little ill. He | ooked that way
again—as | was sure | | ooked.

I could only pray that, underneath his pallor, the resolution of the man I'd met in Summerland was
still intact.

We were clinbing down an angling, rocky fissure. It was far too dimto see clearly but | could
feel sline on the surface of the rocks, a jellylike matter which exuded a snmell of decay. Once in
a while, sone small thing crawl ed across ny fingers, startling me. Wien | tw tched ny fingers,

what ever they were darted swiftly into cracks. Teeth clenched, | forced nyself to concentrate on
Ann. | love her and was here to help her. Nothing el se was stronger than that. Nothing.
As we descended gradually, the feeling of—how shall | describe it?—mteriality began to crowd the

air. It was as though we clinbed down through sone unseen, grunpus fluid. Adjustnents canme by
seconds now. W were part of the environnent, our very flesh adapting to it automatically.

The air—ould it be called that?—was totally repul sive—dense and sticky, foul of odor. | could
feel it ooze around ny body, crawling down into ny |lungs as we descended and descended.

"You've actually been here?" | asked. | was gasping for breath. We mght as well have been alive,
I thought, so conplete was the sense of bodily function

"Agai n and again," Al bert said.

"l couldn't do it."

"Someone has to help," he replied. "They can't help thensel ves."

They, | thought. A convul sive shudder wracked ny body. What did they |ook |ike, the denizens of
this forbidding pit? | hoped | didn't have to find out. | prayed that Al bert woul d—=ith a sudden
burst of discovery—-know exactly where Ann was and take ne there, away fromthis hideous place.
couldn't stand much—

No. | stopped nyself. | nustn't think that way. | could stand anything | had to in order to reach
Ann.

The | ower realm Not an adequate description for this region. Not bad enough by half. No light;
the bl ackness of unfathonabl e night No vegetation. Nothing but chilled stone. A foul, repugnant,
never ceasing odor. An atnosphere to make the strongest man feel sick and hel pl ess.

The bl ackness was enshrouding now. It took every bit of concentration | possessed to keep alive
the weakest glimer of illumnation. |I couldn't see ny hands any nore. Spel unking nust be just
like this, the thought occurred. The darkness pressed against ny flesh as well as we descended,
down and down. Would we be safer not to carry light at all? | wondered. So as not to be caught
sight of by—=2
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| gasped as, with the thought, abysmal bl ackness covered ne. "Albert!" | whispered.
"Conceive of light," he told ne quickly.

I clung to the cold rock wall and strained to do as he had said, ny brain |laboring to create an
i mge of illum nation.

In thought, | struck a match that would not ignite. Again and again, | raked its head across the
rocky surface but the best | could manage was the vision of a furtive, random spark in the
di st ance.

| tried to imagine a torch in nmy hand, a lantern, a flashlight, a candle. Nothing worked. The
darkness tightened its grip and | began to panic.

Abruptly, | felt Albert's hand clanp down across ny shoulder. "Light,'' he said.
Rel i ef washed over me as illum nation came back like a pale corona around ny head. | felt a gl ow
of reassurance: at the light but, even nore, at Albert's still intact ability to restore, in me,

the strength to bring it back

"Keep it strong in your mnd," he said. "There is no darkness in the universe to match that of the
| ower realm You do not want to be devoid of |ight here."

I reached out with my right hand to squeeze his armin gratitude. At the sanme nonment, sonething
col d and nany-| egged scurried across ny left hand and | alnost jerked it fromthe wall,
renenbering only at the last instant to keep nyself from doing so. | clutched back at the wall
with ny right hand and cl osed nmy eyes. After a few nmonents, | nurnured, "Thank you."

"All right,"” Al bert said.

As we continued down, | wondered what woul d have happened if 1'd fallen. | couldn't die. Still,
that was little confort. In Hell, death has to be the |least of threats.

The curdled air was getting colder now, clinging to nmy skin with a craw i ng danpness that felt
alive. Conceive of warnth, | told nyself. | struggled to envisage the air of Sumerland, to fee
its warnth on ny skin.

It helped a little. But the snell was getting worse now Wat did it remnd ne of? At first, |
couldn't recall, clinbing dowmward, ever downward; would we never reach the bottonf

Then it canme to nme. A summer afternoon. Marie returning froma ride on Kit. Just before she wi ped
Kit's lathered coat, | snmelled it. | pressed ny teeth together 'til they ached. The odor of Hel

is the odor of a sweating horse, | thought. Was this the place that Dante had confronted in his
awful visions? It came to ne, at that nonent—slowly, far too slowy, every thought an effort
now-that, just as | was able to repress the dark and cold, |I could, by logic, shut away the odor
as well. How? | wondered. My brain turned over like a foundering ship. Think, | ordered nysel f—and
managed to evoke a nenory of the fresh aroma in Summerland. Not a perfect nmenory by any neans but
enough to ease the snell, to make ny downward clinb nore bearable.

Thinking to tell himwhat |'d done, | |ooked around for Al bert and a sudden burst of terror struck
me as | failed to see him

| spoke his name al oud. No answer.
"Al bert?"
Silence. "Albert!"

"Here." His voice just reached me and, by peering hard, | presently was able to see the faint gl ow
of this presence noving toward nme. "Wat happened?" | asked.

"You lost attention,"” he told ne. "And, |ooking down, | did the sane."
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Breath shook inside me as | | ooked down. Al | saw was total and i measurabl e bl ackness. How coul d
he see anything there?

I caught ny breath then, listening. Fromthe dark pit, | could hear a collection of nearly

i naudi bl e sounds—screans and cries of agony, mad, raucous |aughter, bow ings of derangenent.

tried not to shudder but | didn't have the strength. How could I go down to that? | closed ny eyes
and pl eaded: CGod, please help ne to survive. Watever |ay below nme on ne floor of Hell

Hells within Hells

I WONDER, NOW if soneone with a psychic birthright—-soneone who, in supraconsciousness, had
traveled to this place—had naned the English sanitarium Bedl am

A noi sonme pestilence, the phrase occurred as we reached the bottomof the crater.
The air was rent by every horrible sound which man is capable of emtting.

Screans and how i ngs. Shouted curses. Laughter of every denented variety. Snarls and hisses.
Bestial grow ings. Uninagi nabl e groans of agony. Shrill utterances of pain. Savage roars and

| anent ati ons. Screeches, bellows, wails, clanorings and outcries. The jangled tunult of countless
soul s in throes of derangenent.

Al bert leaned in close and shouted in my ear. "Hold on to ne!"

I needed no encouragenent. Like a child terrorized by every known and unknown dread in his mnd, |
clung to his armas we started across the crater base, threading our way anong forns that spraw ed
in al nost every spot, sone noving fitfully, sone with spasmed jerks and hitches, some crawing
virtually like snakes, sone as notionless as corpses.

Al of themresenbl ed the dead.
VWhat | could make out, through the feeble |light we carried with us, cowed my soul

A cloud of vapor hung above the rock-strewn ground, threatening to suffocate us until, once
agai n—for what innunerable time—we adjusted our systens to survive it.

Bel ow the vapor were the figures. Clothes in filthy rags which showed great gaps of gray and
purple flesh. dowing eyes in |ifeless faces, staring at us.

And | heard a buzzing sound.

Peopl e sat on boul ders, heads together as though they were conspiring. People copulated on the
ground and on the rocks, screani ng and | aughi ng. People struck at each other, choked each other,
battered each other with rocks, tortured each other. Al with shouts and snarls and curses. A nass
of crawling, twi sting, wenching, jerking, lurching, clashing, convulsive creatures filled the
crater's basin.

And | heard this buzzing.

Now, as sight adjusted to the snoky gloom | saw bands of apelike figures roving close together,
talking to each other in guttural voices, noving—+ could only guess—+n search of sone prospective
evil, some brutal violence they m ght commt.

And the buzzing continued, an interm nable drone froma source | couldn't spot.

Now | saw that, interspersed throughout the area we crossed, were pools of dark and filthy-I|ooking
liquid; | hesitate to call it water. A |oathsone stench beyond that which | had ever been exposed
to rose fromthese pools. And | was horrified to see novenent in them as though unfortunates had
sl i pped beneath the surface and were unable to rise.

And the buzzing continued, growi ng |ouder and | ouder, a haze of constant sound above the cacophony
of human and i nhuman noi ses.

A sudden burst of vicious thoughts struck violently at ne!
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But | thought we couldn't pick up thoughts, the idea cane.

I felt crushed beneath the weight of the assailing visions and could only assune that such
thoughts were so rabid in their focus that tel epathy was not required to absorb their vibrations.
That such thoughts were actually tangible to the senses, nore a wave of physical shock than a
conflux of immterial ideas.

Feeling that wave as it seared and sickened ne, | |ooked around and saw a knot of people standing
about ten yards fromus, illuminated by a lurid, dirty-Iooking orange glow. Sone had sneering
grins on their faces, others expressions of savage hatred. It was a wave of their thoughts—

Suddenly, | cried out, stunned, the sound of it unheard beneath the lunatic din.
The buzzing | heard was that of flies.
M 1lions of them

Everyone was covered with shifting clunps of flies. Faces nmoved with them They were settled in
the corners of eyes and crawing blackly in and out of nouths.

A ghastly vision filled ny mnd. Kit with a barbed wire cut on her face, a solid pack of flies
collected on it like a lunp of living coal, those on the bottom gorging on her blood, their
bellies red and swollen with it. Even when I'd waved ny hand at them crying out in revul sion,
those flies hadn't stirred.

The sickened horror 1'd felt at that nmonment was nothing conpared to this. My fingers dug into
Albert's armand | closed ny eyes, trying to escape the sight.

That was wor se

The instant ny eyes were shut, a rush of other sights, began to flash across ny mnd. Wite-faced
ghoul s devouring rotted flesh. Ginning vanpires wallowing in gouts of dark blood fromthe throats
of screamng children. Figures of garbage and excrenent enbracing in hideous union. Men and wonen—

I opened ny eyes with a jerk. As ghastly as they were, the sights around us were preferable to the
ones |'d been conpelled to see with my eyes cl osed.

"Resist their thoughts!" Albert shouted. "Don't |et them weaken you!" | |ooked at himin wordl ess
dread. Had he known?

| tried to resist. Robert, how | tried. Attenpting to avoid the grisly sights and sounds those
peopl e constantly inflicted on me; the snells and tastes and feels of this place. Ann couldn't be
here, | told nyself.

I wouldn't allow nyself to believe it.

Abruptly, now, as though there were sone connection with ny thought of Ann, the nost el aborate of
despairs and angui shes began to fl ood nmy consci ousness.

I can only say that nothing in ny life had come even renptely close. Because the physical brainis
i ncapabl e of dealing with multiple thoughts at one tinme whereas the spirit mnd can take on mass
i npressions. Even a nind as | owered as m ne had becone.

These inmpressions were |ike sprays of acid burning at my mind. Uter hopel essness and dol or vied
for the very existence of ny consciousness. A nelancholia so vast it yawned beneath ne like a pit
wi thout a bottom Ann isn't here. The thought becane ny only defense. Not anong these.

| started, crying out in shock, as a man cane lurching up to us, wearing what appeared to be the
remmants of a toga, now bl ackened shards hanging fromhis body. His |inbs were so devoid of flesh
as to be skeletal. The hands he stretched out toward us were |like talons on a bird of prey, the
fingernails like black claws. H's face was scarcely recogni zable as such, distorted and nal f or ned.
Hs glittering eyes were snall and red, his open nouth repulsive, filled with teeth Iike yellow
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fangs.

Much of his face was decayed, gray bone showi ng through the rotted flesh. | cried out, horror-
stricken, as he clutched ny arm his touch causing an intense nausea to billow up inside ne.

"There!" he cried, pointing with one of his clawike hands.

Involuntarily, | |ooked where he was pointing and saw a man draggi ng a wonan toward one of the
darkly viscid pools. She was shrieking in mindless terror, the sound of it cutting through nme like
razor sl ashes.

I cried out again as | recogni zed her.
“Ann!*"
"Chris, no!" Albert warned.

Too late. | had, already, let go of his arm already eluded his desperate grab for me. "I'm
comng!" | shouted, lunging toward Ann.

Al'l Hell broke | oose.
I'"d never truly known the neaning of that phrase till then

In the instant | broke free of Albert, his protection vani shed and a mass of figures rushed at mne,
how i ng wi th denonic gl ee.

As they closed in rapidly, | knew, with a bolt of horror, that 1'd been tricked by the man. Had he
known that | was searching for ny wife? Was his mind that cunning?

Whatever it was, he'd only nmade nme think that it was Ann. Already, | knew it wasn't. The nonent
I'"d pulled away from Al bert, the woman's face had altered to the ghastly | ook of all the others.

Jarring to a halt, | tried, in vain, to turn, twisting around in a frenzied panic.

No use. 1'd barely begun to nove when they were on nme fromevery side, waves of shrieking figures
clutching at ne.

| staggered and | ost bal ance, tried to catch nmyself and started falling. Howl s of savage nirth
envel oped nme. | cried out, horrified, as I went toppling to the rocky ground, their bodies
crashing down on top of ne, hands clawing at ny face and body, tearing at ny clothes, ny flesh

Faces blurred across ny sight, some charred, sone fiery red, all disfigured by scars or burns or
ul cerous sores. Sonme had no faces at all but something made of hair and bone where features should
have been.

| screaned out Al bert's nane, then had the hideous sensation of a swarmof flies flooding into ny
open nouth, into ny ears and eyes. They seened aroused by ny hel plessness. | tried to spit them
out | slapped at ny eyes and ears with maddened hands.

Again, | tried to screamout Al bert's nane but the only sound | nmade now was a choking gurgle as a
surge of flies began to clog ny throat. | tried to wench nyself onto nmy stomach so | could vonmit
them up but the clanoring, screaning people wouldn't Iet me. They were hauling ne across the
ground on ny back, yanking at ny arns and | egs, kicking ne and screeching with insane delight at
nmy inmpotence. The light 1'd carried was virtually gone now. Al | saw were tw sted forns and
shadows hovering all around nme. Al | heard were cries of denmented joy as they dragged me over the
ground, shredding ny clothes and ripping my skin on razor-sharp rocks. That and the buzzi ng of
flies. Albert! | thought in pleading anguish. Help nme please! Total blackness now. The deafening
buzz of fly swarnms in ny ears, the sensation of their crawing, by the hundreds, in ny nouth and
throat, across ny staring eyeballs.

Abruptly, then, | felt nyself being plunged into icy liquid, shoved beneath its surface.

Instantly, it flooded down ny throat and pressed against ny face, an indescribable sensation—a
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conbi nation of every vile taste and snell conceivabl e.

| felt the clawi ke hands forcing ne down into the liquid, my horror increasing even nore—how was
that possi bl e?—as, bel ow the surface, other hands began to clutch at ne.

| tried to screambut only nmade a strangl ed, bubbling noise as hands kept pulling at ne, passing
me down from unseen grasp to unseen grasp, dragging ne deeper and. deeper into the noxious depths.

Bodi es started clinging to ne now, skeletal, with streaners of rotting flesh. My eyes were tightly
closed but | could see their faces nonetheless. The faces of the living dead regarding me with
gl eeful, burning eyes as |I went down and down and down.

Ann! | thought. My consciousness began to fade. |1've failed you
| sat up with a shocked cry. Albert held his hand on ny shoulder as | stared at him
At last, | |ooked around.

We were sitting on a barren plain, all gray, its sky the color of nuddy slate. A cold w nd npaned
across its stark, unending fl atness.

Yet, | tell you Robert that, conpared to where |'d been, that plain was paradise.
"How did you get nme?" | asked. That | was with him seened beyond nmy conprehension

"You were only in their grasp a few monents,"” he told ne.

"A few nonents?" | knew | was gaping. "But they knocked ne down and dragged nme to a pool and
pushed ne underneath the surface where—=

He shook his head, smiling grimy. "You were in ny sight the entire tine, no nore than severa
feet away. They touched you only with their mnds."

"God," | shivered uncontrollably. "That has to be Hell. It has to be."

"One of them™" he answered.

"One!" | stared at him appall ed.

“Chris," he told nme, "there are Hells within Hells within Hells."

Where Ann now st ayed

WE WALKED ACRCSS the wide, gray plain, sandals scuffing at the hard soil.

"There's no one place called Hell," Al bert was telling me. "What nen have called Hell is a vacuum
i n whi ch undevel oped souls find thensel ves after death. A level of existence which they cannot
ri se above because they are unable to think abstractly but can only dwell on tenporal matters."

"Wy did we have to go there then?" | asked. "Surely Ann—=

"I can only say, Chris, that the signals, if you will, led through there," Al bert said. "And,
thank God, out of there.”

"Are we still follow ng then?" | asked anxiously.

He nodded. "I believe we're getting cl ose now "

I looked in all directions, seeing nothing but the lifeless plain. "How can we be?" | asked.
"Be patient," he told ne. "Alittle while |longer."

We wal ked in silence for a while. Then, thinking of him | said, "That nman who tricked ne."
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"Atragic figure," Albert said. "He spent the greater part of his life inflicting physical and
mental torture on others. H's crines, turned back on him have kept himprisoner in that place for
centuries. The pity is that, in spite of the fact that the menory of each unspeakabl e act he ever
committed is printed indelibly on his nmind, he does not, to this noment, repent or regret his
actions in the least.”

"Way do you call himtragic?" | asked, remenbering the man's vicious, feral expression

"Because," Al bert answered, "in ancient Rone, he did not live the |life of a crimnal but that of
an Admi nistrator of Justice."”

I could only shake my head.

"OfF course the justice he adm nistered was nothing but a travesty," Al bert said. "And, now, he
suffers the pain of true justice—an eye for an eye."

He stopped abruptly, looking to our right. | turned ny gaze in that direction and saw, to ny
surprise, a range of low hills in the distance.

"She's over there," Al bert said.
I looked at himw th sudden joy.

Hi s expression did not encourage joy. "Don't feel happiness," he said. "It isn't cause for
celebration. Now the hardest part begins."

Strange that, after all | had experienced in the crater, | should feel a greater sense of
foreboding at the sight before me even though it should have been a reassuringly famliar one—the
hill which led to our hone.

I looked at Al bert in disturbed confusion. Wiy had we gone so far afield if she'd never |left honme?
"She's here?" | asked.

"Here?" he replied.
"In our home," | said. But, even as | spoke, | knew why he had turned my question back on ne.
This was not the hone I'd known even though, fromwhere | stood, it |ooked virtually identical

"What is it then?" | asked.

"You'll see if you go up there," he answered.

"If?" | | ooked at him astounded.

"I'"d rather you left," he said. "Yes, even here, where you're only steps away from her."
I shook ny head.

"Chris." He took ny armand held it firmy; how thick and—earthlike, |I suppose the word woul d
be—ny flesh now felt. "Wat happened to you in the crater only happened in your m nd—and only your
m nd suffered. What happens here could affect your soul."

I knew he spoke the truth. Still, | shook ny head again. "I have to see her, A bert,"” | told him

He smiled but it was no nore than a sad, accepting smle. "Renmenber then," he said, "resist, at

all tinmes, the despair you'll feel. Your astral body nust enshroud itself even nore so Ann can see
and hear you. In doing so, it nakes you vul nerable to everything to which she's vul nerable. You
under st and t hat ?"

"Yes," | nodded.
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"If you feel yourself being—how shall | put it?—drawn in," Albert said, "oppose it with all your
strength. 1'Il try to help you but—=

| broke in. "Help ne?"
"Do what | can to assist you while—

My expression nust have stopped him He |ooked at nme in alarm "Chris, no," he said. "You
mustn't."

"Yes." | | ooked up at the house, the roof of which was just visible on the hilltop. "I don't know
what's up there or what's going to happen. But | have to help her by nyself. | feel it," | said,
not letting himspeak

He gazed at nme in deep distress.
"I feel it," | repeated. "I can't explain it but I knowit's so."

He stared at ne in silence for a long while, obviously wondering whet her he should try to argue
with ne.

Finally, without a word, he stepped forward and enbraced ne slowy. He held ne for a | ong while,
then stepped back, hands still on ny shoul ders, and managed a snile.

"Renmenber you are loved," he said. "There is a home for you and people who care."

He I et his hands drop frommy shoulders. "Don't let us |ose you,'' he said.

I had no reply. There was no way of ny. knowing what |1'd face on the hill. | could only nod and
try to return his snmle before he turned away and started wal ki ng from ne.

I watched until he'd di sappeared fromsight, then turned and started up the driveway toward the
house. A sudden thought occurred. Driveway? Did she have a car? And, if she did, where could she
drive it?

| stopped and | ooked around, the answer readily apparent. There was no nei ghborhood, no houses in
the distance, no Hidden Hlls, no nothing. The house was i sol at ed.

I listened to ny footsteps on the driveway as | started up again. The paving was cracked and
grinmy, | noticed, with tufts of yell ow weeds grow ng through

I thought, again, of what Al bert had said before he'd left ne.

"She won't believe a word you say; renenber that at all tines. There is no point in your trying to
convi nce her that she's not alive. She thinks she is. She thinks that only you are dead. For that

reason, it will be as well you don't identify yourself imediately but, rather, try, in some way—+
don't know what that way is, Chris—to gradually convince her who you are. | leave that to you; you
know her better than |I. Just remenber that she won't recognize you and won't believe you if you

tell her, straight out, who you are.”

I was halfway up the hill now. How dreary everything appeared. |'ve described the driveway. In
addition, all the trees that lined it were dead and | eafl ess. Passing one, | bent a twig and felt
it snap off dryly in nmy fingers. The ground cover | ooked parched, the ground itself cracked by
jagged fissures. | renenbered how | used to conplain about the ook of our hill in late summer.

It had been glorious conpared to this.

| stopped and hitched back suddenly fromthe driveway just ahead. A snake was slithering fromthe
weeds to cross it. As | watched, it undulated slowy across the cracked paving. | tried to see its
head, to make out if it was triangular. Wien | couldn't, | looked at its tail to see if there was
arattle. W'd had rattl esnakes occasionally. Once, a three-footer had been living underneath a
cardboard box behind the garage.

| didn't nove until the snake had di sappeared into the brown grass to the right of the driveway.
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Then | started up again, wondering what woul d have happened if |'d extended ny hand to the snake.

It couldn't kill me obviously, but, at this level, would | have felt the burning poison in ny
vei ns?
Looking up now, | could see the roof of the house nore clearly. It appeared shadowy and bl urred

and | realized that | was going to have to lower my vibration again to reach this |evel

It happened of its own accord once nore, a feeling like the ones |I'd had before, that sensation of
congeal ing. My wal k becane a trudge. A transparent filmcrossed ny eyes and the |ight grew even

dimrer, what little color there was grew duller yet. Through a sonbrous haze, | saw the house
conpletely solid now It |ooks so depressing, | thought.
| caught nyself. Already, | thought. Wat Al bert had warned ne of; a sense of despair. It was easy

enough to feel, God knew, ny body |aden, the hillside brown and arid, the sky a dullish gray, far
worse than the snoggi est ugliest day |I'd ever known in |ife.

I wouldn't let it touch me though. 1'd be with her in noments and, no matter what it entailed or
how long it took, I'd do something to help her.

Sonet hi ng.

| reached the top of the hill and turned right toward the house where Ann now stayed.

To reach her soul

THE HOUSE LOOKED smal | er. Dingier. Rundown.

Again, | renenbered conplaining, in life, about the roof; that it needed re-shingling. |
renenbered Ann's being disturbed about the outside of the house which needed repainting. The
bushes around the house usually needed pruning, the garage straightening up

Yet, conpared to what | saw before nme now, that house had been perfection.

These shingles were cracked and dirty, many of them m ssing. The paint on the outside walls and on
the doors and wi ndow franes and shutters was faded and snmudged, parts of the walls defaced by

| ong, meandering cracks. The bushes, like those on the hill, were brown and dry, the garage a
dismal sight, its oil-stained floor covered with blown in dirt and | eaves. Al the trash barrels
were overflow ng, two of themturned over, a gaunt cat eating garbage from one.

Catching sight of me, it jerked around in fright and raced out through the rear doorway of the
garage which had no door now. Through the opening, | saw the el mtree standi ng dead, the cracked
fence sagging toward the hill.

Ann's Honda was parked in front of the house. At first, | felt surprised to see only her car and
| ooked around for the others, especially the canper.

It cane to me then that this was her particular |linbo and could only possess what she expected to
see init.

I wal ked to her car and examined it. The sight nade ne queasy. She'd al ways been so proud of it,
kept it so immculate. Now it |ooked old, its chrone pitted with rust, its paint faded, w ndows
streaked with dirt, one side dented, one tire flat. Is this what everything is |ike here?

wonder ed.

| tried not to think about it but turned toward the front doors.

They | ooked old too, stained, their knobs corroded. The gl ass cover on the porch |ight was broken,
shards of glass |lying across the porch. A section of the slate floor was m ssing, the rest chipped
and dirty.

Agai n, that sense of bleak depression. | fought it off. And I haven't even gone inside, | thought,
the idea chilling ne.
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Braci ng nyself, | knocked on the |eft door.

It felt grotesque to knock on the door of ny own home—well, it |ooked |ike ny hone albeit a
distorted formof it—but | knew how abrupt appearances al arned Ann. Oten, com ng hone at an
unexpected time, |'d wal ked into our bedroom neeting her as she energed fromthe dressing room
She' d gasped in shock and, literally, recoiled, saying, "Ch! | didn't hear you cone in!"

So | knocked. It was better than frightening her

No one answered. | stood on the porch for what seemed, to me, a very long time. Then, giving up, |
turned the knob and started to open the door. Its bottom scraped on the floor as | pushed it; the
hi nges nmust be | oose, | thought. | stepped inside. The slate floor in the hallway |ooked as bad as

the one on the porch.

I shuddered as | closed the door. It actually felt colder in the house than it had outside, a
clamy chill hovering in the air. | clenched ny teeth and wal ked into the living room No matter
what | saw, | vowed, | wouldn't let it dissuade me fromnmny reason for being there

I'"d always | oved our living room Robert: the rich, oak paneling, the built-in bookcases, the
heavy, earth-tone furniture, the enornmous sliding door and wi ndow overl ooki ng the back deck and
swi mmi ng pool

1 couldn't love this room

Its paneling and bookcases were cracked and luster-less, its furniture worn and faded. The
carpeting, which | recalled as being forest green, was, now, sone drab shade in between dull green
and bl ack. There was a huge, ocherous stain near the coffee table and the table itself was
scratched and splintered, its oak tone conpletely flat.

I'"d had that table handnade, always loved it. WAl king over to it, | |ooked dowmn at the chessboard
and nen Ann had had nmade for nme one Christmas. It had been a stunning piece of craftsmanship, the
board made of oak with inlaid silver filigree, the nen hand-cast in pewter with bases of turned
oak, all inpossible to duplicate.

Now t he board was cracked and dingy and five of the pieces were mssing, two saggi ng, al nost
broken. | turned away fromthe table, telling nyself that this was not the chess set |I had lived
with. It was hard to keep that in m nd though because everything | ooked so famliar. The bookcases
were as | remenbered themexcept that these were only half filled with dusty, aging books. The
shutters were as | recal |l ed—except that one of these was broken off and |ying on the duty, sun-

bl eached cushi on of the w ndow seat.

I gazed out toward the deck and saw the fruitless nmulberry tree. No, this wasn't the sane one,
this was dying. The deck was littered with dry |eaves and the pool |ooked stagnant, a sline-like
growth on its notionless surface.

Turni ng back—there was a crack in the sliding door | noticed as | di d+ stepped over to the baby
grand. Its case, once a glossy brown, was now drab. | touched the keys. The sound they evoked was
tinny. The piano was conpletely out of tune.

| averted ny eyes fromthe dreary roomand called Ann's nane.
There was no answer.

| called repeatedly, then, when the silence was unbroken, wal ked through the bar roomto the
famly room renenbering the day—+t seened a century ago—+'d wal ked this same way in our earth
house, the day of ny funeral, before |I'd realized what had happened.

The fam |y roomwas as bad as the others—frayed and dusty furniture, faded paneling and drapes,

tile floor grimy. Inits fireplace, a small fire burned. | would never have believed, until that
monent, that a fire could be anything but cheerful. This one was, so small and nean | ooki ng—a few,
pal e, licking tongues of flane around some scraps of wood—that it seened to give no heat at all

and certainly no confort.
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No nmusic, | realized then.

Qur horre had al ways been filled with nusic, often a conflux of it fromtwo to three sources at
once. This house—this dour, unpleasant version of our house—was weighty with silence, cold with
si | ence.

| didn't ook at the photographs on the walls. | knew | couldn't bear to see the children's faces.
Instead, | noved into the kitchen

Dirty dishes, pots and cutlery in the sink, the windows streaked with grine, the fl oors spotted.
The oven door was open and | saw, inside, a baking pan half filled with hard, white grease, a few
smal | scraps of dried-up neat.

| opened the refrigerator door and | ooked i nside.

The sight repelled ne. Wlted lettuce, dry, white cheese, stale bread, yell ow edged mayonnai se, an
al nrost enpty bottle of dark red wine. A fetid snell of rot cane fromthe barely cool interior and
I closed the door. Turning fromit, trying not to let the | ook and feel of the house get past ny

mental guard, | noved across the famly room and down the hallway toward the back of the house
The children's roons were enpty. | stood in each of mem They were not as cold and gl oony as the
rest of the house but certainly not pleasant either. Only lan's room| ooked used, its bed unmade,
papers lying on his desk as though he'd just been doi ng homework. | wondered why.

Ann was sitting on the grass outside our bedroom
| stood by the glass door, |ooking at her, tears in ny eyes.

She wore a heavy, dark blue sweater over her blouse, a pair of winkled slacks, old shoes. Her
skin, what | could see of it, |ooked pale and chapped. Her hair was |ank as though she hadn't
washed it in a long tine.

To ny distressed surprise, | noticed G nger lying by her side. | didn't knowit then but, after
Ann was gone, G nger had stopped eating and nourned herself to death in a nonth. Now she was here,
so filled with | ove that she'd chosen this bleak environment rather than | eave Ann al one.

Ann was sl unped, i mobile, holding sonething in her cupped hands. |'d never seen her in a posture
whi ch bespoke such abject msery and, noving to see what she held, | sawthat it was a tiny, gray
bird stiffened in death.

I remenbered, suddenly, that this had happened before.

She'd found a bird in the street, struck down, unnoticed, by sone notorist. She'd brought it hone
and sat down on the back lawn with it, cupping its snmall, pulsing body in the warnth of her pal ns.
I remenbered what she'd said. That she knew the bird was dying and wanted it to hear, inits fina
monents, the sounds it knewin life—wind rustling in the trees and songs of other birds.

A burst of sudden fury hit ne unexpectedly. This was not a person who deserved to live in such
squal or! What kind of stupid justice was that?

| had to struggle with the feeling. |I could feel the anger, like a magnet, pulling ne toward
something | didn't want to reach. If | hadn't sensed, at the same tinme, that it was, also, pulling
me away from Ann, | m ght have succunbed at the outset.

As it was, | renmenbered Al bert's warning once again and was able to repress the anger. This wasn't
judgrment, | told nyself. O, if it was, it was self-inflicted. She was here because her actions

had put her here. It wasn't punishnent but law. My resentnent of it was a waste of energy. Al |
could do was try to hel p her understand. That was why | was there. And nowit was tine to start.
I'd reached her body. Now | had to reach her soul

A poor begi nning

THE SLI DI NG GLASS door was pushed hal fway aside and, stepping to the opening, | spoke her nane.
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Nei t her she nor G nger reacted. | thought it possible that she nmight not have heard but knew mat
G nger woul d have.
Clearly, | had not "descended" far enough as yet.

| hesitated for a while. It gave me such a—griny feeling, is the only way | can describe it, to
| ower ny vibration and take on further thickness, further weight.

I knew | had to do it though and, bracing nyself, allowed it to take place. | shuddered at the
feeling. Then, gripping the handle of the sliding screen door, | eased it open

Instantly, G nger jerked her head around, ears standing high, and Ann began to turn. Seeing ne,
G nger lurched to her feet with a grow and scrabbled around to face ne. "G nger, don't—
started.

"G nger."

The sound of Ann's voice alnost nade ne cry. | stared at her as G nger faltered back, glancing
around. Ann was pushing to her feet and, for a glorious instant, | thought she recognized ne. Wth
a begi nning sound of joy, | noved toward her.

"Who are you?" she demanded

| froze in md-step. Her tone had been so cold, | felt an icy clanp snap shut on ny heart. |
stared at her, dismayed by her hard, suspicious voice.

G nger still grow ed, hair raised on her back; obviously, she didn't know ne either. "She'l
attack if you come any closer,"” Ann warned. | sensed that she was nore frightened than threatening
but, again, the hardness of her tone cowed ne.

I had no idea whatever how to proceed. | recognized her, of course. She returned ny | ook and found
me totally alien. Was it possible, | wondered, that there was still a vibratory distance
separating us?

I was afraid to find out. Did she see ne clearly? I wondered. Or was | blurred to her as Al bert
had been to me the first time |I'd seen himafter | died?

I cannot say how |l ong we woul d have stood there mutely if | hadn't spoken. W were all I|ike
statues, she and G nger staring at ne, G nger silent now but still standing taut, ready to defend
Ann if she had to. | felt a rush of affection for her. To |ove Ann so that she accepted this in

pl ace of Summerland. What nmore can be said in praise of her devotion?

My m nd seenmed |ike the works of sone old clock, its wheels revolving inchingly. There had to be
sonething | could say, | thought. Sone way to begin. But what?

I have no idea howlong it took for the initial concept to formin ny mnd. As |'ve indicated,
Robert, tine in afterlife is not the sane—and, even though this place was closer to Earth than to
Sunmerland, its time scale was, in no way, simlar to the clock and cal endar conti nuum Ann and
had known in life. What | nean is that the period of tine we spent in gazing at each other nmay

have taken many minutes or a second or two; | believe the former, however.
"I'"ve just noved into the neighborhood,” | finally said.
My voice seenmed to sound on its own. | didn't know what | was getting at. O, if | did, the

know edge was deeply buried in nmy mnd. At any rate, the words came out, unbidden; a start however
smal | .

| cannot convey to you the pain it gave ne to see a | ook of such distrust on her face as she
reacted to ny words. "Whose house?" she asked.

"CGCorman," | told her.

"They haven't sold their house," she said.
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| took a calculated risk. "Yes, they have," | told her. "Sonme time ago. | noved in yesterday."

She didn't respond and | was forced to wonder if 1'd lost ny cause already, caught in a pal pable
lie.

Then, when she didn't challenge ne, | guessed that ny cal cul ati on had been accurate. She had
menori es of the Gormans but was out of touch with everything beyond this i mediate environment and
had no way of know ng whether what | said was true or not.

"I didn't know they'd sold their house,"” she finally said, confirmng my assunption

"Yes. They did." | felt a sense of mi nor achievenent at the point I'd won. But, even as | spoke,
knew | still had a long way to go.

| tried to evolve the next nove in ny mind. There had to be sone definite approach to this; sone
step by step nmethod of getting through to her

The realization struck me as | tried. There wasn't any definite approach. I'd have to feel nmy way
along fromnmonment to noment, always on the | ookout for some special opportunity.

Ann provided the next step though, |I'm sure, unknow ngly. "How do you know ny name?" she asked.
"Fromthe Hidden Hills directory," | said, gratified to notice that the answer was acceptable to
her .

The gratification was nullified i mediately as she asked, once nore suspicious, "What were you
doing in the house?"

I made the m stake of hesitating and Ann tensed, drawi ng back. Instantly, G nger grow ed again,
the hair erecting on her back

"I knocked on the door," | said as casually as possible.
"There was no answer so | came inside and called. | kept calling for you as | noved through the
house. | guess you didn't hear ne."

I could see that the answer dissatisfied her and a sense of hopel essness washed over nme. Wy
doesn't she recognize ne? | thought. If she didn't even know ny face, what hope was there that |
could hel p her?

I resisted the feeling, once again recalling Al bert's warning. How many tinmes would | have to
fight agai nst that hopel essness before this ended?

"I just came by say hello," | began w thout thought; | had to keep things noving. Then, on
i mpul se, | decided on a second cal cul ated risk. "You seened to recogni ze nme when you saw ne," |
told her. "Wy was that?"

I thought—again, for a glorious instant—that a sudden breakthrough had been nmade when she
answered, "You look a little like nmy husband.”

| felt ny heartbeat quicken. "Do |?"
"Yes. Alittle bit."
"VWhere is he?" | asked w thout thinking.

A bad mi stake. She drew back noticeably, eyes narrow ng. Had my question sounded nenacing to her?
The answer to that becane apparent as G nger grow ed once nore.

"H's name is Chris?" | asked.

Her eyes grew narrower yet.
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"I sawit in the directory,” |I told her; not too suspiciously fast, | hoped. | felt nyself tense
as the realization came that, in her mnd, ny nane night not be in the directory anynore. But she
only murmured, "Yes. Chris."

Shall | tell you, Robert, of the agony of yearning to take her in nmy arns and confort her?
Knowi ng, even as | yearned, that it would be the worst thing |I could possibly do?

| forced nyself to continue. "The Gormans told me that he's witten for television," | said,
trying to sound no nore than neighborly. "Is that right? Wat—=2"

"He's dead," she cut ne off, her voice so bitter that it chilled ne.

I knew then, with conplete and overwhel ning i npact, what a task | faced. How could | hope that Ann
woul d ever recogni ze ny face and voice nmuch less ny identity? To her | was dead and she didn't
bel i eve the dead survived

"How did he die?" | asked. | didn't know why | spoke; | had no plan. | sinply had to | abor on,
hopi ng that sonething useful would occur

She didn't answer at first. | thought she wasn't going to speak at all. Then, finally, she said,
"He had an auto accident.”

"I"'msorry," | told her, thinking, with the words, that an air of quiet synpathy m ght be the best
approach. "Wen did it happen?"

An odd, somewhat disturbing surprise. She didn't seemto know. Confusion flickered on her face. "A

whil e ago," she faltered. | thought of using that confusion to ny advantage but coul dn't
figure how. "I'msorry," | repeated. It was all | could sunmon.
Silence again. | tried to cone up with sonething, anything, reduced, at last, to reviving ny
second risk. "And | look like hinP'' | asked. Was it possible, | thought, that constant repetition

of the idea might, in tinme, induce her to see that | nore than resenbl ed her husband?
"Alittle," she answered. She shrugged then. "Not too nuch."

I wondered nmonentarily if it would help for ne to tell her mat my nane was, also, Chris. But
sonething in me shied away fromthat. Too nuch, | decided. | had to nove slowmy or | might lose it
all. | alnpbst said My wife is dead too, then decided it was, also, dangerous and let it go.

It was as though she read ny mnd although | was sure she couldn't have. "Does your w fe |ike
H dden Hills?" she asked.

The sense of encouragenent | felt that she had asked a reasonably social question was nuddi ed by
my confusion as to howto answer it. If | told her that | had a wife, would it enable ne,
eventually, to |l ead her thinking toward herself? O would it place an irreparable barrier between
us for her to think that there was sone other woman in ny life?

| decided, on inpulse, that the risk was greater than | dared and answered, "My wife and | are
separated." That was literally true and should satisfy her

I hoped that she'd ask ne if we were planning on a divorce—+n which case | could answer that the
separation was of a different nature, thus opening up another area of thought.

She sai d not hi ng t hough.

Sil ence once nore. | alnobst groaned to find it happening again. Was ny attenpt to help her to be
an endl ess series of false starts broken by these silences? Desperately, | tried to think of an
approach that would result in sone i medi ate perception on her part.

I could think of nothing.
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"How did the bird die?" | asked on inpul se.
Anot her m stake. Her expression becanme nore sonber yet "Everything dies here," she answered.

| stared at her, not realizing, until several nonents had passed, that she hadn't really answered
my question. | was about to repeat it when she spoke.

"I try to take care of things,
hands. "Nothi ng," she murnured.

she said. "But nothing lives." She | ooked at the bird in her

| began to speak then didn't as she went on

"One of our dogs died too," she said. "She had an epileptic fit."

But Katie's safe, | thought. | alnost said it but realized that of course | mustn't. | wondered if
there were anything at all | mght pursue on that subject.

"My wife and | had two dogs too," | said. "A Gernman Shepherd |ike yours and a fox terrier naned
Katie."

"What ?" She stared at ne.

I didn't say nore, hoping that the idea was at work on her mind: a nman who | ooked |ike her husband
who' d been separated fromhis wife and had had two dogs |ike hers, one with the same name. Shoul d
| add that our German Shepherd had, al so, been named G nger?

| didn't dare

Nonet hel ess, | had just begun to feel a flutter of hope when sonething seemed to filmacross Ann's
eyes—sonet hi ng al nost vi si bl e—as though she'd just caught sight of sonething for an instant, then
been forcibly renmoved fromit—doubtless by herself. Was that the process which kept her prisoner
her e?

She turned away from ne and | ooked across the polluted greenness of the pool. | m ght have
vani shed from her sight.

It was a poor begi nning.
The sheltering of nel ancholy
WHEN SHE SPOKE at last, | couldn't tell whether she was addressing ne or herself.

"My pine trees died too," she said. "People kept telling nme they would but | didn't believe it.
believe it now. " She shook her head slowy. "I try to water them but the pressure is off. They
must be repairing pipes in the nei ghborhood or sonething."

I don't know why it struck me with such vivid force at that nonent. Perhaps the nundane quality of
what she said. But | renmenbered Al bert's words

There is no point in your trying to convince her that she's not alive; she thinks she is.

That was the true horror of this situation. If she knew that she'd conmmitted suicide and that this
was the end result, some kind of approach m ght be made. As it was, there could be no possible
meaning to this plight for her, no logic whatever to this dismal state in which she found herself.

| really didn't know what to say, yet, once nore, heard nyself speaking. "I have water in ny
house,"” 1 told her.

She turned as though surprised by my continued presence. "How can that be?" she asked. She | ooked
confused and irritated. "Wat about electricity?"
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"I have that too," | said, realizing, then, why |I'd spoken as | had. | was hoping that she'd
di scover, by conmparison, that what was happening in her house was, logically, unrealistic and,
thus, be led to exani ne her surroundi ngs nore closely.

"What about your gas service?" | asked, pursuing the idea.
"That's off too," she said.
"Mne isn't," | replied. "What about your tel ephone?"

"It's ... out of order," she said. | felt a nmonentary glimer of expectancy at her tone—ene which
asked of itself: How can this be?

"l don't understand,"” | said, trying to press ny advantage. "It doesn't nake sense that all your
services would be out at the sane tine."

"Yes, it's ... odd." She stared at nme.

"Very odd," | said. "That only your house woul d have none of then? | wonder why ?"

I watched her carefully. Was any degree of awareness reaching her? | waited anxiously to see.
| shoul d have known.

If convincing her was all that sinple, in all likelihood someone woul d have done it already. |
knew that as a | ook of apathy replaced the one of doubt—eplaced it instantly. She shrugged.
"Because I'"'mon a hilltop," she said.

"But why—=2"
She broke in. "Wuld you call the phone conpany for me and tell themny service is out?"

| stared at her, confounded by ny own frustration. For a noment, | had a reckless urge to tell her
everything directly—who | was and why she was there. Something held me fromit though, sensing the
peril of attempting to convince her that way.

Anot her idea occurred.

"Way don't you cone to nmy house and call them yoursel f?" | asked.
"I can't," she said.

" \Why 2"

“I... don't leave," she said. "I just—=

"Way not?" My voice was edged with inpatience now, | was so disturbed by ny failure to help her in
the | east.

"I just don't |eave," she repeated. She averted her face but, before she did, | saw the begi nning
of tears in her eyes.

I didn't think but reached out automatically to confort her. G nger grow ed and | drew back ny
hand. Wuld | feel it if she attacked, the thought occurred? Could | bleed, suffer pain?

"The pool |ooks so awful," Ann said.

That sense of cold despair again. How terrible her existence was, spending endl ess days in this
pl ace, unable to do anything to ease its drab appearance.

"l used to love it out here," she said, unhappily. "It was ny favorite place. Now |ook at it."

My question was answered. | could suffer pain at that level. | felt it deeply as | |ooked at her,

file:/lIC|/12590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy...son%20-%20What%20Dreams%20May%20Come.txt (103 of 139) [12/29/2004 2:31:44 PM]



file:/11C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Ri chard%20M atheson%620-%20W hat%20Dreams%20M ay %20Come.txt

recal ling how she used to cone out on the deck each norning with her coffee, sit in the sunshine
in her nightgown and robe and gaze across the crystal water of the rock-edged pool, |ooking at the
lush planting we'd put in. She had loved it; very nuch.

Her tone grew sardonic. "Some exclusive area," she said.
"Yet everything works at ny house," | said, trying again.

"How nice for you," she responded coldly; and | knew, in that instant, that no approach coul d work
twice. | was back to square one in ms dreadful gane, forced to start all over again.

Sil ence once nmore. Ann standing notionless, |ooking across the ugly expanse of the pool, G nger
besi de her, eyes fixed on me. What was | to do? | wondered in discouragenent. It seemed as though
the nmore tine passed, the |l ess aware of possibilities | becane.

| forced nyself to concentrate. WAas that the danger Al bert had warned me about? That | would | et
these di smal surroundings draw nme in and nake me part of then?

"You have children?" | asked on impul se.

She turned to look at nme with distant appraisal. Then she answered. "Four." Looking away agai n.

I was going to ask about them when | decided to attenpt, once nore, to set up, in her mnd, a
series of provoking "coincidences." The area of children hadn't been approached yet.

"l have four children too," | said. "Two daughters and two sons."
"Ch?" she said wthout turning.

"My two girls are twenty-six and twenty," | told her. "My sons are twenty-three and seventeen."
Was | pressing too far? | wondered.

She was | ooking at me again. Her expression hadn't changed but it seemed to me there was a
ti ghteni ng around her eyes.

I braced nyself and said, "My children's nanes are Louise, Marie, Richard and lan."

Now she was drawi ng back again, a distrustful |ook on her face. The expression of a wonan who
sensed that she was being baited but didn't know how or why. | felt a pang of fear at that
expression. Had | nmade a dreadful m stake?

Even as | wondered that, | heard nyself ask, "What are your children's nanes?"

She sai d not hi ng.

"Ms. Nelsen?" | said. |'d alnost called her Ann.

That | ook of film ng across her eyes agai n—and sudden, gut-w enched realization on my part.

No matter how close | came, | could never reach her. Wenever | cane too close, sonething built-in
woul d affect her, causing her to cut herself off. Already, she had nentally shrugged of f ny words,
per haps bl anked themout entirely.

Yet still | went on with a kind of blind, unwilling dread. "My older girl is nmarried and has three
children of her own," | said. "My younger girl—=

| broke off as she turned away and started toward the house, the dead bird dropping, unnoticed,
fromher hands. | started after her but G nger, at her heels, |ooked back with a warning grow . |
st opped and wat ched Ann noving of f from ne.

Had the end al ready cone?

Suddenl y, Ann gl anced asi de and nmade a sickened noise, then ran inside the house through the
fam |y room doorway, sliding the glass door shut with a bang.
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I | ooked at the ground where she'd gl anced and saw a huge tarantula crawing over a rock

I groaned, not out of fear of the tarantula but at the realization that one of Ann's deepest fears
was enbodi ed here. She'd al ways been terrified of tarantulas, made virtually ill by the sight of
them How hideously predictable that her private hell would include these giant spiders.

Wal king over to the tarantula, | |ooked down at it. Bulbous and hairy, it clanbered sluggishly
across the rock. | |ooked around and saw Ann at the glass door, looking at it in panicked
revul si on.

| 1 ooked around again and saw a shovel |eaning against the house. Mving to it, | picked it up and
returned to the tarantula. | angled the blade in front of it until it had crawl ed onto the netal.
Then, carrying the shovel to the edge of the deck, | flung the spider as far as | could,

wondering, as it arced across the pool and into the ivy, whether it was real or not. Did it exist
on its own or only because Ann feared it?

I looked toward the famly roomdoor as it was opened slightly. And ny heart |eaped as | saw a
| ook of childlike gratitude on Ann's face. "Thank you," she murrmured. Even in Hell there can be
gratitude, | thought in wonder.

I noved quickly to strengthen ny position. "I noticed that your Sparklett's bottle is enpty,"
said. "May | put up a new one for you?"

She | ooked i mredi ately suspicious and | al nbst groaned at the sight. "Wat do you want?" she
asked.

I forced nyself to smle. "Just to say hello,” | told her. "lInvite you to ny house for coffee."

"I told you | don't |eave," she said.

"Don't you ever go for wal ks?" | asked, trying to sound pl easantly casual. She and | had wal ked a
lot in Hdden Hills.

I wanted her to realize her isolation and to question it.

She questioned nothing, turning fromme as though nmy words had of fended her. | followed her inside
the house and shut the glass door. As | did, Ann turned to | ook at me and G nger grow ed again,

her neck fur raised, A vision of endlessly futile attenpts to reach Ann's mind assail ed ne.
struggl ed with despair again.

Then | becane aware of the dozens of franed photographs on the walls and another idea occurred. If
I could get her to | ook at one of the photographs of nme, the obvious simlarity to ny present
appearance m ght inpress her

Ignoring Gnger's grow, | noved to the nearest wall and | ooked for a photograph of nyself.
Al'l the photographs were faded and i npossible to make out.

Way did that happen? | wondered. Was it part of Ann's self-denying punishnent? | was going to
mention it, then changed ny mind. It could only disturb her

Another idea. | turned to her and said, "I wasn't really telling you the truth before."
She | ooked at me, suspiciously uncertain.

"My wife and | are separated,” | said, "but not in the way you may think. W're separated by
death. "

I felt nyself wince at the spasnodi ¢ shudder my words caused in her; the | ook on her face as
though a knife had just been plunged into her heart.
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Still, | had to pursue it, hoping | was finally on the right track. "Her nane was Ann too," |
sai d.

"You like it here in Hidden Hills?" she asked as though |I hadn't spoken
"Did you hear ne?" | asked. "Wiere did you |ive before?" "I said her name was Ann.''
The shudder again, the expression of staggered di smay.

Then the enpty | ook returning. She noved away from ne, headed for the kitchen. Ann, conme back, |

wanted to say; | alnost did. | wanted to shout: It's ne, don't you understand?!
| didn'"t. And, like a cold weight in nmy chest, depression returned. | tried to resist but, this
time, | was |less successful. Some of it remained.

"Look at this place," Ann said. She spoke as though she was al one, her voice nechanical. | had the
feeling it was part of the process she endured; constant repetition of the details of her plight
rei nforcing her bondage to them "Nothing works," she said. "The food is spoiling. | can't open
cans because there's no electricity and the hand opener is gone. Wthout water, | can't do the

di shes and they keep piling up. There's no TV; | think it's broken anyway. No radi o, no
phonograph, no nusic. No heat except for scraps of wood | burn; the house is chilly all the tine.

| have to go to bed at dark because there are no lights and all the candl es are gone. The rubbish
conpany never picks up anynore. The whole place snells of trash and garbage. And | can't conplain
about anyt hi ng because the phone is out."

She broke off her sonber catechismwi th a |augh that chilled me.

"Put up a Sparklett's bottle?" she said. "They haven't nmade a delivery in such a long time | can't
renenber the | ast one." She | aughed again, a dreadful, bitter sound. "The good life," she said. "I
swear to God | feel like a character in some Neil Sinon play, everything around nme falling apart,
everything inside ne shriveling."

A sob shook her body and | started toward her instinctively. G nger blocked ny way, teeth bared, a

fierce grow runbling in her chest. She |ooked |ike a hound of hell, | thought, despair returning
agai n.
I 1 ooked at Ann. | knew exactly what she was doing but | had no strength to stop her.

She was fleeing fromthe truth by imersing herself in the relative safety of afflictive
detail s—the sheltering of nelancholy.

Yet pain and bl ood

"WHAT DO YQU drink? ' | asked her as another idea cane.

She | ooked at nme as though | were a fool

"What do you drink?" | repeated. "If the water's off and you have no Sparklett's."
"I don't know," she muttered, glaring at me. "Juice or—

"Isn't it spoiled?" | interrupted.

"Canned juice; / don't know "

"You sai d—=

She turned away from ne.

"What do you eat?" | persisted.

"I can't cook without electricity," she said as if it were an answer rather than an evasion

"Are you hungry now?" | asked.
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Agai n, that bal eful | ook
"Are you ever hungry?"
"Not often," she answered col dly.

Was any of this getting through to her? I was growi ng weary of tortuous effort. Rashly, | made ny
point direct. "Do you ever eat or drink?"

She averted her eyes with a hiss of irritation. "Wat do you think? ' she snapped.

| tried walking closer to her only to stop as G nger grow ed again. "Wy does she keep doi ng
that?'' | asked. | sounded irritated now. "I'mnot here to hurt you."

"You couldn't if you wanted to," she said.

I alnmost answered in kind. God help ne, Robert. There to assist her and | al nbst responded with

anger. Closing nmy eyes, | fought to regain ny notivation
When | opened ny eyes again, | noticed her car outside and yet another notion cane.
"Is that the only car you have?'' | asked.

For the third tine, that critical |ook. "W all have cars," she said
"Where are they then?"

"Bei ng used, of course."

"By your children?"

"Cbviously."

"What about your husband's car?"

"I told you he was in an accident," she said, stiffening.
"Someone sai d you have a camper."

"W do."

"Where is it?"

She | ooked at the place where we had al ways kept it parked and a | ook of confusion distorted her
face. She'd never even thought about it before, the realization cane.

"Do you know where it is?" | prodded.

She turned on nme in annoyance. "It's being repaired," she said.

"Where?" | asked.

She blinked, | ooked nonmentarily disturbed. Then the vacant | ook was back again. "l don't
renmenber,"” she said. "I'msure | have it witten down some—

She broke off as | pointed at her car. "How did it get dented?"

"Someone hit it in a parking lot while | was shopping."

Her smle was bitter. "That's the way people are,"” she said. "Woever did it just left wthout
telling ne."
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"You were shoppi ng?" | asked. "I thought you said you never |eft the house."

| heard a tinge of instability in her voice as she answered, "That was before the battery went
dead."'

We were back where we started, the convoluted turnings of her mnd endlessly thwarting nme. No
matter what | tried, | couldn't nmake a point she'd recognize much less react to. This gray world
she existed in nmade sense to her. Horrible, depressing sense but sense nonethel ess.

The wheels in ny nmind were turning nore slowy now. | could think of nothing newto try and, so,
returned to an earlier approach. Maybe if | pushed it harder

"You never told nme what your children's nanes are," | said.
"Don't you have to | eave?" she asked.

| started, not expecting that. I'd forgotten this was life to her. In life, she would have
wondered why a strange man |ingered in her house.

"I''ll leave soon," | said. "I just want to talk to you a little longer."

n W]y?ll

I swal |l owed. "Because |I'mnew in the neighborhood." It seenmed |like a feeble answer but, for sone
reason, she didn't question it. "Wat did you say your children's nanes are?" | asked.

She turned fromthe wi ndow, wal king toward the Iiving room

It was the first time she'd avoided a question by refusing to answer, | thought. Was this a
positive sign? | followed her and G nger, asking, "Is your younger son named |an?"

"He's in school," she answered.
"lIs his nane |an?"

"He'll be hone later."

"I's his nane |an?"

"You' d better leave. He's very strong." "Is his nane |an?"

"Yes!"

"My son's nane is lan too," | told her.

"Real | y?" Disinterest. Was it feigned or actual ?

"I's your older girl naned Louise?" | asked.

She gl anced across her shoul der as she nmoved into the living room "Wy don't you—="
"Loui se?"

"Why don't you go home?"

"Loui se ?"

"What if it is?" she demanded

"My ol der daughter's name is Louise too."

"How interesting." Sarcasm as resistance now. She wal ked to the glass door, G nger at her heels.
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Was she retreating fromne bodily now? And did she know that she was doing it?
"I's your ol der son's name Ri chard?"

"Look at that pool," she nurnured.
"I's your ol der son's name Ri chard?"

She turned, an expression of resentment on her face. "Look, what do you want?" she asked, her
voi ce rising

| alnost said it all—dnvarnished, laid out in a row. Then sonething stopped ne. It was amazi ng

still had that much awareness. My perceptions were becomng nore and nore blunted as tine passed.
| smiled as nicely as | could. Love, | thought. It has to be done with love. "lI'mjust interested
in the remarkable sinmlarities in our lives," | said.

"What similarities?" she |ashed out.
"That | look like your husband for one."
"You don't." She cut ne off. "Not at all."
"You said | did."

"No, | didn't."

"Yes, you did."

"Then I was wong!" she flared. G owing, G nger showed her teeth once nore

"All right, I'msorry," | said. | had to be nore careful. "I wasn't trying to nmake trouble. It
just seened renmarkable to ne."

She gazed out through the glass door again. "I don't see anything remarkable at all," she
nmut t er ed.
"Wll... ny wife naned Ann. My children's names the sanme as yours."

She turned on nme again. "W said they were the sane?" she demanded.
"And nmy nanme Chris,'' | said.

She twi tched sharply, gaping at me. For an instant, sonething lifted fromher eyes instead of
settling over them | felt ny heartbeat jolt.

It passed as quickly as it cane.
A burst of raging anguish filled nme. Dam this filthy place! | thought. | shuddered with the rage.

And felt myself grow denser with it.

Stop! | thought. | couldn't though. | had no ability to reverse the process. Instead of hel ping
her, | was descending to her world.
No, | thought. | won't do that. | was here to take her fromthis place, not join her there.

She' d turned away again by then, staring through the nmurky gl ass, once nore draw ng her oppression
around her |ike a guarding nantle.

"I don't know why | don't just put this place up for sale and | eave," she said. Another sound of
enbittered hunor. "Who'd buy it though?" she continued. "The best real estate agent in the world
couldn't sell it." She shook her head in disgust. ' The best real estate agent in the world
couldn't give it away."
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She cl osed her eyes now, |owering her head.

"l keep polishing the furniture," she said, "but dust keeps settling onit. It's so dry; so dry.

We haven't had a drop of rain in such a long tine, |I—=

She broke off. That, too, | thought, despondently. O course that would be part of Ann's
particular hell: lack of rain and browni ng greenery.

"I can't stand filth and confusion," she said, her voice beginning to break. "Yet all | see is
filth and confusion."

| started forward once again and G nger braced herself to | eap

"Dam it, can't you see | only want to help,'' | said, nmy voice rising.
Ann jerked around, recoiling fromne and | felt a burst of agonized reproach inside nyself. | drew
back quickly as G nger started for ne, snarling. "Al right, all right," | nurnured, raising ny

hands in front of ne.

"G nger,'' Ann said sharply.
G nger stopped and | ooked at her.

My mind felt nunb with defeat. Everything 1'd tried had failed. Now this blunder. For all | knew,
I was farther from hel ping Ann now than before 1'd arrived. How vividly | saw what Al bert had
neant .

This level was a cruel and cunning trap.

"Peopl e borrow books and don't return them" Ann said, continuing as though nothing had occurred.
"My best jewelry is gone. | can't find it anywhere. My best clothes are nissing."

| stared at her with no i dea whatever what to say or do. She was hiding again, holding the details
of her plight between herself and any possi bl e understandi ng of them

"l don't know who took those chessnen either," she said.

"My wife had a chess set like that nade for nme," | told her. "One Christmas. A nman nanmed Al exander
built it."

Ann shuddered. "Wy don't you | eave ne al one?"

I lost control

"You rmust know why |'mhere,” | said. "You nust know who | am"

That naddeni ng | ook in her eyes again; the filmng away, the blind wthdrawal .
"Ann," | said. | reached out, touching her

She gasped as though my fingers burned and, suddenly, | felt Gnger's teeth clanp hard into ny
arm | cried out and tried to pull away but she tightened her grip so that | dragged her across
the carpeting by her hind legs. "G nger!" | "shout ed.

My voicing of her nanme cane sinmultaneously with Ann's.
I medi ately, the bite was rel eased and she was back beside Ann, trenbling with reaction

Raising ny arm | |ooked at it. Yes, pain was definitely possible there. And blood. | watched it
oozing darkly fromthe punctures.

Afterlife, | thought. It seenmed a nockery.
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No flesh, yet pain and bl ood.
There is only death!

| LOOKED UP fromnmnmy armto see Ann start to cry. She was stunbling across the room tears running
down her cheeks. As | watched, she slunped down on the sofa and pressed her |eft hand over her
eyes.

The pain in nmy arm seened slight now conpared to the new despair | felt. Wthout thinking, I
started toward her again, then jerked to a halt as G nger nade a |urching novenent toward ne, her
grow now mixed with a frantic wheezing sound which told nme how di sturbed she was. | drew back
hastily as Ann | ooked up, her face a nask of wretched anger

"WIIl you go?" she cried.

I backed off slowy, watching G nger. As she settled down into a nervous crouch, | stopped.
Looki ng behind ne, | saw that | was standi ng near the piano bench and, backi ng up another few
feet, | lowered nyself onto it slowy, ny gaze still fixed on G nger

"I want Chris," Ann nurmnured, sobbing.
| stared at her, conpletely hel pless.
"I want himback. | need him" she said. "Were is he? Ch, God, where is he?"

I swallowed. My throat was dry; it hurt. My armached fromthe bites. |I mght as well be alive
again. This level was so horribly close to life. And yet so horribly far, only racking sensations
present, no conpensations of any sort.

"Tell me about him" | heard nyself ask. | didn't know why | said it. | was straining now The
effort grew nore arduous with every passing nonent.

She only wept.

"What did he look Iike?" |I asked. Once again, | knew what 1'd begun. What | didn't know was if it
woul d work. Wy should it? Nothing el se had.

Still, I went on. "Was he tall?" | asked.

She drew in shaking breath, fingering tears from her cheeks.
"Was he?"

She nodded jerkily.

"As tall as | an®?" | asked.

She didn't reply. A shuddering sob instead.

"I'"'msix foot two. Was he as tall as nme?"

"Taller." She pressed her |ips together

| ignored her reaction. "Wat color hair did he have?" | asked.
She rubbed her eyes.

"What col or hair?"

"Go away, " she munbl ed.

"I'monly trying to help."

"I can't be helped." Through gritted teeth.
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"Everybody can be helped," | told her
She | ooked at me, expressionless.
"If they ask,'' | said.
She | owered her gaze. Had the significance of what |1'd said reached her mind in any way at all?
| asked anot her question. "Was he bl ond?’
She nodded once.
"Li ke ne?"

Her teeth cl enched again. "No.'

I fought an overwhel ming urge to give up, stand, wal k out of the house, go back to Summerl| and and
wait. It all seened so utterly hopel ess.

"What did he do?" | asked.

She had her eyes shut. Tears squeezed out from underneath the pressing lids and trickled down her
pal e cheeks.

"l heard he wote for tel evision."
She nmunbl ed sornet hi ng.
"Did he?"

"Yes." Through gritted teeth again.
"l do too," | said.

It seemed unbelievable to nme that she could not see the connection. It was so incredibly obvious.
Yet she didn't. Never had the neaning of the phrase been so vivid to ne: None so blind as those
who will not see.

I wanted to leave But | couldn't desert her. "Wre his eyes green?" | asked, plodding on
She nodded weakly.

"Mne are too," | said.

No response.

| shuddered fitfully. "Ann, can't you see who | anP" | pl eaded.

She opened her eyes and, for another of those noments, | had the feeling that she recogni zed nme. |
ti ghtened, |eaning toward her.

Then she averted her face and | shuddered again. Dear God, was there no way in heaven or hell of
reachi ng her?

She turned back quickly. "Wiy are you doing this to me?" she denanded

"I"'mtrying to convince you who | am"

I waited for her inevitable question: Wo are you? It never canme. |nstead, she slumped back on the
sofa, closing her eyes, shaking her head in slow, weary turns fromside to side.

"l have nothing," she said. | couldn't tell if she was speaking to herself or ne. "My husband's
gone. My children are grown. I'mall alone. Deserted. If | had the courage I'd kill nyself."
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Her words horrified me. To have conmitted suicide and ended up in a place so dreadful that it nade
her think of committing suicide. A twi sted, unrelenting reflection within a reflection

"I feel so heavy," she said. "So tired and heavy. | can barely lift nmy feet. | sleep and sl eep but
al ways wake exhausted. | feel enpty. Hollow "

Al bert's words returned to torment nme. "What happens to suicides," he'd said, "is that they have a
feeling of being hollowed out. Their physical bodi es have been prematurely elimnated, their
etheric bodies filling the void. But those etheric bodies feel like enpty shells for as long a

time as their physical bodies were neant to live."
It cane to me, at that noment, why it had been inpossible to reach her nind.

By placing herself in this spot, she had renoved her nmnd fromall positive nenories. Her
puni shrrent —al beit self-inflicted—was to recall only the inimcal things in her life. To view the
wor |l d she renenbered through a lens of total negativism To never see |light but only shadow.

"What is it like to be here?" | asked inpulsively. There was a cold sensation in nmy stomach. | was
starting to feel afraid.

Ann | ooked at nme but seened to gaze into the darkness of her thoughts as she answered. Speaking at
length for the first tine.

"l see but not clearly,"” she said. "I hear but not clearly. Things happen that | can't quite
grasp. Understandi ng al ways seens a few scant inches fromne. | can never reach it though
Everything is just beyond ne. | feel angry for not seeing or hearing distinctly, for not

under st andi ng. Because | know it isn't me that's missing things. But that everything around ne is
vague and held those few, scant inches fromny understanding. That |'m being fool ed sonehow.
Tri cked.

"Thi ngs happen right in front of ne and | see them happen but I'mnot sure |'mgetting them even
though it seens | am There's always sonmething nore going on that | can't figure out. Sonething
keep nissing even though | don't know how I'mmissing it or why.

"l keep trying to understand what's happening but | can't. Even now, as | speak to you, | feel as
though I'm m ssing sonething. | tell nyself that I'mall right, that everything around ne is
distorted. But, even as I'mthinking it, | get a prenonition that it is ne. That |'m having

anot her nervous breakdown but can't identify it this time because it's all too subtle and beyond
my conprehensi on

"Everything eludes ne. | can't describe it any better. Just as nothing works in the house, nothing
works in nmy mind either. I'malways confused, off center. | feel like nmy husband nust have, in
dreans he used to have."

I found nyself |eaning toward her, anxious to capture every word she spoke.

"He'd be in New York City, for instance, and be unable to get in touch with me no matter how he
tried. He'd talk with people and they'd seemto understand himand he'd seemto understand them
But nothing they'd say would work out. He'd dial telephones and get wong nunbers. He'd be unable
to keep track of his belongings. He couldn't renmenber where he was staying. He'd know he was in
New York for a reason but couldn't remenber what the reason was. He'd know he didn't have enough
money to get back to California and all his credit cards were missing. He'd never be able to
figure out what was going on. That's how | feel."

"How do you know this isn't a dreamthen?" | asked. A glinmmer.
"Because | see and hear things," she answered. "I feel things."
"You see and hear... you—feel in dreans too," | replied. My mind was | aboring but | sensed that

there was somet hing there. A connection

"This isn't a dream " she sai d.
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"How do you know?"
"It isn't a dream"”
"It could be."

"Why do you say that?" She sounded upset again.

"I'mtrying to help you," | said.
She answered, "I wish | could believe that."

It seenmed as though a faint light touched the shadows in ny mnd. She hadn't believed ne at all
bef ore. Now she was wi shing she could believe. It was a snall step but a step

A new i dea occurred; the first I1'd had in a long time, | realized. Was something clearing in mny
m nd? "My son, Richard, has been ..." | paused, the word eluding ne. "—ooking into ESP," |
finished.

When |'d spoken his name, her face had tightened.

"He's been talking to a psychic," | said.

Again, the tension in her face. Was | harming her or helping? | didn't know But | had to go on
"He's cone, after nuch thought, to believe— | braced nyself. "—that there's |ife, after death."
"That's stupid," she said i mediately.

"No." | shook ny head. "No, he believes it. He feels there's proof that survival exists."

She shook her head but didn't speak

"He believes that nurder is the worst crinme anyone can commt," | said. | |ooked directly into her
eyes. "And suicide."

She shuddered violently; tried to stand but didn't have the strength and sank back down again. "I
don't see..." she said.

My mind felt clearer now. "He believes that the taking of |Iife is reserved to God alone,” | told
her .

"Why are you telling nme this?" she asked in a | ow, shaking voice. She trenbled as she spoke,
huddl i ng agai nst the sofa. G nger was | ooking at her frightenedly, ears back. She knew sonething
was wrong but couldn't fathom what.

Again, | braced nyself. "I'mtelling you because ny wife cormtted suicide," | said. "She took an
overdose of sleeping pills.”

That bl ank | ook crossing her eye again. For sonme reason, it lifted alnbst instantly as though she
couldn't nanage to retain it. She shook her head. "I don't believe..." she started. Her voice
sounded feebl e.

My mind felt clearer yet. "What bothers ne is that Richard believes she still exists," | said
No sound. A shaking of her head.

"That she's in a place not unlike our house,"” | said. "But a gl oomy, negative version of it.
Everyt hi ng depressing and cold. Not functioning. Dirty and disordered.”
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Her head kept shaking. She nmunbl ed i naudi bl e words.

"I think he's right," | said. "I think that death is a continuation of life. That the person we
are persists afterward.”

"No." An escape of sound, like a stricken breath.

"Can't you see?" | asked. "Your house was beautiful and warm and bright. Wiy should it be Iike
thi s? Why?"

She kept drawi ng back. | knew she was terrified but had to continue. This was the first approach

that had acconpli shed anyt hi ng.

"Why shoul d your house | ook so ugly?" | asked. "Does it nake any sense? Wiy shoul d the gas and
electricity and water and tel ephone all be off? Is there any logic to that? Wiy should the | awns
and bushes and trees all be dying? Wiy should the birds all be dying? Wiy shouldn't it rain? Wy
shoul d everything in your life go bad at the sane tinme?"

Her voice was faint. | think she said, "Leave ne al one."

I kept it up. "Don't you see that this house is only a replica of the home you knew? That you're
only here because you believe it's real? Don't you see you're making this existence for yoursel f?"

She shook her head, |ooking |ike a panicked child.

"Can't you understand why I'mtelling you these things?" | said. "It's not just that ny children
have the same nanmes as yours. Not just that ny wife has the sane nanme as yours. Your children are
my children. You are my wife. I'mnot just a man who | ooks |ike your husband. | am your husband.
W' ve survived—

| broke off as she lurched to her feet. "Lies!" she shout ed.
"No!" | junped up. "No, Ann!"
"Lies!" she screaned at ne. "There is no afterlife! There is only death!’

The battl e ended

WE FACED EACH ot her, now, |ike gladiators on the sands of sone nysterious arena. A struggle to the
death, the strange thought came to ne. Yet both of us were already dead. What was our struggle
t hen?

I only knew that, if | failed to win it, both of us were |ost.

"There's no afterlife," | began

"None.'' daring at nme, alnost cowing ne with her defiance.

"Then | couldn't know of anything that happened after nmy death.”

A monment's confusion on her face before she nmuttered, scornfully, "Your death,"
"I say I'mChris," | told her.

"You' re—

"Your husband Chris."

"And | say you're a fool for saying it." Now she seemed to be regaining strength.

"Believe what you will," | persisted. "But, whoever | am | couldn't know what happened to you
after your husband died, could I? | nmean details,” | added, cutting her off. "Could I?"
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She | ooked at nme suspiciously. | knew she wondered what | was getting at. | continued quickly to
keep her off balance. "No, | couldn't,"” | answered nyself. "You know | couldn't. Because if |
di d—=

"What detail s?" she interrupted fiercely.

"Details like you and the children sitting in the front row of the church. Like soneone touching
your shoul der, making you start."

I knew, from her reaction, that my opening nove was a failure. Cbviously, she didn't remenber ny
touch. She gazed at me with open contempt.

"Things like the house filled with people after the funeral," | went on. "Richard serving drinks
at the bar—=

"Do you think—=2" she started.

"Your brother Bill there, Pat, your brother Phil, his w fe and—

"I's that what you cal |l —=2"

"You in the closed bedroom |ying on our bed, lan sitting beside you, holding your hand."

I knew I'd made a hit for she jerked as though I'd struck her. It was sonething she'd renenber
vividly, being a monent of sorrow. | was on safer ground now-dnhappy ground but safer. "lan
saying, to you, that he knew it was insane but he felt that | was there with you."

Ann began to shake.

"Your telling him | know you want to hel p—

She whi spered sonet hi ng.

"What ?"

She whispered it again. | still couldn't hear. "Wat, Ann?"

"Leave ne al one, she told ne in a rasping voice.
"You know I'mright," | said. "You know | was there. Which proves—

The filmng across her eyes again. So fast it appeared al nost physical. She turned her head away.
"I wish it would rain," she rmurnured

"I'mright, aren't 1?" | denanded. "These things really happened. Didn't they?"

She | abored to her feet, |ooking groggy.

"Are you afraid to hear the truth?"

She sank back down. "Wat truth?" Her body jerked spasnodically. "What are you tal king about ?'
"There's no afterlife?"

"No!" Her face gone rigid with fear and fury.

"Then why did you agree to a seance with Perry?"

She jerked again as though struck

"He told you | was sitting by you in the cenetery,” | said. "I'll tell you what he said, word for
word. 'l know how you feel, Ms. N elsen, but take my word for it. | see himright beside you
He's wearing a dark blue shirt with short sleeves, blue checked slacks— "

"You're lying. Lying." Her voice was guttural, her teeth clenched tightly, her expression one of
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mal i gnant wrat h.
"Shall | tell you what you said to Perry at the house?"

She tried to stand again but couldn't. The film ng of her gaze came and went. "Not interested,"”
she nunbl ed.

"You said 'l don't believe in survival after death. | believe that when we die we die and that's
the end of it." "

"That's right!" she cried.

A leap of futile hope. "That is what you sai d?"

"Death is the end of it!"

I fought off nonentary |oss. "Then how do | know these things?" | asked.
"You nade them up!"

"You know that isn't true! You know that everything |'ve described is exactly the way it
happened! "

She managed to stay on her feet this time. "I don't know who you are,"” she said, "but you'd better
get out of here before it's too late.”

"Too late for whon?" | asked. "You or ne?"
"You!"
"No, Ann," | said. "I know what's happened. You're the one who doesn't understand."

"And you're ny husband?" she asked.
"I am"

"M ster," she said; she alnost spat the word at ne. "I'mlooking right at you and you're not mny
husband. '’

I felt a sudden, wenching coldness in ny chest.

She saw the depth of my reaction and took i mmedi ate advantage of it. "If you were ny husband," she
said, "you wouldn't say such things to nme. Chris was kind. He |oved ne."

"I love you too." | felt depression rising. "I'mhere because | |ove you."

Her |laugh was a cynical, chilling sound. "Love,'' she said. "You don't even know ne."

The ground was slipping out fromunder ne. "I do!" | cried. "I'mChris! Can't you see that?!
Chris!"

My | oss was conplete as she smled in cold victory. "How can you be here then?" she asked. "He's
dead. "

It had all been in vain. There was no way of convincing her because she, literally, could not

conceive of afterlife. No one can conceive of the inpossible. And, to Ann, survival after death
was an inpossibility.

She turned and wal ked fromthe living room followed by G nger

At first, the" shock of it failed to register. |I sat watching her go as if it had no inportance to
me. Then it struck and | stood in dunbfounded shock. |'d done everything | could to convince her,
thought I'd had her on the razor edge of belief only to discover |I'd acconplished not hing.

Not hi ng.
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I noved after her but, now, without hope. Each step seened to bring another condensation to mny
m nd and body—a curdling of thought, a clogging of flesh which grew increasingly worse.

For a ghastly noment, | thought | was honme again, that this was where | bel onged.
Stopping, | resisted the hideous process. | couldn't bear to stay in that place. It was too
horri bl e.

Ann's cry of terror fromour bedroom nade ne break into a run

| say a run but it was nore a hobble, ny legs coated with lead. It was then that | knew what Ann
had described. Like her, | could barely lift nmy feet. And it was worse for her

| stopped in the bedroom doorway, G nger whirling to face me. Ann was pressed agai nst the wall,
staring at our bed.

Across its dingy, faded spread, a tarantula the size of a man's fist was craw ing.
The nonent was frozen. Ann against the wall. G nger staring at me. Me in the doorway.
The only thing that noved, with bl oated sluggi shness, was the enornous, furry spider
As it started up the pillow on Ann's side, she made a gaggi ng noi se.

I wondered, for a dreadful noment, if she'd done this to herself; an unconsci ous puni shnent for
not believing what 1'd told her. Created an i mage of the npbst repugnant thing she could inmagi ne—a
huge tarantul a wal king on the place where she lay her head in sleep

I don't know why G nger nade no nove as | entered the room Was it because she, now, sensed that

was really there to help Ann? | have no answer. | only know that she let ne wal k by Ann and reach
t he bed.
Picking up the pillow gingerly, | started to turn. | gasped and flung it fromne as the spider

made a sudden, hitching novenent toward ny right hand. Ann cried out, sickened, as the tarantula
t hudded on the bedspread.

Hastily, | snatched up the pillow and dropped it on top of the spider. Then, as quickly as

could, | grabbed the spread at each corner and pulled it over the pillow. Picking up the bundle, I
carried it to the door and slide it open. Tossing the spread outside, | shut the door again and
| ocked it.

As | turned back, Ann was stunbling to the bed and falling on it, stonelike.
Motionless, | stared at her.

There were no novenents left to nmake. 1'd exhausted all possibilities.

The encounter was over, the battle ended.

Hel | be our heaven

ANN LAY | MVOBI LE on her left side, |egs drawn up, hands clasped tightly underneath her chin. Her
eyes stared sightlessly, still glistening with tears that no |onger fell. She hadn't even stirred
when |'d sat down on the other side of the bed and, if she sensed ny gaze on her nmasklike face,
she gave no indication of it.

G nger slept, exhausted, at the foot of the bed. | turned to |ook at her and felt a rush of
pitying | ove. She was so unquestioning in her devotion. If only there was some way she coul d
under st and what was happeni ng.

I |1 ooked back at Ann. My body felt cold and aching and | knew that, as | sat there, that dark,
terrible magnetismwas waiting to draw ne to the void where she existed. | had only to allow it
and the atnmosphere would totally absorb ne, making ne as she was, a prisoner forgetting everything
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that had gone before.

I knew, with dreadful clarity, how foolish and nisplaced ny hopes had been. Albert had tried to
warn ne but | hadn't listened. Now | understood at |ast.

There was no way to reach Ann.

Still, words cane. Words | wanted her to hear, now when | could speak themto her, face to face.
Words which | knew could not affect her but words that filled my mind and heart.

"You remenber how you used to wite thank-you notes to people all the tinme?" | asked. "For
di nners, presents, favors? | used to tease you because you wote so many of them But they were
| ovely gestures, Ann. | always knew that."

No sound from her. Conpletely inanimate on the bed. | reached out and took her right hand. It was
cold and linp. | held it in both of m ne and continued speaki ng.

"I want to give you thanks in words now," | told her. "I don't know what w |l happen to us. | pray
we' || be together sonewhere, sonetime, but, at the nonent, | have no idea if that's possible.

"That's why |I'm going to thank you now for everything you' ve done for nme, everything you' ve neant
to ne. Some-one you never net told nme that thoughts are real and eternal. So, even if you don't
understand ny words now, | know the time will come when what | say will reach you."

| pressed her hand between my palms to warmit and | told her what | felt.

"Thank you, Ann, for all the things you did for ne inlife, fromthe smallest to the |argest.
Everything you did had neaning and I want you to know ny gratitude for them

"Thank you for keeping nmy clothes clean, our hones clean, yourself clean. For always being fresh
and sweet snelling, always being well grooned.

"Thank you for feeding me. For the preparation of so many |lovely neals. For baking for ne at a
ti me when so few wonen bot her anynore.

"Thank you for worrying about ne when | was having difficulties of any kind. For synpathizing with
me when | was depressed.

"Thank you for your sense of hunor. For naking nme |augh when | needed it. For making ne | augh when
| neither needed nor expected it but enjoyed the extra savor of it in ny life. Thank you for your
wy perception of our life together and the world we lived in.

"Thank you for caring for me when | was ill. For seeing to it, always, that bed and paj amas were
clean, that I was well fed and had fresh juice or water to drink. That | had sonething to read or
that the television set or radio was on or that the house was kept quiet so | could sleep. A
this in addition to your other work.

"Thank you for sharing nmy love of nmusic and for sharing your |ove of nusic with me. For the
sharing of each other's |ove of beauty and nature.
"Thank you for helping us to find the lovely way of |life we had. For the furnishing and decorating

and enjoying of our different hones, the opening of themto the people we knew.

"Thank you for being affectionate with ny friends and loving to ny fanmly. Thank you for hel ping
us to build so many nutual friendships.

"Thank you for being sonmeone | was proud to be with no matter where | was or who | saw

"Thank you for our physical relationship. For sharing your female being with ne. For naking the
bodily part of our life so satisfying and exciting. For keeping ny sexual ego intact. For enjoying
my body as much as | enjoyed yours. For the warmth of your flesh on cold nights and the warnth of

file:/lIC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy...son%20-%20What%20Dreams%20May%20Come.txt (119 of 139) [12/29/2004 2:31:44 PM]



file:/11C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Ri chard%20M atheson%620-%20W hat%20Dreams%20M ay %20Come.txt
your | ove al ways.

"Thank you for having faith in my work and in ny ultimte success. | know it wasn't easy when
there were children and bills and pressures of every kind. But you never wavered in your trust
that I'd succeed and | thank you for that.

"Thank you for the nenories of things we did together and with the children. Thank you for
suggesting that we buy a canper for the famly, for helping to bring the joys of outdoor living to
me and the children. | knowit will be part of their lives nowas it was a part of ours. Thank you
for all the lovely national parks we saw together. For Sequoia and Yosemte, Lassen and Shasta,

A ynpi ¢ and Mount Ranier, d acier and Yell owstone, G and Canyon and Bryce. For Canada and all the
states we canped through from coast to coast.

"Thank you for helping us to find, and for sharing with us, the pleasures of traveling to Hawai
and the South Seas, to Europe and throughout the United States.

"Do you remenber all our Christmases together, Ann? How we used to go out, all of us, in the
camper, drive to the YYMC A lot in Reseda and pick out a tree? How we wal ked t hrough ai sl es of
bushy, pungent-smelling pine and spruce trees and chose one, |aughing, voting and contendi ng unti
we found one everybody |iked? How we took it hone and set it up and put the lights on, then the
decorations and the tinsel ? How we sat together, looking at it, the only sound our Christmas
records pl ayi ng? How we al ways said, each year, that that tree was the best we ever got and it was
al ways true for us? | renmenber all those lovely noments and | thank you for them

"Thank you for the nenories of you and ne al one together. Taking weekend trips or drives to

i nteresting places. Shopping together. Walking. Sitting on the bench and | ooking at the hills at
sunset. |'d put ny armaround your shoulders and you' d | ean against nme and we'd watch the sun go
down. That was contentnent, Ann.

"Do you renmenber the sheep that used to graze on those hills? How we watched them smiling at
their constant baaing and the delicate clank of the bells around their necks? Do you renenber the
herds of cattle that were out there sonetinmes? Sweet recollections, Ann. | thank you for them

"Thank you for the nenories of watching you with birds. Watching you take care of them and hea
them give themyour |loving attention, year after year. Those birds are waiting for you, Ann. They
| ove you.

"Thank you for giving ne the exanple of your courage and tenacity in recovering from your nervous
breakdown. It was a dreadful time in your life, in both our lives. The sl eepless nights, the fears
and uncertainties, the painful reliving of your past. The years of trying, struggling, hoping.

"Thank you for never letting those years nmake you surrender. For never letting the scars of your
chi |l dhood nake you give up your efforts to grow and strengthen yourself. And, even though |I never
want ed you to, thank you for doing all you could to keep nme from bei ng exposed to what you
suffered during that tine.

"Thank you for valuing your marriage and fanmily so highly yet still expanding as an individual
For your desire to grow and your success at doing it.

"Do you renenber going back to school? First, taking an isolated course or two, then, later, going
at it nore intensely until you'd earned your Associate of Arts degree, then your Bachelor's, then

started working toward a profession as an adult counselor? |I was so proud of you, Ann. | wi sh you

were still doing it. You would have made a wonderful counsel or—full of enpathy and | ove.

"Thank you for our children. Thank you for providing the clean and | ovely vessel of your body for
the creation of their physical lives. Do you know | still renmenber the exact nonent each of them
was born? Louise at 3:07 p.m on January 22, 1951, Richard at 7:02 a.m on Cctober 14, 1953, Marie
at 9:04 p.m on July 5 1956 and lan at 8:07 a.m on February 25, 1959. Thank you for the joy |
felt at seeing each of themfor the first time—and for the joys that each has brought to ny life.
Thank you for teaching me to be considerate of them and respect their separate identities. Thank
you for being such a fine exanple to our daughters and sons, showing themwhat's possible in a

wi fe and not her.
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"Thank you for letting me be nyself. For dealing with ne as | was, not as you imagined me to be or
wanted nme to be. Thank you for being so conpatible with my nmind and ny enotions. For helping ne to
keep ny airy thoughts on earth, for being neither domi nant nor passive but each as the occasion
demanded. For being fenale and accepting what | had to offer as a nale. For making ne feel,

al ways, like a man.

"Thank you for being tolerant of nmy failings. For neither crushing ny ego nor allowing it to grow
beyond the bounds of sense. For keeping, in ny mnd, the realization that | was a human being wth
responsibilities. Thank you for remaking ne w thout ever doing it deliberately. For helping me to
under stand nyself better. For hel ping ne acconplish more with you than | could ever have
acconpl i shed al one.

"Thank you for encouraging ne to tal k about our problens, especially as the years went by. Qur
increasing ability to talk to each other nade our narriage better and better. Thank you for

hel ping ne conbine ny ideas and feelings and conmunicate with you as a total being. Thank you for
liking ne as well as loving ne, for being not only ny wife and | over but ny friend.

"Thank you for your imagination in our life. For helping me to grow in appreciation of new
activities and new i deas. For naking ny tastes nore adventuresone in all things fromthe least to
the greatest.

"Thank you for reminding ne in acts, not words, of the right things to do where others were
concerned. For teaching nme, by exanple, that sacrifice can be a positive and | oving gesture. Thank
you for the opportunity to mature.

"Thank you for your dependability. For always being there when | needed you. Thank you for your
honesty, your val ues, your norality and conpassion. Thank you even for the bad tines between us
because, in those as well, | learned to grow.

"l apol ogi ze for every tine | failed you, every tine | |acked the understandi ng you deserved. |
apol ogi ze for not being patient and kind when | should have been. | apol ogize for all the tines |
was selfish and failed to see your needs. | always | oved you, Ann, but, often, let you down.

apol ogi ze for all those tinmes and thank you for naking me feel stronger than | was, wi ser than |
was, nore capable than | was. Thank you, Ann, for gracing nmy life with your |ovely presence, for
addi ng the sweet neasure of your soul to my existence.

"l thank you, love, for everything."

She was | ooking at me now, with such a suffering expression that, for an instant, | regretted
havi ng spoken as | had.

I medi ately, that vanished.

There was sonething in her eyes.

Vague and form ess, struggling for existence. Like a candle flane in w nd.
But definitely there.

How she tried. God in heaven, Robert, how she tried. | saw each nonment of it on her face.
Sonething in my words had ignited a tiny flanme in her m nd and now she strained to keep it
burni ng. Not even knowi ng what had sparked it into |ife. Not even knowing it was lit but only
sensing that it was. Aware of sonething. Something different. Something other than the

wr et chedness she'd been existing with.

| didn't know what to do

Shoul d | speak, attenpting to nourish the flame? O renmain silent, giving her the tinme to nurture
it herself? I didn't know. In that npbst urgent nonent in our entire relationship, | was nentally
adrift.

So | did nothing. Staring at her face. Her face so like a child's, striving to understand sone
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vast, renote nystery.
Try, | thought.

It was the only word ny mind could summon. Try. | think I nodded in encouragenment. Try. | think I
smled. Try. | held her hand so tightly. Try. | felt us both begin to trenmble. Try, Ann. Try.
Every second of our long affinity—fromthe nmoment we'd net to this incredible instant—waas in
climax now Try, Ann try. Try. Please try.

The flame went out.

| saw it die. One second it was there, barely alive. Then it was gone, the faint illunination of
it vanished fromher nmnd. And the falling off of her expression—anxi ous hope to dul
oblivion—was, to ne, the nost hideous sight |I'd seen since mny death.

"Ann!" | cried.

No response. In word or facial recognition
The cause was | ost.

| stared at her in silence, noments passing.
Until the one remaining answer canme to ne.

I couldn't | eave her there al one.

Strange how the nost horrific decision | had ever made in ny existence should inpart a sense of
peace to ne.

Instantly, | let the waiting nmagnetismstart to envel op ne.

There was no stopping it now. | felt an icy curdling in ny flesh, a horrible, clotting, chilling
condensation of ny entire body.

| alnmost tried to fight it off as mindless terror swept across my mnd.
| stopped that.
This was the one thing | could do for her

I'"d |l ose the knowl edge of it soon; not even have the sol ace of recognizing ny own gesture. But,
now, for these limted nonents, | knew exactly what | was doing. The only thing left to do.

Forswear heaven to be with her
Show nmy | ove by choosing to remain beside her for the twenty-four years she had to renain there.

| prayed that my compani onshi p—whatever it mght prove to be when | had | ost awareness—ni ght ease,
in some small way, her pain at living in this awful place.

But stay | would, no nmatter what.
| started, |ooking around.
G nger was licking nmy other hand.

As | stared at her, incredulous, | heard what was, to ne, the npbst beautiful sound in the
uni ver se.

Ann's voi ce speaki ng ny nane.
I turned to her in wonder. There were tears in her eyes.

"I's it really you?" she nmurnured
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"Yes, Ann. Really." | saw her through a shinmrering haze of tears.
"You did this ... for nme?"
I nodded. "Yes, Ann, yes. Yes." Already, | could feel awareness fading. How soon would it be gone?

How soon woul d desol ation triunph?
It didn't matter.
For those few seconds, we were reunited.

| drew her up and put ny arms around her, felt her arms around ne. W wept in each other's
enbr ace

Suddenl y, she pull ed back, her expression one of dread. "Now you can't |eave,'' she said.

"It doesn't matter." | laughed and cried at once. "It doesn't nmatter, Ann. Heaven woul d never be
heaven wi t hout you."

And, just before the darkness crept across my consci ousness, | spoke, for the last tinme to ny

wife, ny life, nmy precious Ann. My last words, whispered to her
"Let this hell be our heaven."
I ndia

THE SENSATI ON OF awakeni ng was peculiar; as though | were energing froma thick, heavy chrysalis.
| opened ny eyes and stared up at a ceiling. It was pale blue, softly tinted. | heard nothing but
the nost profound of silence.

Attenmpting to turn ny head, | found, to ny surprise, that I was too weak to nove it. For severa
monents, | felt with a sense of dread that | was paral yzed.

Then | realized it was exhaustion and cl osed ny eyes again.

How long | slept, | cannot say. The next thing | recall was opening ny eyes again. The sane bl ue
ceiling, pale, irradiant. | | ooked down at ny body. | was lying on a couch, wearing a white robe.

Was | back in Summerl| and?
Using nmy right elbow, | raised nyself slowy and | ooked around.

I was in an inmense hall which was ceilinged but not walled, tall lonic colums serving as side
supports. There were hundreds of couches in the room alnpost all with people on them Men and
worren, dressed in robes the color of the ceiling, noved anong the couches, |eaning over now and
then to speak to reclining figures, stroking their heads. | was back in Sumrerl and.

But where was Ann?
"Are you all right?"

| 1 ooked around at the sound of the woman's voice. She was standing behind ne.

"Am | in Summerland?" | asked.

"Yes." She | eaned over and stroked ny hair. "You' re safe. Rest."

"Wowife ..."

Sonething flowed fromher fingertips into my mnd; something soothing. | |ay down again.

"Don't worry about anything now," she said. "Just rest."

| felt sleep drifting over ne again; warm soft, silken sleep. |I closed ny eyes and heard the
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worman say, “"That's right. C ose your eyes and sleep. You're perfectly safe.”
| thought about Ann.
Then was asl eep once nore.

Again, | cannot tell howlong | slept. | only know | woke again to see the blue, effulgent ceiling
over head.

This time | thought of Al bert, speaking his name in nmy m nd.

When he failed to appear, | felt alarned and pushed up on ny el bow.

The hall was still the sane—peacefully still. The floor was thickly carpeted, | saw, and, here and
there, handsone tapestries hung down from above. Al the floor space, as |'ve said, was spaced
with couches. | |looked to nmy right and saw one six or seven feet away, a worman sleeping on it. To

nmy left, another couch, an old man on it, also asleep

I forced nyself to sit up. | had to find out where Ann was. Again, | thought of Al bert but to no
avai |l . What was wong? He'd always come to ne before. Hadn't he returned to Summer| and? Was he
still in that terrible place?

I struggled to ny feet. | felt incredibly heavy, Robert. As though, despite the sheddi ng of that
chrysalis, ny flesh was still encased in stone. | could hardly nove across the hall, past endless
ranks of sleeping people, male and fenale, old and young.

| stopped in the entrance to an adjoining hall.

Here, there was no scene of rest. People thrashed in frantic sleep or, partially conscious, tried
to sit up, had no strength to do so and fell back heavily or struggled to rise, restrained by nen
and wonen in bl ue.

Nor was it silent like the hall 1'd left. This one was di scordant with sobs and cries, enbittered
and di ssentient voices.

Nearby, | saw a man in blue talking to a woman on a couch. She | ooked confused and angry and kept
trying to sit up but couldn't. The man patted her on the shoul der and spoke to her reassuringly.

I 1 ooked across the hall in startlenment as a man began to shout. "lI'ma Christian and a foll ower
of nmy Saviour! | demand to be taken to ny Lord! You have no right to keep ne here! No right!"

| saw a man in blue gesture to several of his associates and they gathered around the furious man
to touch him In seconds, he was heavily asl eep

"You shoul d be resting," said a voice.

| |1 ooked around and saw a young man in a blue robe smling at ne. | tried to answer but nmy tongue
felt thick and weighted. Al | could do was stare at him

"Cone," he said. | felt his hand on ny armand, with the touch, that sense of silken confort once
again. Everything began to blur around ne. | knew that he was wal king ne but couldn't see. Wat
was this subtle narcotic in their touch? | wondered "as | felt the soft couch under nme once nore
and sank into a deep sl eep.

When | woke up, Albert was sitting on the edge of the couch, smiling at ne.

"You're better now, " he said.

"VWhat is this place?" | asked.
"The Hall of Rest."

"How | ong have | been here?"
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"Quite a while," he told ne.
"Those people in the next—= | pointed.

"Those who' ve di ed suddenly and violently, waking for the first tine," he said. "Refusing to
believe that their bodies are gone but they still exist."

"That man ...

"One of many who expect to sit at the right hand of God and believe that those who fail to share
their ideas are dooned to eternal tornent. In many ways, these are the nost backward soul s of
all."

"You didn't cone before," | said.

"I couldn't until you were adequately rested,” he replied. "I received your calls but wasn't
permitted to answer them"

"I thought you were still—= 1 broke off, reaching out to grip his arm "Al bert, where is she?"
asked.

He didn't answer.
"She's not still in that awful place.”

He shook his head. "No," he told me. "You spared her that."

"Thank God!" | felt a burst of joy.

"By going there and staying with her of your own free will, you gave her just enough awareness to
escape. "

"Then she's here," | said.

"You were with her for sonme tine," he told ne. "That's why you've been here, regaining your
strength." He put a hand on nmy arm and squeezed it. "I really didn't think it could be done,
Chris," he said. "I never foresaw what you were able to do for her. | thought in terns of logic. |
shoul d have realized that only | ove could reach her."

"She is safe,” | said.

"Safe fromwhere she was."

| felt a trenmor of uneasiness. "She's here?" | asked. "In Sunmerl and?
He seened reluctant to answer.

"Albert." | |ooked at himanxiously. "Can | see her?"

He sighed. "I'mafraid not, Chris."

| stared at himin blank di smay.

"You see," he said, "although the |ove of someone close can, on occasion, elevate a soul to
Sunmer | and—+hough 1've never seen it done with a suicide—that soul is, rarely, if ever, able to
remai n here."

"Why?" | asked. That | was back in Sumrerl and seened, suddenly, a hollow victory.

"There are a hundred different answers to that question,
which is that Ann just isn't ready for it yet."

he said. "A thousand. The sinplest of

"VWere is she then?" | was sitting up now, gazing at hi m apprehensively.
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He seened to brace hinmself. Was that a smile? "Well," he started, "the answer to that brings up a
subject so imense | don't know where to begin. You haven't been in Sunmerland | ong enough to have
been exposed to it."

"What subject?" | asked.

"Rebirth," he said.

| felt dazed and lost. The nore | learned of afterlife, the nore confusing it becane.
"Rebi rth?"

"You've actually survived death many tines," he said. "You renenber the identity of the life you
just departed but you've had—we've all had—a nultitude of past lives."

A nmenory surfaced fromthe darkness in ny mnd. A cottage and an old man |ying on a bed, two
peopl e nearby, a white-haired worran and a mi ddl e-aged nan, their dress foreign, the wonan's accent
unfam liar as she said, "I think he's gone."

That old man had been ne?

"Are you telling ne that Ann is back on earth agai n?" | asked.
He nodded and | couldn't restrain a groan of despair.

"Chris, would you rather she was still where you found her?"
"No, but —=

"Because you hel ped her understand what she'd done," he said, "she was able to replace her self-
i mprisonment with imediate rebirth. Surely, you can see the vast inprovenent in that."

"Yes, but—= Again, | couldn't finish. OF course, | was grateful that she was free of that dreadfu
pl ace.

Still, now, we were separated again.

"Where?" | asked.

He answered quietly. "India."

The path begins on earth
AT LAST, | spoke. One word
"India ?"

"It was inmedi ately available," he said, "as well as offering a challenge to her soul; a handicap
to overcome which can counterbal ance the negative effect of her suicide."

"Handi cap?" | asked uneasily.

"The body she's chosen will, in later years, contract an illness which will cause severe sleep
deprivation."

Ann had taken her life with sleeping pills. To balance the scales, she'd acquire a condition which
woul d not permt her to sleep nornally.

"And she chose this?" | asked, wanting to be sure of that.
"Absolutely," Al bert said. "Rebirth is always a matter of choice."
I nodded slowy, staring at him "Wat about—the rest?" | asked.

"The rest is good," he said. "In conpensation for the pain she endured and the progress she
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achieved in her last life. Her new parents are intelligent, attractive people, the father in |oca
governnent, the nother a successful artist. Ann—she'll have anot her nane, of course—wi |l be given
much | ove and opportunity for creative and intellectual growth."

I thought about it for a while before | spoke. Then |I said, "I want to go back too."
Al bert | ooked distressed.

"Chris," he said, "unless one has to, one should never choose rebirth until one has studi ed and
i nproved the nmind so that the next life is an inprovenment over the |ast."

"I"'msure that's true," | conceded. "But | have to be with her and help her if I can. | fee
guilty for not having hel ped her enough in our past life together. I want to try again.”

"Chris, think," he said. "Do you really want to return so soon to a world where nasses are robbed
and cheated by a few? Were food is destroyed while millions starve? Were service to state is a
brute hypocrisy? Wiere killing is a sinpler solution than |oving?"

Hi s words were harsh but | knew he spoke them for ny benefit, hoping to convince ne to renain in
Sumer | and and gr ow.

"I know you're right," | said. "And | know you have ny best interests at heart. But | |ove Ann and
I have to be with her, hel ping her as best | can.”

H's smle was sad but accepting. "l understand." He nodded. "Well, |I'mnot surprised," he said.
"I've seen you both together."

| started. "Wen?"

"When both of you were taken fromthat etheric prison.” His smle was tender now. "Your auras

bl end. You have the sanme vibration, as | told you. That's why you can't bear being separated from
her. She's your soul mate and | understand conpletely why you want to be with her. I'm sure Ann
chose rebirth in hope of bringing both of you together somehow. Still—=

"What ?"
"I wish you could understand the inplications of returning."
"It can be done, can't it?" | asked in concern

"It may not be sinple," he answered. "And there could be risks."
"What sort of risks?"
He hesitated, then replied. "W'd best have an expert tell you."

I thought | could return inediately. | should have known that such a conpl ex process was not so
easily effected; that, like everything in afterlife, it required study.

First came the |l ecture.

Near the center of the city | was in a giant, circular tenple seating thousands. A shaft of white
I'ight shone down on it, clearly visible in spite of the abundant illum nation

When Al bert and | entered the tenple, we noved unhesitatingly to a pair of seats halfway to the
speaker's platform | cannot tell you why. They weren't narked or different, in any way, from al
the other seats. Still, | knew those seats were ours before we reached them

The nmassive audi ence was tal king quietly; by which, of course, | nmean w thout an audi bl e sound.
Many smiled at us as we took our places.

"Are all these people planning to be reborn?" | asked in surprise.

"l doubt it," Albert said. "Mst of themare probably here to learn.”
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I nodded, trying not to acknow edge ny nounting unrest. It was sinmlar to the feeling |I'd had when
I first arrived in Sunmerl and; when sonmething in ne had, unconsciously, been aware of Ann's
i mpendi ng sui ci de.

Simlar, | say. It couldn't be the sane. | knew that she would live now, not die. Still, our
separation was equally distressing to ne. | couldn't tell you, Robert, what the higher
ram fications are of being soul mates. | can tell you this however. As long as you are separated

fromyour own, that long are you troubled. No nmatter what the circunstances, no matter how
exquisite the environnment in which you find yourself.

To be half of one can only be a torment when the other half is gone.
A lovely woman wal ked up to the platformnow and smled at us, began to speak.

"Shakespeare put it this way in referring to death," she said. "The undi scovered country from
whose bourn no traveler returns.'

She smled again. "Beautifully expressed," she said, "if totally inaccurate. W have al
di scovered this country followi ng our 'deaths.' Wat is nore, it is a bourn fromwhich al
travel ers must, eventually, return.

"W are triune," she continued. "Spirit, soul and body; this last third—+n earthly |ife—eonposed
of physical, etheric and astral bodies. | will not discuss our spirit at this tinme. Qur sou
contains the essence of God within us. This essence directs our course of life, guiding the sou
through many life experiences. Each time a portion of the soul descends into flesh, it absorbs
that experience and evol ves, becoming enriched by it. Or— She paused, "—detracting fromit."

Whi ch was essentially what Al bert had said, | recalled. Ann's suicide had detracted from her sou
and, now, she had chosen to absorb enough positive experience to rebuild it.

How is this larger self added to or subtracted fron? By nmenory. Each of us has an external and an
internal nmenory, the external belonging to our visible body, the internal to our invisible—er
spiritual —body. Every single thing any one of us has ever thought, wlled, spoken, done, heard or
seen is inscribed on this internal nenory.

Thi s comprehensive recollection always remains in its "Father's house,"” grow ng or dim nishing
with the results of each new physical life. The astral —er spirit—body returns to earth but remains
the sane. Only the body of flesh and its etheric double is altered.

There is a line of comunication between the higher self and whatever physical formthe soul has,
currently, chosen. For instance, if the physical self receives an inspiration, it cones fromthe

soul. The so-called "still, small voice" is know edge from former | essons which warn an individua
not to comit sone act which would do injury to its soul

However, by and | arge, except in cases of those born receptive to its existence or who, by |ooking
i nwar d—edi t ati ng—becone aware of it, the penetration of this true self into matter is rarely
percei ved

"The process, then, is this,” the woman told us. "Life after life of effort, interspersed with
peri ods of rest and study on this plane, gradually shapes the soul to that which it aspires to be.
Sonetinmes, what it has failed to achieve in life can be achieved in afterlife so that the next
rebirth is attended by nore awareness, nore ability to effect the ultinmate aspiration toward God.

"Thus, the triunity which we are experiences a triad of incarnation, disincarnation and
rei ncarnation. Man should be well aware of howto die for he has done it many tines. Yet, every
time he returns to flesh—with rare excepti ons—he forgets again."

A question occurred to nme. Amazingly, the woman answered it as though she'd picked it fromny
nm nd.

"You appear now as you did in your last incarnation," she said. "You have, of course, had many
di fferent appearances, sone of the opposite sex. You retain the | ook of your previous life,
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however, because it is nost vivid in your nenory.

"When that life term nated, your consciousness receded, in stages, toward its source, dissociating
itself fromits involvenent in matter. This process of relinquishnment took place in the etheric
wor |l d where your desires and feelings were refined, all nonregenerated forces fromyour life
focused and transmuted. At |ength, your consciousness receded to this nmental or 'heaven' stage
where it is, now, conpletely free of matter.'

I didn't know whether she'd receive ny thanks for the answer but | nodded once. It may have been
i magi ned but it seenmed as though she sm | ed and nodded back

"The length of the stay in afterlife varies," she continued. "Sonetinmes a thousand years may pass
bet ween i ncarnations. Wien awareness cones after death, the initial inpulse of the personality is
to reincarnate. Newconers invariably begin to practice the nmethod by which vibrations are
controlled so they can be reborn

"The real discipline is for a soul to decide to remain in Sumerland and study to inmprove so that

the next incarnation will be a larger forward step in the soul-growh process.”
Anot her question occurred to ne; inmmediately answered again. | wondered if | was the only one
thinking it.

"Not everyone is reborn,"” the wonan said. "Sone souls are so advanced they no |onger reincarnate
but pass on to a |l evel of existence beyond anything that earth can offer, achieving a fina
reuni on with God.

"These souls, having found no remaining lack in their attenpts to atone for m sdeeds or acquire
know edge, elect to join the Creator and are drawn into a state of perfect oneness with H m
becom ng, as it were, integral with the universal pattern."”

She did not go into the details of this so-called "third" death since it is too conplex and all of
us had nmuch experience to face yet, nuch to learn and nmany limtations to overcone. Limtations
which can only be dealt with on earth because it is the only place where they can be externalized.
Summerland is far too malleable, far too easy to control. Only in the density of matter can any
personality face the nobst severe of trials. It is man's primary testing ground, the place for
action and experi nent.

Al'l of us have a path to follow and the path begi ns on earth.
Through all eternity
"How, SPECIFI CALLY, is it done?" the woman continued. "For those concerned, in this manner."

I found nyself |eaning forward. What she'd said, to that point, had been interesting. Now,
however, she was going to tell us—tell ne how | could go about rejoining Ann once nore.

Here is what she told us, Robert.

When a soul who seeks reentry into flesh selects his preference of parents, he—er she—lears it
with what might be termed a conputer. Then, if there is conpetition, so to speak, for a particular
pl acenment, the conputer will decide which soul is nost appropriate to the task—er, nore |ikely,
nmost in need of it.

I call it a conputer but, of course, it is nore conplex than that, being capable of blending the
t hought patterns of all those who have applied for a simlar type of heredity and environnent. As
this mass of thought material is synchronized into an overall pattern, the soul npst qualified
cones to recogni ze that he or she is the one to be selected and the rest, unquestioning, search
further.

She warned us that it is tenpting, in the state of freedomenjoyed in Sunmrerland, to plan a life
ahead as being one of great anmbition

"Let nme caution any of you who plan rebirth,"” she said, "to be aware of the restrictions you wll
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face in physical life. Demand |l ess in order to acconplish nore is the preferable nethod."

The details will fascinate you, Robert: In the Far East, souls desiring to re-enter matter remain
in the abodes of nen and wonen and, when the time is propitious, visualize thenselves as cells and
enter the wonbs of their nothers to be. It is sinple and unconpli cat ed.

It is, also, dangerous. Should the child be born dead, the soul becones |ocked in a cona on the
etheric level, no longer a viable entity but one which cannot free its consciousness. This is
because the soul mind is in deep sleep when rebirth takes place. No nmental action is possible
until a child's faculties are ready to be utilized.

Anot her danger of this nmethod is that the soul may, inadvertently, select a vehicle which is
mentally or physically deformed. In that event, the nistake must be borne for life. At tines, of
course, this way is chosen deliberately as a neans of "paying of f" Karnic debts, Karna being the
doctrine of inevitable consequence for our deeds. A soul entering a sick or damaged body, who
meets and overcones these handi caps with good cheer, grows faster spiritually than one who, by
earthly standards, has everything to live for. As, God willing, in Ann's case.

VWiile, in any area of the world, the soul has the option of entering its new vehicle of life at
any stage from conception to post-birth, the Cccidental nethod is, usually, to wait until the
child is born. That way, no soul can ever be |locked into the coma | nentioned.

The actual process of rebirth depends on the ability of the soul to contract its spiritua

bodi es—astral, then etheric—until they can be coordinated with the body of the child. This
coordi nation usually takes place immediately after birth and is not easy to acconplish. For this
reason, the process usually requires the assistance of a spirit physician who can see, in his or
her mnd' s eye, the spinal cords of both child and spirit bodies and nerge them

As | indicated, another nethod of reincarnation occurs as follows: The soul does not enter the
body until the child has devel oped for five to eight weeks. That way, the certainty of a proper
physi cal vessel beconmes conpl etely defi ned.

"Upon incarnating," the worman continued, "all menories of the previous life and the interval in
afterlife are obliterated and a fresh set of nental inpressions begun. Cccasionally, if the
reincarnation is precipitate, the menory | asts—which explains the high incidence of such cases in
India, for instance.

"For several nonths, the soul sleeps in the baby which utilizes animal instincts to learn the
operations of its body—feeding, sleeping and perform ng organic functions. Only when the sou
begi ns to awaken does the child begin to denonstrate active intelligence.

"The soul does not wake all at once but progressively throughout the chil dhood and youth of the
new i ndividual. Infrequently, a soul wakes prematurely and recalls, if not its past life, its past
skills; thus the occasional appearance of child prodigies.

"The soul gradually merges with the body so that, at approximately the age of twenty-one, it has
incarnated fully. Sonetinmes, a soul will not 'wake up' until its vehicle is nearly m ddl e-aged. In
that case, the personality shows no signs of full intellectual activity until then

"And following its new life span, the immortal soul, which has gone forth into incarnation to
struggle for the nastery of its nature, returns, once nore, to hone for refreshnent and new st udy
before returning again to earth in its cyclic search for perfection—and reunion with God.

I will say no nore about the lecture. Further information on reincarnation is not essential to ny
story; there are books you can read if you are interested.

My next step was to reopen the cl osed book of nmy nenory and exanmine it once nore.
By utilization of ny individual wave | ength, I was shown ny past |ives.

It was a dizzying spectacle, Robert, in which nothing was withheld. | scarcely had tinme to react
as the details flooded before ne, a vivid burst of events, each nonent reproduced in total detail.
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I have had many lifetinmes but | will mention only the last two in which Ann and | were together

I was in contact with her in the 1300s when both our souls expressed thenselves in what may be
terned "the fem nine franmework." We were sisters, eleven years apart—nyself the ol der—but so
close in our relationships that friends and fanmly remarked on it with wondernent. Al our lives
we were, psychol ogically, inseparable.

We cane together again in the 1700s, in Russia, nme in the nmasculine val ence, she in the femn nine.
We grew up, know ng each other, lost contact for a while, then net again in our teen years, fel
inlove and married. | was a witer in that lifetinme too; novels and short stories. Ann (her nane
was di fferent then, of course) believed in nme loyally though ny success was m ni nal .

It was the end of that life that |I'd witnessed at my second death.

Now | saw not only its conclusion but all of it, given a perspective which allowed ne to observe
what plan and purpose not only that former |ife had possessed but all my other lives as well.

I will not go into details here; again, it is irrelevant to what | have to say. Suffice to nention
that | decided that the one factor needed nore than any other to enhance the growmh of ny soul is
the hel ping of others. Which tied in perfectly with ny desire to be with Ann again. Al bert had
told ne that, in time, she will need nuch medical care.

I will beconme a doctor.

At first, | considered being born in India as well. The difficulties of doing so and ending up a
doctor, however, are close to insuperable and | have had to alter the idea. Being born in Indiais
not the objective anyway. Utimtely reach-big India to help Ann is.

Which is why |'ve chosen who | have as parents: Dr. and Ms. Arthur Braningwell of Philadel phia
They are young and well-to-do and | will be their only child. I will have a confortable
upbringing, attend nedi cal school and believe | amto followin ny father's footsteps.

At the age of thirty, that resolve will change entirely, for reasons | will not go into, and

will leave the path of confort to practice nmedicine in the deprived areas of the world.
Eventually, | will arrive in India, take care of, fall in love with and, finally, marry a young
worman whose soul will be Ann's. Whether we will ever know or even sense what is really happening

is not inmportant. We will be together again.
Not hi ng el se natters.

The infant body chosen by ne is four and a half weeks old now. It will not be strong enough for
the entry of ny astral and etheric bodies until it is seven weeks ol d.

I have been lingering near the body constantly, experinmenting with the process of reducing those
bodies to the size of the child. When | amready for transition, a doctor, skilled in the
procedure, will set up a radioactive current which will make it possible to connect the bodies
through a gland at the base of the child's brain.

Then | will enter.

In the final nonents before incarnation, | will try to evolve a clear inage of the type of body I
need. In this way, | can help to generate the health and strength required to do the life work I
have planned. If | fail to do this, the child' s body could, conceivably, be carried off by an
early illness or I might, like Ann, be weak and sickly.

I confess to you, Robert, that | feel a strong revulsion toward rebirth. Enough time has el apsed
so that the idea of returning to flesh is no longer inviting to ne. At the monent, only the
know edge that Ann has gone back nakes me want to return. For, in truth, it is not courageous to
die. True courage is involved in being born voluntarily, |eaving the nmanifold beauties of
Sunmer | and to plunge back into the depths of dark, inmprisoning matter. Trauma isn't caused by
death but by life. One can die w thout knowing it.
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Birth invariably entails a shock of recognition.
I will reassure nyself by thinking of my dream

That, one day, we will be together here in Sumerland. That we will share our love in this
exquisite clinme, our oneness an abiding confort to each other

Per haps, as Al bert has suggested, we will be renarried soneday in one of heaven's great
cathedral s, the cerenony perfornmed by a Master froma higher |evel, a chorus singing us a hym of
joy to our united | ove.

I will give her gifts of my own creati on—flowers, clothing, jewels and ornanents, furnishings for
the hone we will make together. A home which will blend our tastes and desires, located in a

| ovely, natural setting we will cherish al ways.

There we will, | pray, remain and learn and grow until the tine when we will rise together to the

ultimate heights, changing in appearance but never in devotion, sharing the transcendent glory of
our love through all eternity.

Return to ny | ove
THERE WAS ONE thing nore | had to do before departure
Dictate this book and have it brought to you

Again, | will not detail how | was put in contact with the woman who brought you this nmanuscript.
Oiginally, 1'd planned to have it given to nmy children. But when it turned out that the only
sensitive avail able was on the east coast, | decided to have the book brought to you instead.

I hope it is published and read by many. | hope that, at the very least, a few people are prepared
for the inevitable transition which will take place at the end of their lives.

My account draws to a cl ose.

Renenber this: What | have told you is partial. It could be no other way. | could only tell you
what |, personally, saw and heard. It is ny recollection of what happened, nothing nore. Recal
what Al bert told ne.

The mnd is all.

| enmphasi ze that strongly. The experience was nmy experience and no one else's. Wile it is al
completely true, it is not, by any neans, definitive regarding afterlife experience.

Anot her person would tell a different story.

Renenber this as well: Things | have not told you would fill a hundred volunes. Accept nmy word
that the variety in afterlife is boundl ess. There is so much nore that ny account is as a grain of
sand to all the beaches and the deserts in the world.

I nmust nmention, too, that all | have described has taken place on a relatively |ow | evel of
spiritual existence. There are planes which | have never known and may not know for eons.

In brief, there is no standard afterlife reality. | told you nmy experience. Yours wll be
different. You can be sure of only one thing.

I't will happen.
| feel it vital to enlarge upon my point.
Nothing is as sinple as | have stated it.

In actuality, the conditions of survival cannot be explained in terms of time, space and form |
have described peopl e, locations and events but these were subject to ny ability—or lack of it—to
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see things as they really are.

In point of fact, the entire experience may have been precisely what | told nyself it was
follow ng nmy death.

A dream
When you sl eep, your dreamworld is as real to you as life, isn't it?
So it may be here as well.

By that token, it is only natural that what | have referred to as Sunmerl and woul d appear as it
does. Since the phenonena of this |level are essentially thought pictures carried over by the
consci ousness of those newly arrived fromearth, what el se could Sumrerl and be but an idealized
version of earth?

Al bert told ne, at the very outset, that heaven was a state of m nd.
It is.

Consi der though. Isn't earth a state of mnd as well? Matter is no nore than energy which, to the
human intellect, appears static. Life is the state of consci ousness which perceives this energy as
matter. Death is the state of consci ousness which no | onger perceives it as such.

Life on earth is only a panoranma of vivid observations which seemreal to you
Why shoul d afterlife seemless real?

Let me not confuse you though.

It will seemreal enough to you.

And, please, ny brother, do not fear it.

Death is not the king of terrors.

Death is a friend.

Consider it this way. Do you fear to sleep at night? O course not. Because you know that you wll
wake agai n.

Thi nk of death the same way. As a sleep fromwhich, inevitably, you will awaken.

True life is a process of beconing. Death is a stage in this progression. Life is not followed by
un-life.

There is only a single continuity of being.

We are part of a plan, never doubt that. A plan to bring each one of us to the highest |evel of
which we are capable. The way will be dark at times but it |eads, assuredly, to light.

Never forget, however, that we pay for every act and thought and feeling we commt.
One statenment fromthe Bible says it all

What soever a man soweth, that shall he also reap

Peopl e are not punished for their deeds but by them

If only everyone believed that.

If only every man and woman in the world knewbeyond a shadow of a doubt—that they would have to
face the consequences of their lives.

The worl d coul d change overni ght.
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God bl ess you.

I return to ny |ove.

Epi | ogue

I HAVE JUST returned from Phil adel phi a.

Maybe it was foolish of me. It's entirely possible that the woman who brought ne the manuscri pt
was aware of the existence of Dr. Braningwell and his wife. There is no way of know ng for

certain. | can only wonder again. If this is so, why should she go to all that trouble to deceive
me?
At first, | thought of knocking on the Braningwells' door and telling themny story.

Rationality soon dispensed with that.

What | did was wait until their nmaid took the baby for a carriage ride. | wal ked behind her to a
smal | nei ghborhood park, and, there, while she was sitting on a bench, | stopped and chatted with
her briefly, glancing at the child. Feeling a perfect fool for doing so. But feeling sonething
else as well as | stared into the eyes of that child.

Ane.

Does that baby boy possess the soul of ny brother Chris? WIIl he really go to India when he has
passed his thirtieth

year, neet a young wonman possessing the soul of my brother's wife Ann and marry her?
I wish to God | knew.

I"msixty-three years old, however. It's obvious I'lI|l never live to verify it. | could tell mny
children to check it out but I"'msure they'd find it difficult to retain interest in a vague,
i mpr obabl e event which nmay or may not occur decades hence in a country thousands of niles away.

So there it will, doubtless, end.

All | can do is repeat: If the manuscript is true, all of us had better exam ne our |ives.
Careful ly.

THE END
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Af t erwor d

Both the novel that you have just read and the nan who wote it, changed ny life forever—tw ce.
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Now, | realize that is a rather extrene statenment—and film producers are known to succunb to
hyperbol e every now and then—but, in this case, it is, if anything, an understatement. To better
explain, | need to go back to neeting Richard Mat heson, twenty-two years ago.

In January 1976,1 was twenty-nine years old and | ooking for a job in the novie business. A friend
recomrended | read a book naned Bid Tine Return, by Richard Mat heson. As soon as | finished the
book, | knew | had to get in the novie business right away so | could produce the filmversion of
the book. A nmonth later, | managed to get nyself hired by a filmproducer naned Ray Stark as his
assistant. My very first phone call on ny very first day of work was to Richard's agent to arrange
to neet Richard

The next week, we net for lunch at an old restaurant in Burbank naned Sorrentino's. W became
instant friends and, in a handshake, he prom sed we could work out a deal to develop Bid Tine
Return as a film It took three years, but the collaboration bore fruit. In 1979, | produced ny
first fil mSonmewhere in Tine, based on Bid Tine Return. (Richard wote the screenplay as well.)
During those three years, Richard becane a |loving and patient nmentor, introducing nme to the
concepts of nmetaphysics and consci ousness and changi ng ny perspectives on what it truly may nean
to be human; hence the first tinme Richard and his work changed ny life.

(I have recently been anused to hear from Somewhere in Tinme devotees that someone named Stephen
Simon is claining to have produced Sonmewhere in Tine when the listed producer is Stephen Deutsch

To clarify this, only recently have | legally returned to ny birth name of "Sinon" fromny adopted
name of "Deutsch." So Deutsch did produce Somewhere in Tinme, but now he is Sinon, or perhaps
shoul d say Sinon produced Sonmewhere in Tinme, but he was Deutsch. . . . Well, anyway, you get the

i dea.)

Just before we comrenced pre-production of Sonewhere in Tine (late 1978), Richard asked me if |
wanted to read the galleys of a new book he had witten. O course, | was thrilled. Early that
evening, | read What Dreans May Cone for the first tinme. | read it in one sitting and cried—no,
sobbed—al | the way through. When | finished, |I felt like | had gone through an initiation into
mysteries of love and life that | had been |l ooking for forever. |I didn't sleep that night. In the
wee hours, | read the book again, and sobbed through it again. In that nonent, | becanme a

consci ous met aphysician and a man determined to find a way to bring the nmost unique |ove story
ever witten to the screen; hence, the second tine Richard and his work changed my life.

The next norning, | rushed to Richard's house to hug him thank him and beg himto "let ne run"
with What Dreans May Come, that is, pursue it as a film Richard had been very pleased with
Sonewhere in Tine so that, conbined with his recognition of and his benusenent with ny obsessive
passion to do it, convinced Richard to make another handshake deal with ne. And, | assured him it
"wouldn't take three years this tinme." Wll, |I was kind of right—+t's taken nineteen years! MW
partner, Bar-net Bain, and | have now produced the screen version of What Dreans May Cone through
our production conpany, Metafilmcs, in association with Ted Field' s Inter-scope Conmunicati ons.
The filmwas financed and will be distributed worldwi de by PolyGam It stars Robin WIlians, Cuba
Goodi ng, Jr., Annabella Sciorra, and Max von Sydow and was directed by Vincent Ward, who nost
recently directed another wonderful love story entitled Map of the Human Heart. Acadeny Award-

Wi nning screenwiter, Ron Bass (Rainman), adapted the book for the screen

The tal e of those nineteen years is, obviously, another story. Suffice it nowto say that both Ted
Field (Interscope Comuni cations) and M chael Kuhn (PolyGam) are nmajor heroes in the saga.

So to the book itself, why ny passion? Wiy has it becone such a "cult" classic that it has changed
people's lives?

First, and | believe forenost, it is a powerful and totally original |love story. It is said that
the keys to a great |love story are the obstacl es-which the | overs nust overcone; further, the

bi ggest chal l enge of a story which transpires in the afterlife is the question of jeopardy. Wat
sure jeopardy can there be if one cannot die? Richard' s genius addressed both of the issues in one
bol d and i nnovative pl ot devel opnent.

Second, the bold way in which Richard creates a whole cosnoblogy in the afterlife giving the reader
the opportunity to truly experience a whole world—not just glinpses through the "tunnel," but a
whol e worl d.
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Third, over the years, |'ve participated in and wi tnessed anot her phenonenon about the book. Many
peopl e have read this book for the first tine literally as they entered the |ast days or even
hours of their lives. For exanple, the nother of a dear friend of mne was dying of cancer. The
worman was terrified of death because she had never been exposed to a belief systemwhich held life
as a passage between incarnations and other realns of consciousness. | gave this book to ny friend
who read it and passed it on to her nother. Her nmother's entire deneanor changed. Her fear passed.
When she did "cross over" a few days later, ny friend was at her side and reported to me that her
mot her was peaceful and even anticipatory in those |ast few monents; further, my friend had the
distinct inpression that her nmother's spirit lingered in the roomto confort ny friend and |let her
know that all was well with her nother. Now when a work of art (as this book truly is) can help a
reader transcend life itself, it deserves to be viewed in a very special light all its own.

VWhat Dreans May Cone is a truly visionary novel witten by a visionary author at the top of his
powers. W need to renenber that the self-exam nation and consci ousness of the 90s didn't exist
twenty years ago when Richard wote the book. Today, every branch of the entertai nnent industry
acknow edges and enbraces thenmes is Richard's witings. In nusic today, the record stores have
whol e areas devoted to Enya, Yanni, when twenty years ago, it was a corner bin in the back—aybe
Renenber? In the world of books today, The Cel estine Prophecy sells twelve mllion copies, Deepak
Chopra's books sell way into the mllions, and the bookstores and bestseller lists are replete
wi th such books. Twenty years ago, you had to go to specialty bookstores to find "that" kind of
material. And, in ny industry, there are a | ot of good reasons why | couldn't find financing for
the filmuntil nowneither the industry nor the world was ready for Richard's version of twenty
years ago, until now.

Ri chard Mat heson saw a | ot of this com ng. He sensed the approachi ng awareness of our era, the
questions he knew woul d be asked about the nature of existence, and he wote a truly evol utionary
novel. Into it, he suffused his love for his wonderful wife, Ruth. Only soneone who | oves as
deeply as Richard loves Ruth could wite the epic love story depicted in these pages.

Over the years, Richard and | have | aughed—and cried, that he wote a novel that was way ahead of
its time. He did. Wonderfully, though, unlike others before him Richard is still very much around
to see his vision recognized and cone to fruition. This special edition and the film about to be
rel eased validate and recognize Richard's genius. The vision and the visionary converge in the
magi cal illusion we call life.

If you want to know what issues humanity will be facing twenty years fromnow, there's a guy
sitting at his desk in Southern California who has, | assure you, already seen that world. In
fact, he's probably witing about it as you read this.

I can think of no greater honor than being asked to wite this afterword about an extraordi nary
adventure into love and life.

—St ephen Si non
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