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| reach to hold you

In a half way sleep
Embracing fears stars shed
Replete

A blended seam

Of parts once lost

A stream of charts

Forms dreamed so deep

| know your pain because |
Bleed your grief

From years alone
Enforced deceit

Form what you are

Not what you've been
Together meld

Break chains

Begin

All I've wanted

Is a custom love
The kind that fits me
Like a tender

Glove

Without defenses
Or a will to bend
Without betrayal

As the focused

End

To reach together
And become it all
Entwined inside
Just like

Before the fall

I.W. Riney
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EDDIE'S PROLOGUE

If I had never met Cash Wilson, | would still néng in a five bedroom split
level on two acres by a lake north of Dallas. df for Cash Wilson, I'd be driving my
Mercedes and sailing around the Virgin Islandsiigrcustomary two weeks every year.
If it hadn't been for Cash Wilson, | would stillveaa loving wife and my own nationally
televised show.

As itis, I'm presently in the middle of a Soutmérican jungle with canvas for a
roof, a trench for a lavatory, a twenty year olchardeep and two changes of clothing.
My only companions, other than a sixteen year olg lbonsist of several semi-literate
natives who come down the mountain and out ofuhglg village five days a week to

hear me talk.



| hadn't even known that Cash had a pencil. Bentas | read his notes, |

discovered that there was a lot | hadn't known aB@ash Wilson.



CASH WILSON'S OBSERVATIONS

| want to say all of this up front, right now aetbeginning, so you don't get the
idea that I'm some sort of religious freak who é@edis that a vindictive God crouches out
there waiting for me to make a mistake so he camg® and damn me to an eternal hell
full of mind monsters and sulfurous vapors. Mdshe people around here will tell you
that I'm amoral, savage and totally without valaemorals. | think that | met God once,
fifteen years ago, halfway around the world, inace that resembled the hell described
by the Biblical prophets. He stretched out besige stomach down, on damp, decaying
vegetation and watched the straw village burnslomw motion, He looked through my
stinging eyes and identified the headless, shelsbd body on my left as my brother,
Chet. With me, He heard the anguished cries abblipuleath gasps from the
settlement. Through my nose, He sniffed the coetbmdors of burning grain and

searing flesh. He shook His head in disbelief tanded to me.



"This is worse than | had thought,” He had tonddow could you allow this to
happen?"

| had stutteringly denied my part in it all, trgimo explain about draft and
containing communism.

"No," He had thundered. "Everyone is responsillew and always!"

The lady psychiatrist at the stateside Veteran'spial helped me to understand
that my "hallucination” had been induced by the bimad traumas of seeing Chet blown
to pieces and being forced to destroy a villageupdpd by women and children. She
told me that my feelings of guilt and responsipiliad led me to project that particular
image. Most of me even believed her until a cogpeeeks ago.

Two weeks ago, | met Edward. At that time, | ldeaoout the crystal skull. That

was when my life changed.

*kk

Edward Stevenson Il is a third generation evasgédorn in an orange canvas
circus tent and raised on a steady dietraEnsandpraise the lords He cut his teeth on
a brass offering plate and learned to walk by sturgbdrom one folding chair to the
next.

Edward grew up on tales of the miracle that toakc@ and changed his
grandfather from a drunken wife- and child-abusewrie of God's chosen spokesmen. It
seems that, one cold winter night, Old Ed the Biginbled into an icy Kansas pond and,
on his third gulp for air, an angel of the Lord epped to him, warned him of his wicked
ways and extracted from Ed a promise to spreaddbd word. The combination of cold
water coupled with his first sobriety in years caitggd Edward Stevenson to change his

life. The very next day, he began constructioraal's Church of Kansas, a shed-like



structure with tree limbs, shrubs and vines fav@t.r His son, Edward Stevenson Jr.,
changed the name to God's Church of America arttl,s portable revival tent still
smelling of cotton candy and popcorn, broadenedtipe of the old man's message. In
the three years since his graduation from coll&gevard the Third has spread, through
the media of television, the message of God's Chofthe World to seventy-one
countries other than the United States of America.

The present Edward, I'll call him Eddie for consegte, knows his God better
than anyone with whom I've ever been acquainteslippose that's what makes it so
difficult for him to understand the things that bavappened in the last few weeks.

| understand. Regardless of what that fool lddyn& told me, | met God.

Jokk

"l have come to help you prepare for the heredfter

| felt a chuckle die in my stomach. Resemblinghairboy off a nineteenth
century Christmas card, he drifted into my cell aidagined the smell of cedar and
cinnamon clinging to his fashionable clothing. Behhis thick-rimmed glasses, his
serious young eyes held hope, optimism, compasdtolwvard Stevenson Il knew God
and he was determined to give me a personal inttamu

Maybe he felt that | presented the ultimate inllenges. With the same
intentness and concern that he conveyed to hswells every Sunday morning at half
past ten, he set about leading me to Jesus Chusat could show more proof of his life
achievements than to clear the way for the worsirofers to be born again?

"Do you know who | am?"



He raised his voice as if | might be hard of hegril had quit talking a couple of
years ago, mainly for the purpose of avoiding peapich as this, so | merely nodded my
head. The guys here occasionally bring me a neyes@nd, since Warden Hogan came
here two years ago, every prisoner has had an yptyrto watch the religious shows
on Sunday mornings. | pointed at the nine-inclelbknd white television above his
head, in the corner of my cell, far out of my reach

His smile, full of relief, warmed me. He might bets, he most probably was a
zealot or a fanatic, but he was sincere. Curiositied me to motion for him to take a
seat on the oak chair that the guard had broughbim outside. This man had some kind
of influence or political pull. Otherwise, how ddihe have managed to get in here to
teach me Sunday School lessons?

He had come to the right place, okay. Death Ré&wd he had chosen the worst
kind of criminal. Me, Cash Wilson. A man keptlaigears in solitary confinement
because of administrative fear that one of hi®felprisoners might kill him. A
murderer who had publicly proclaimed his lack ohogse for his heinous crimes.

ok

For an hour, Eddie reiterated all of the miraeled tales of wonder | had heard
during my childhood in Mississippi. Actually, Eédand Brother Mason knew the same
God. | found myself wondering if that little whiteame church south of Jackson still
existed and if Brother Mason still lived. He mhate been in his seventies when |
dropped out of my third year of college and, with lbnother Chet, left for Vietham.

"You need only to place your burden on Christsudthers and you will be free."
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I had been counting pits in the concrete walh®right of Eddie’'s head. Now my
eyes slipped down past his neatly combed blondedis round pink face. He truly
believed what he was saying. | shook my head.

"Christ has suffered for your sins."

Again, | shook my head.

He cocked his own head a little to the right, atpd his blue eyes and stared at
me thoughtfully.

"Which is it?" he questioned. "Christ didn't @rff Or you have no sins?"

Up to this point, | had been sitting on my conere¢d, my folded arms resting on
my upraised knees. Now, | merely turned over orsidg, closed my eyes and left my
back to him.

"Cash Wilson, are you ignoring me? Don't you warknow how much God
loves you?"

| didn't move. After a few moments of silencepkened my eyes and quietly
turned my head. Kneeling by the chair, Edward &tewon Il prayed silently.

"Hey," | said. My rusty voice must have starttéch. Guiltily, he jumped to his
feet.

"They told me not to do that,” he said. His vdiedd a pleading note. "Don't tell
them that | turned my back on you. They won'thetcome anymore. Andhlaveto
return. I'm not sure why, bublveto.”

ok
Since Vietnam, nothing's surprised me very muthhave to admit, however,

that | was almost startled to look past the barsyrcell the next morning and see
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Edward Stevenson Ill. | added persistence toighe1 his attributes | had mentally
compiled in my head.

He had traded his well-tailored three piece suitef pair of navy slacks and baby
blue polo shirt. The exotic scent of his afterghdisguised the stale smell of my cell.
Yesterday, he had been armed with a tape recondeKimg James Bible; today, he was
empty-handed. He smiled at me sheepishly, wingjrag the guard opened my door and
let him in to see me.

After a cursory glance, | returned my attentioth® paperback bestseller | had
been reading. Eddie dragged the oak chair behmdhd placed it next to my bed.

"Who brings you the books?"

| pointed to the uniformed back in the hall.

"They let you read anything you want?"

| shrugged before | nodded.

"You can talk," he accused. "You said somethonme yesterday."

| continued reading. Past experience told meithagnored him long enough,
he would leave. The cover of the book clung toswgaty hands. He didn't leave.

"Look, Cash," he began, after a while. "I praj@dyou last night."

| snorted and pretended to read page thirty-five.

"l prayed for me, too."

It was becoming harder to ignore him. He reminchedof a pesky mosquito
buzzing around my ear.

"You want to know why?"
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| took a deep breath, closed my book, placed therfloor and then turned over,
leaving him again to talk to my back. | heard dlad chair creak when he sat on it. |
waited for what seemed an infinite time, hopindpéar the creaking sound again as he
left. Silence. As the minutes passed, | devel@essentment for this arrogant, pious
young disciple of the Lord. What gave him the tighinvade my privacy and squander
my precious time? If he must redeem his souhiletdo it on his own time.

"I've read your history. | know everything abgou. | know exactly how you
must feel."

| don't know why, after two years of self-imposgiénce, | let him get to me.
Struggling with a vinegary taste in my mouth, luatly let him goad me to speech.

“How could you?” | grated, anger making my wordsuwse. My ears had
forgotten the sound of my own voice. | sat uploted and glared at him. Twenty-four
years old, at the most, innocence vibrating froeary core.

“Thank you, Cash,” he said, gratitude in his voi¢&od told me | would find a
way to make you talk.”

“Okay, Eddie...”

“My grandfather called me Eddie,” he interruptétilobody has called me Eddie
since he died.”

“I really don'’t give a damn, Eddie, what he calignl. | don’t want to hear
anything else from you!”

“I know,” he said, standing up in his eagernesSsouwant to talk!”

How could anyone be so obtuse? So completelyeaasdperatingly single-

minded?



13

“l don’t want to talk, Eddie. | don’t want to hegou talk. | want you to go away
and leave me alone.”

“I know how you feel...”

“No, you don’t, Eddie. You may have read a cougflease histories and prayed
a lot. But, until you've walked in my shoes, yoand have any conception of my
thoughts and my feelings.”

With every word, my voice had gained in intensiBddie had backed away from
me and seemed less confident. He bumped agaametthchair and the sound of wood
grating on concrete made goose pimples on the diack/ neck.

“Go away, Eddie. Let me have my last few hourpaace.”

“That's it, isn’t it? You have only eight daydtle You're looking at your own
mortality and you’re scared.”

He waited for me to comment. When | said nothivegtook my silence as
agreement and continued.

“That brings me to the reason why I’'m here. Gextsne to help you!”

“Look, kid,” I told him. “Do you realize that lan’t possibly be punished any
more for still another murder? They’ve given me thaximum. If you don’t get off my
back and get out of here, | promise you that I'nmgdo Kill you.”

“You're tired,” he said. “I'll go.”

ok
| didn’t want the time to think or to sleep. Dagimy eight years on Death Row,

I’d had more time than | needed for both. | haaligr to cherish my aloneness; |
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resented any kind of intrusion. And especiallyrira Goody-Two-Shoes who had the
gall to insinuate that he understood me.

Not a day passed that | didn’t travel back to thlabd-splattered kitchen in south
Texas. Itis still a nightmare and the part | camember never changes. It is always the
same. | can never back up my dream enough td moghing that happened before |
fired the shot from the deer rifle that separatgdyoungest brother’s chest and head
from his legs. With a clarity greater than lifay&tch his body, looking as if it had been
folded in the middle, slam backward into the cupbadoor, a lifeless arm trailing a
bloody smear over the yellow wallpaper. His lefj twitches and the toe of his shoe
nudges Emmy’s severed hand. The smell of sulfdridood lingers in my nostrils.

Later, they would ask me hundreds, even thousaftisies, why | did it.

Morbid curiosity would propel them to question wihghose to try and fit the mangled
bodies back together like pieces of a surrealjgisaw puzzle before | called the police.
Amid speculations that | had suffered a flashbagk i stress in Vietnam, one
prominent psychiatrist suggested that | had grotelyodismembered my sister-in-law
and two nieces because | was homosexual and tloé attilation was a last ditch effort
to deny my true sexual inclinations.

“Damn, man,” my court appointed attorney told mrercand over, banging his
fist on the table that separated us. “I can geatgfdwith an insanity plea. You're not
only a decorated veteran, but you're black. 18§3. We’'re in the United States of
America. The average white jury feels guilt abtiwgiir forefather’s treatment of blacks.

If you don’t use that guilt, man, you'’re crazy!”
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Crazy if you do, crazy if you don’t. | wouldn&td him plead insanity for me. |
refused to let him bring in a psychiatrist to tysais to my prior “Mental State” upon my
return from Vietnam. And, then, he suggestedttiey bring Calvin to court. Calvin,
my baby nephew. Calvin, whose life will be foregearred because of my actions.
Calvin, who will remember me when he paints withmdion.

“He’s a five year old baby,” | protested. “He wasanother room, asleep until |
fired the gun. No way, man. | won't let you do ltwant him to forget me. | want him
to forget what happened.”

A year ago, one of the guards brought me a copysafpermarket pulp scandal
magazine. A recentissue, it still bore the tahgheap ink. Underneath headlines
revealing details of a Hollywood star’s privatee]ifa picture of a young black boy stared
at me. Calvin Wilson, the blurb read, survivoaofexas massacre. They found him at
his Grandmother’s home in Mississippi. When adikgthe interviewer how he felt
about his uncle’s impending death, he said, “I sgeaf he murdered my whole family
that he deserves to die.” The inquisitive repadnteat then asked Calvin if he had actually
witnessed the murders and Calvin had replied, Wl san kill my daddy. I'll remember
it forever.”

And so will I. | wake up many nights, sweat makancold film on my body. |
see Emmy’s hand, her engagement diamond sparkilkégyp Fingers curved inward
toward the palm, it is all alone in a pool of bldwgthe refrigerator. | never did find

eight-year-old Lucia’s right foot.

*kk
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The guard awakened me the next morning with agnaglling of hot grain.
There’s something almost barbaric about feedingaa you’re going to kill in a few
days. It's a sin to waste the food. I've seeriypis of skeleton-like babies in Ethiopia
and some days, it's hard to swallow. Eddie hadhed a tender spot yesterday. | had
only a few hours left and | needed them. Not bo &out what had happened, but to
reconcile my feelings about those deaths ten yegos

Despite my stubbornness and lack of cooperatianirtal appeared to be going in
my favor and my lawyer, in his best performancer glvad even convinced the press that
| could be innocent. Rewards were posted for aenyasis drifter who had been seen
around the rural Texas countryside a day or sorbdfe murders.

It's strange how, after being isolated from evesydensory bombardment, you
become attuned to certain sounds. | recognizeddbhred of Eddie Stevenson’s footsteps
on the concrete floor before his round pink facereppeared at the small window in my
cell door. If God had planned my initiation to lhéle had picked a merciless disciple in
the form of Eddie Stevenson.

“Did you think of anything we need to talk abootiay?” His tone was almost
too cheerful. Perhaps this social project was ingaas thin on him as it was on me.

“| told you, Eddie. | don’'t want to talk.”

“But, surely, you realize that you have to repmmd accept Christ as your
savior?”

“Why, Eddie?”

His eyes widened. For a moment, he hesitated.

“Uh,” he stuttered. “In order to enter the Kingaof God.”
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Satisfied with his reply, he pulled the oak chrearer my bed, sat down and
smugly folded his arms across his white and bl&ckwseater. He seemed determined to
sit there until he converted me.

“What do | need to do to please your God, Eddie?”

“YourGod, too, Cash,” he chided.

| leaned back on my bed, propping my back agdmestoolness of the concrete
wall. Through narrowed eyes, | watched him squidnd then a plan presented itself to
me.

“What do | need to do?” | repeated. “You've redidabout me. You know all of
my sins and guilts. What dmusuggest that | do to pave my way to heaven?”

The horizontal lines that had developed acrosseEsitbrehead began to fade.
His eyes brightened and he scooted forward intagrc | flinched at the sound.

“You need to ask for forgiveness.”

“Don’t you think that I've done that every momaxitmy existence for the past
ten years?”

“But, at the trial, you denied any guilt or regftet

Through the years, the words of the short, heatyposecutor’s tirade had
etched themselves in my min@o you feel any remorse for brutally murdering your
sister-in-law and your two nieced’ad struggled with the question, knowing that the
eager jury would determine my guilt or innocenceoading to the way that | answered
this one crucial question.

“Read your trial transcript again, Eddie. The raaked if | felt any remorse for

murdering them; he didn’t ask if | felt guilt orgeet that they were murdered.”
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“So youdidn't kill them,” he said, excitement raising his voioceathigher key.
“Somebody else did and you've been covering fontlad of these years. | thought so. |
just knew you had to be innocent! Was it the sistdaw, Della? You were going to
marry her, weren’'t you?”

“Stop this, Eddie,” my voice harshened as | sabldien. “Be rational. Think of
it this way. Suppose that you and your wife haeeakie jar full of money. Each of you
is equally responsible for it. Now suppose thaheaok an equal amount of money
from the cache and your wife spent hers on newsshBet you, thinking in terms of
using the money wisely, went to the bank to depasit share in a savings account.
However, on your way, someone robbed you and toeekrioney. Both of you feel
regret and remorse that all of the money is gd3&t, which of you, under ordinary
circumstances, would feel guilt for squanderingrtianey?”

“I am my brother’s keeper. Is that what you'rling me, Cash? That you didn’t
kill them but you feel a certain amount of respbitigy that the act occurred?”

“I don’t know, Eddie. | don’'t know if | killed Emmy and the girls. | can’t
remember. | do feel regret that it happened, lzanit suffer remorse for committing an
act that | can’t remember.”

Eddie’s face grew solemn. The pink faded fromdhiseks and fine worry lines
spread from the corners of his eyes out towardhdiidine. He hunched forward as if
something heavy had been placed on his back.

“I'm going to find out, Cash. For you and me.y#fu didn’t do it, we’'ll get you a

new trial. If you did, I'll help you remember. Arthen, you can take it to Jesus.”

K%k
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| don’t imagine that it would have made any difiece to Eddie whether or not |
wanted another trial. In all truthfulness, | jusinted it to be over. The first few times |
had been granted last minute reprieves, the dfestdiad been devastating. | had found
that there is, within the spirit, a will to keepgethuman body breathing, to continue living.
Facing certain death forces the spirit to deny wiktof the flesh. When the moment for
which the body has prepared passes and that teramrdoes not occur, the spirit then
has to stop the artificial denial and build momemia the opposite direction. Each time,
it takes longer to regain that will to live.

After the first sentence, | resigned myself tofiet that death is inevitable. | had
faced it daily in Vietnam. | had even caused déatlothers. If | had possessed some
reason to want to live, my concession would hawenlbfficult. But, there was nothing
left for life to offer me. If there was a hell ahd/as destined to go there, | was sure I'd
already had plenty of experience with any situati@t might arise. On the other hand, if
there was no afterlife and | was looking at totathingness, then | would welcome that
break from the furor of thoughts that had kept mgdwaw for years.

No, | didn’t want Eddie to look for or find anytig that would postpone, delay, or
cancel that date. | was looking forward to themihrof death.

ok

Wednesday arrived and, even though my idea had=ssketie out searching for
proof of my innocence or confirmation of my guilgaught myself listening all morning
for the sharp staccato of his footsteps. Thurgdesged and still no Eddie. Maybe he

had given up on this cause. Perhaps he was embadrto return with his failure.
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On Friday morning, right after my breakfast, heeared just outside my door. |
put down the book I'd been reading and staredmat Hile wore an impeccable three
piece suit, his shoes were freshly shined andhiisrsewly laundered. But the unsteady
hand which nervously stroked his lightly stubblelin revealed his lack of sleep as
much as the shadows underneath his troubled bl ejhe idealistic young evangelist
I’d first met six days ago had disappeared and ilefbis place, a man who had
discovered more about pain in two days than iwsle life up to this point. Edward
Stevenson Il had learned a hard lesson.

“l thought | had found some help, Cash. | thouglkias going to be able to prove
your innocence.”

| sighed. Not out of any kind of relief, but aftfrustration. Why now? | was so
close.

“I tried to talk to your nephew,” he began.

“Calvin?” | cried. “You went to Mississippi? Yduwad no right...”

“Cash, please. Let me tell you why | had to doLiét me tell you what has
happened to me. I've come to know you well enodigiing the last six days to know
that you will not attempt to judge me. Just give anchance.”

“Go ahead,” | told him and shrugged my shouldéksave a seat. | don't think
we’ll be interrupted.”

ok

“I know that you've researched me,” he began.st&s | studied you. During the

past few days, I've discovered that you've livenhalti-faceted life and the articles | read

could only describe the superficial level. Butuix@ always had the advantage because
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my life has been as uncomplicated and shallowck®ap novel. Until three weeks ago,
you could have looked in a newspaper and read thiegyof any importance that has
ever happened to me.”

“What happened three weeks ago?” | asked wheratised for breath.

“I realize now that I've always been a two-dimemsil paper doll,” he continued,
ignoring my question. “l can see now that | newanted for anything in life. | had
money, an ideal family life, the best possible edion and a ready-made position in my
father’s corporation — so to speak.”

“Don’t be so hard on yourself, Eddie,” | saidditin’t like the hint of hysteria in
his voice. | had seen the results of battle fatigior some reason, Eddie was fighting a
battle within himself and he was running low on aumftion.

“I haveto rake myself over the coals,” he cried. “Nobeder helped me do it
and | didn’t know enough about life to realize thdtad to be done.”

“You're talking in riddles,” | said.

“No!” he shouted. The guard outside the door géappacing and turned to peer
through the small window in my door. Eddie disrag&im with a wave and an artificial
smile.

“See, Cash, when | went to your hometown, | foantlthings about you that
never made the newspapers. As a six year old &sibippi, you had already been
through more pain and torment than | had in athgftwenty-four years. You had lost
both your mother and your father within a year, ¥ad no home, and there was no one
to feed you.”

“My brother got food for us,” | said defensivel§Chet found jobs.”
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“I'm not trying to put down you or your family, Gh. I'm just attempting to lay
some comparative groundwork for what | need tolasgr. You have to understand that,
because | was born white and well-to-do, | haveenexperienced the hopelessness and
despair that go along with being poor and black.”

“You still don't,” | said, more sharply than | haatended.

“That’s part of my point, Cash. I'tteverbe able to experience that particular
hopelessness because | am who | am. Therefordading forced to experience another
kind of hopelessness just as fitting.”

“And what is that?”

“Cash,” he began. “God has...” His voice brok&otl has deserted me. | can't
find him anywhere.”

This bed | sleep on is not bad; I've slept on worélthough not appetizing, the
prison food is nourishing. Somebody always brimgsreading material. | have
television ten hours a week and | haven’'t beerezhiio the bone or suffocatingly hot for
longer than | can remember. I've often wondereg thie state has chosen to pamper me
when, for all these years, I've been destined ¢dogiits mighty hand.

Whether they did it consciously or not, societd kianied me the one right that |
seemed to crave more than anything else. Notdreddom confinement. But a greater
right than any man can determine. The right talidate myself by helping my fellow
man. My Last Supper had arrived, in a sense,aridhm of Edward Stevenson 1.

Finally, | might be able to provide some form aftiution to humanity.
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He sat on the oak chair beside my bed and criedtb, tears rushing down his
pale cheeks and shuddering sobs bucking his bBdysome reason, at that moment, |
felt strangely protective toward him.

“Eddie,” | began gently. “God never deserts amoi¥ou can’'t see Him because
you’'ve put up some sort of spiritual smokescreeuad yourself. He’s here.”

“How can you say that?” he sobbed. “Don’t you that God has abandoned
you?”

“The thought never crossed my mind,” | said calméalizing that, even though
my words were meant to console Eddie, | reallydweld them. “I might have lost God a
couple of times, but | know that He never misplaged”

“My wife, Selene...” Again, his voice broke. | veaied his throat work. “I met
Selene when | was in college and we were marriadrwmnths later. My parents had
been so sure that | was going to marry a girl foevgn up with — someone whose
background and beliefs were identical to mine. yllvere disappointed with my choice.
Although they accepted her, Selene is the produatvery liberal family and they were
not comfortable with her. Marrying Selene wasdhé/ decision I'd ever made alone
and that singular act was the only thing that @agised me any sort of complications or
conflicts.

“They love her now. But, who wouldn’t? Selengust wonderful. You can feel
angry or tired or sick and she can soothe yout hiiag around her makes you feel
better. It's as if she is a sponge that absoratnaty.”

“Don’t you think that Selene can help you moréha time than | can?”
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The eyes that turned to me knew desolation. Haglyseen and experienced
hopelessness and despair.

“Is this what you’ve lived with all of your life?fie asked. “Knowing that
inequities exist and crimes have been committedfeglthg the guilt for each one?
Knowing that, at some point in the developmentwarg act, you could have stopped it if
you had only said or done something differentlyRo¥ing that, once it's done, you're
going to have to live with that guilt?”

I had no answer for him. Perhaps | had donetihattall my life. |1 had never
fully analyzed why | felt as deeply as | did abthuhgs. | know that | had never seen a
human being change as much as Eddie Stevenson fadlyeight hours. What had
brought all of this on?

“It was Sunday, three weeks ago, at the televistadio. | had given my Sunday
sermon and the auditorium had cleared. Even tteteians had left and | was all alone
in the big room. You'll have to pardon me if mpst resembles the introduction to one
of theTwilight Zonereruns, but | heard a noise in the shadows towsadback of the
hall. Turning my head, | had to shield my eyesrfra light that shone with an intensity
greater than any I'd ever experienced. A darkie@rtine appeared near the center of the
light and moved toward me. As it grew closer ggan to take on the general body shape
of a human being. Eventually, the light faded dram the diminished circle, a woman
walked toward me. Sure, it can probably be expldiwith advanced video technology
and spotlight angles, but tfeelingthat this event generated in me was that | had
experienced my first genuine supernatural eveotmeg, this woman represented a

messenger from God.
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“l have trouble now distinguishing my real perdeps from the Christian
symbolism that | attached to the happening. utjtell it the way my brain synthesized
it and my memory retains it. Out of that blindinght appeared a woman dressed in
black. Although I know that she walked, she seetodtbat on one of the rays. When
she moved closer, | saw the white streaks in Fekihair, the wrinkles in her face, the
middle-aged sag of her neck. Part of me told rag thshe were an angel, she would be
ageless and wearing white. Even an emissary fratanSvouldn’t have such humanly
attributes.

“Are you Edward Stevenson IlI%he asked me. Her voice had a trace of an
accent. English, | think.”

“And then what happened?” | probed.

“She didn’t wait for me to answer and confirm ndemtity,” Eddie said. “l wish
now that | had listened more carefully, but | wasbkaken that | only remember the
points that she emphasized over and over.”

He paused, loosened his tie and unbuttoned thieutdpn of his pale green shirt.
| said nothing, knowing that he was collectingthisughts in an effort to make his next
words credible.

“Bear in mind that, subconsciously, | saw her a&ect pipeline from God. The
words she spoke were colored by my Christian imétgpion.”

Eddie’s attempt to be totally objective in hisfsaialysis amazed me. Could this
be the same Eddie who, six days previously, hacedonforcibly carry me to the bosom

of Christ?
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“All of my life, I've heard the things the womaald me — in general terms, that
is, never specifics with myself named as beingafrtbe people assigned to save the
world. Frankly, | had always figured that thereultbbe a lot more people to help — and
also to share the burden if things went wrong. Nidave an inkling of what Moses
must have felt.”

“It's easier to share the glory,” | pointed ot han to assume total liability for
failure.”

Eddie’s face wore an expression of regret. Hededdand continued.

“She told me that God is weary of the sin andwgation in the world. Because
certain areas of our earth such as the United StRtessia, China, the Middle East and
Northern Europe have scorned God and now worshiyepand technology, He is going
to destroy those areas.”

“Did she say how God is going to do this?” | ask&ly head buzzed. | had this
crazy feeling ofléja vuas if | had already heard this in another variatiod had asked
the same question before. “And what about the lpdapghose areas who are innocent?”

“They will be led away,” Eddie said. “They willigrate to areas such as Africa,
South America, Australia and Antarctica where thvdyuse their knowledge of
technology for the benefit of mankind.”

“Are they going to follow a star?” | asked, watehihis face threaten to crumble.
“Or wereyoudirected to build an ark?”

“I know that you are being facetious, Cash, but'se@not far from right. She told
me that | have been chosen to find the man whoshidw us how to accomplish this

migration.”
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“Why you?” | asked. When | saw his eyes blink quickly tdchback tears, |
attempted to soften my exclamation. “I mean, y@$o young. Surely there are men of
God who are older and more experienced.”

“She explained that. She told me that, in my olife, | had a chance and messed
it up because | became too attached to the tempaoréd.”

“Other life?”

“Before | was saved, Casfhatother life. Now, as a born-again Christian, |
have this duty and she made me see it clearly.”

“How clearly?” | asked. “She must have told ydnoat the man you must find.
Obviously, he would be a very holy man. He musinbeligent, compassionate, loving
and spiritually unaffected by having lived in tisrld.”

“You're so right,” Eddie said. “That’s the reasbcame here. She gave me an
old newspaper, Cash, with a story about your tidlis is the prophet who will enable
you to find and help the innocents.”

If Eddie’s previous religious stance had puzzled tinis new angle mystified me.
Why would anyone go to this much trouble to peigtetthis elaborate hoax on Edward
Stevenson II1?

“Eddie, someone is playing games with ydde? Can you think of anyone who
might wish to destroy your credibility and undermiyour church?”

“Cash, it's real. |didn’t dream it and theremiteny tricks involved. Give me
credit for initial skepticism. Actually, | threviné newspaper away as soon as she left.
Like you, | first saw it as a bad joke or, at therst, someone determined to trick me,

hoping to show me as a fake.”
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“What changed your mind?”

“I kept seeing her, this woman. At the churehthie grocery store, on the tennis
court. One morning, | was having breakfast withfatyrer and she sat down right at the
table with us!”

“Did she say anything?”

“No. She just sat there and looked at me withusicg eyes.”

“What did your father do? What did he say?”

“He didn’t see her, Cash. Even though she sandayit across the table from
him, he didn’t see her!”

“And yet your father is a very religious man.”

“I know, Cash. | thought the same thing. If Geas looking for someone to
carry out such an important mission, why would hease me when the most logical
choice, my father, was so readily accessible?”

“So, naturally, your thoughts turned to the otbetreme.”

“I have never been so frightened,” Eddie saiddimogl “My thoughts raced
around in my head. Who could be a more fittinguiédor the Anti-Christ than an
evangelist of my caliber?”

“And what more fitting utensil for your indoctriian than someone as immoral,
sadistic and inhuman as myself?”

Eddie had the grace to blush. He smiled — aryolaig, half-abashed smile.

“You'll have to admit,” he began, “that it made rasense than the first proposal.

After all, you could hardly be considered a prophet
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“So, politically speaking, you moved mountaingateange this time with me.
You thought that, by converting me, you could resgaur own soul!”

“It was not as selfish as you make it sound, Cdskould have savegour soul,
also.”

“Wouldhave?”

“As | told you earlier, Cash, God has deserted iMew both our souls are
damned to eternal hell.”

“Eddie, come on. You don't believe that.”

“Yes, | do. | committed a mortal sin and God pasished me in this way. I've
prayed for His forgiveness but He has simply chdsagnore me.”

“Tell me what happened, Eddie. With my crimesibéime, how could |
possibly judge or condemn you?”

“I know,” he said, squirming in the chair. “Ifjgst that I've always thought of
myself as a notch above the ordinary human. Naitltbonsidered myself any better
than they, | just thought that my morals and steaglavere higher. How else could |
explain the fact that | had never experienced drilgebaser desires such as greed, hate,
fear, deception and so forth? | figured that | hihesabove these things and that it was
my duty to show everyone else how much closer tiayld be to salvation if they would
deny those hateful attributes and experience highleles.”

“So, because you had a different set of standgiaissecretly considered yourself
a better person than most other people that yowKno

“I suppose so.” He shifted in the chair and plitlee underneath seam of his

shirtsleeve, revealing a darker green semi-cir¢dlere his arm rested against his chest.
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“And yet, having never been exposed to those Beecdbase desires,” you really
didn’t know how you would react, given a set otamstances other than the ones that
were familiar to you.”

“I had only my own experiences, Cash. | had nénated anyone. Throughout
my life, | had been courageous and happy. | hadms&ubjected Selene to any kind of
sexual perversion, my only interest in the act e for procreation.”

“In effect, Eddie, you removed yourself from thespibility of learning anything
that life might teach you. You made an arbitrargls for each of the ten
commandments. Thou Shalt Not Kill, for instand&u rated it with the worst type of
killing being the one in which the killer feels gailt; he kills solely for pleasure. The
least offensive type of killing then, would be tiype in which a person has been
victimized and he kills, not to save his own lifeit to save the life of another. What
about thehoughtof killing someone, Eddie? Where does that fallyour scale? Or, do
you just turn off the thought and never experietheegrowth?”

“Why do | keep thinking that I've heard this bedand that you were the one
who told me?”

| had experienced the thought myself as | hadtidgashim for his hypocrisy.
For a fleeting second when | had mentioned theghbaf killing, | had looked at the
woven white garment on my body and felt nostaldifen | had blinked my eyes and the
white robe had been replaced by my familiar derlad tegs. Eddie looked at me
strangely before he continued.

“When | left here almost three days ago, | wageined to prove your

innocence in that mass murder crime. | drove dmw®an Antonio and found Della
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Murphy. She believes you innocent, Cash. Shetbayshere is no way that you could
have stabbed those little girls and her sisterd,A&wven if you had, she knows it would
have been impossible for you to then have mutiltted.”

| sat stiffly, clenching my teeth. | hadn’t sdeella since before those murders
ten years ago. Not once had she appeared duengfftand on two year period of the
trial. Surprisingly, she still remained Murphy.ellx would have made someone a good
wife. We had argued about that the day she Béing shortsighted, | had thought that |
couldn’t take on both the directorship of a newraxyeand the responsibilities of
husbandhood simultaneously.

“She told me if | was really serious about findpr@of of your innocence, |
should go to your hometown in Mississippi and tallRoscoe Mason. Della intimated
that Brother Mason knew something that would pritneewhole trial a farce.”

“Go on,” | said. My cheek muscles ached.

“I called Selene and told her what | was goinga@o She was all for it. See, she
spends a lot of her time working with little chiéafr who have cerebral palsy and she
knows how good helping someone can make you #&eyway, she told me that she
would go up and spend the rest of the week withnf@ther in New Mexico. Selene’s
mother, Pat, had finally sold the family home irslAngeles and she had several boxes
of papers and books shipped back home to Sant&&ene had never seen them
because her mother had packed them up before thegdrio Santa Fe fifteen years ago
and she wanted to go through her father’'s mementes.mother had told her that she

could have anything that she might want.
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“I drove all night. As soon as | reached the kuts of Jackson, | found a motel
room and slept for a couple of hours. | was beogmbsessed with the idea of saving
you. If I saved you, my mind reasoned, then | defitated the Anti-Christ and, in turn, |
would experience salvation. Don't roll your eyge Ithat, Cash. I'm not saying | still
feel that way; I'm just setting the stage for wbaines later.

“It was simple finding your hometown, Cash. Netdnce at all from the motel
where | stayed. I'm sure if it had possessed adystrial or economic incentives,
Jackson would already have engulfed it. As iths,town epitomized a turn-of-the-
century village in which time had slowed down. ¢.ithe good old days. | liked the little
streams that flowed beside the quaint dirt roachmFone house to the next, people
chatted and laughed through open windows. Oldlpesai on porches, fanning
themselves slowly with folded newspapers or bogklén the yards, toddlers, naked as
the day they were born, played. It seemed sudthydiic existence.”

“Until you realized that the picturesque streanesenopen sewers,” | interrupted.
“Until you discovered that the windows in the haaigesre open because they were the
only source of ventilation and cooling for the dawdrd ovens that an absentee landlord
calls rental property. Until you realized that tbddlers played naked and barefoot
because their parents had no money to clothe thémil you realized that the old folks
fanned slowly because they were weak from hungéiness.”

“You're absolutely right, Cash. | had no ideattbanditions such as that could
possibly exist in a nation as prosperous as ours.”

“Thatmakes it even more shameful,” | said.

“Has it always been like that?” Eddie asked.
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“As long as | can remember. | was born in thtfieltown in 1949 and spent my
first six years in one of those houses you savhahdtreet. When my mother died, Chet,
the oldest, was only twelve. Since there wasmeaf working age in the family, our
Chicago landlord sent notice of our eviction thriotlge county sheriff.”

“What about agencies? Couldn’t the governmeneldone something to help
three orphans?”

“You have to be human to qualify for help from th@vernment. You have
forgotten that it was Deep South, 1955. Althoughhad been freed from slavery by the
Emancipation Proclamation almost one hundred yer@os to that, Negroes had few
rights. Most people of the white race considerggliat a little more advanced than apes.
We could talk rather than simply grunt. Brotherdda, the Baptist preacher, took us in
and Chet paid for our cots and food by cleaningctiech. I'll never know how Brother
Mason managed to feed his family of six plus thredlof us. The only money he ever
received was the amount left in the offering pkdter all other expenses had been taken
out.”

“Matilda Garland,” Eddie said, a tight smile plagiaround his mouth.

“Who?”

“Miss Mattie Garland. A quite wealthy lady fronofland, Oregon. She visited
Mississippi and Brother Mason’s church in late 195®u probably met her and didn’t
remember her but, while she was there, she set es@ow at a bank in Jackson. The

money was intended to take care of the three ofaymlito send at least one of you to

college at a nearby state-supported school.”
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“She was quite the visionary,” | said. “At thabe, not a single black had ever
been admitted to the University of Mississippi.”

“Maybe she thought that the scholarship would glexan incentive for you to try
and break the tradition.”

Tradition. | wanted to shake Eddie. One would think thatvias talking about
segregation as some time and honor bound code iajwie majority played a game.
Maybe he was.

“Chet must have known,” | said. “From the timeds a small child, he talked
about how | must do well in school so that | cogddto college. And | always thought
that my scholarship was earned by my academic aement.”

“Perhaps it was. But, all the same, the moneytivaie.”

“So you've told me something | never knew. WHaealid you find out?”

“Mrs. Murphy, the old lady, wouldn’t let me tal& her grandson. She said that
Calvin had almost had a nervous breakdown a yesm ago because some guy kept
hounding him for an interview.”

| remembered the article in the scandal sheetsé&lparticular reporters had a
reputation for resorting to almost anything to getory.

“| talked to a lot of people who remembered ydtidie continued. “You are
that town’s claim to fame.”

“And a dubious claim it is,” | said. “I'd just aon they had forgotten me.”

“You're wrong, Cash. No one wanted to talk to af®ut the murders until they

realized that I’'m on your side. They remember gsuhe boy who sang lead in the
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church choir, the young man who achieved the higdneards at college, the decorated
hero who came back from Vietnam.”

Tears burned my eyes and | blinked. Not nowld tayself. | could not allow
my desire to vindicate myself before those peoplaterfere with the peace | had finally
achieved after this last appointment with deathlbe®h announced.

“You must have gone to the Baptist Church,” | séaohd talked with Brother
Mason.”

“This is the part I've been dreading, Cash, beedhat is where God deserted me.
In that little box of a church with its one staingldss window, God chose to abandon
me.”

“Come on, Eddie, something happened in that chanchyou’re not telling me.
Otherwise you wouldn’t feel the way you do now.dBrother Mason tell you
something that caused a temporary loss of faith?”

“No!” Eddie shouted. The he lowered his voicednefthe guard came back to
peek through the window. “Not Brother Mason! Hat old man had been born some
hundreds of years earlier, he would have been b@hiast’s disciples.”

“Then, whatdid happen?”

Eddie stood up and removed a handkerchief fronb&ik pants pocket. He
wiped his forehead and then his palms. He mowedra the door, looked out the tiny
window, and then came back to the oak chair whepuiled closer to me before he sat
down.

“Cash, promise me that you will never breathe adwo anyone of what I'm

going to tell you.”
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“Don’t be so dramatic, Eddie. Who could | tell?”

“l don’t know,” he said, and shrugged. “I guedsatvl’'m trying to say is that |
don’t want you to like me any less, or respect mglass, after you hear what I've
done.”

“Does it matter what | think? Haven't you forgattthat you are answerable to
one entity only?Youmay like yourself less, but God and | feel the saout you as
always. What could you, of all people, have ddra is so terrible? Lied to someone?”

“Oh, no, Cash. Not that simple. You see,” hedoyd his voice to a whisper,
“I've killed Selene.”

“What?”

“Please, Cash. Don't shout. Just listen to Winatve to day.”

| knew poor Eddie couldn’t have killed his wiféele must have attached some
type of symbolism to another “sin” he had commitéedl interpreted it as a spiritual
death.

“I'm listening.”

“Brother Mason is still at that church. He mustri®aring ninety, but he still
conducts prayer meetings during the week and tadidsch services morning and night
on Sundays. It was just after noon when | fourmd imi his small office at the back of the
church. His arms were folded across the scarremtieso desk top and he had gone to
sleep sitting in his chair. | must have made saoise entering the stuffy little closet
because he awakened suddenly and looked at mémyitssible recognitionl’ve been

waiting for you sonhe said.You should have been here long ago.
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“Thinking that | possibly dealt with an insane madecided to humor him by
telling him that | was sorry | was late and thaat come to talk about Cash Wilson. He
looked at me as if to say that he already knewdhdtthen motioned for me to follow
him out to the sanctuary. Near the door, he st@pea file cabinet and picked up a
hammer from the dusty top. This kind of scaredo@eause | thought he might just
decide to hit me with it. So | trailed along behimm, searching for an exit in the event |
needed to make a quick departure.

“But he grabbed my arm with his frail hand anelt his bony fingers dig into my
flesh. There,he told me, pointing to a spot on the concreterflietween the piano and
the wall. That is where she left it. Cash was supposeddoipup, but he didn’'t. You'll
have to take it to hirh.

Listening to Eddie’s story, | could almost picttine frail, grizzle-headed Brother
Mason. | could sense the chagrin he had felt whe failed to do something that had
been expected of me. But | had no more knowledgéhat Brother Mason had been
talking about in this instance than had Eddie.

“He ordered me to sit on the piano bench,” Edditinued. “And | did. Then he
squatted and began pecking at the spot on thelitbrthe hammer he’d been carrying.
| watched as the concrete began to crack like dedfy Then | realized that Brother
Mason had simply broken away a thin layer of cotecdésguising an opening in the floor
that had been covered with a wide plank of woodteethe concrete had been lightly
spread over it.

“He lifted the hardwood flooring to expose a smadloden crate about six inches

square and gray with age. He gently lifted the doixof the hole and stood up. As if it
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contained something beloved and dear, he heladlyato his chest before he handed it
to me. | have never seen eyes so intense as #dsetlogt stared at méhis is for Cash,
he told me. His voice was solemWhat is in this box will free Cash Wilsbn.

“What was it?” | asked. “What was in the box?hdd no idea what Brother
Mason would send to me in a box. Something thdtiiegen hidden for years. He must
have known that Eddie couldn’t bring anything ipttson.

Eddie hung his head. When he raised his faceetdwin streams of liquid
moved from his blue eyes down his cheeks.

“I lost it, Cash. I'm sorry, but | lost it.”

“l don’t suppose it makes any difference,” | sardan attempt to console him.
Actually, his loss brought my own freedom clos&ks long asyouknow what was in
the box. You haven't told me anything yet that Woexplain why you think that God
has abandoned you. And | can’t think of a solithipg that would save me at this time.
So go on with your story.”

“l just don’t understand how | could have madelsaaness of everything,
including my own life, in such a short time.”

“It's not going to help you any to blubber andlfserry for yourself, Eddie. Get
it off your chest.”

“I've never felt so good as | felt when Brother 84a handed me the box. | felt
free. It was as if I'd always been held back byisible cords and that now the cords had
been cut. | looked around me and the intensithefcolors in the stained glass window
startled me. It was as if a film had been pulledf my eyes. And smells! The concrete

dust gathered in my nostrils and the earthy snedtled me. | could smell the leather of
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my shoes, the wool of my slacks, the warm and #ligtweaty odor of my own body. |
heard flies buzzing, birds calling, the sound dbawbile tires crunching on pebbles.
Everything was better than life, including the eimios | felt for my fellow man, for
humanity. Brother Mason touched my arm and snaleae; | felt such great love
directed toward me and, at the same time, | feibuld burst with all the love inside me.

“I must have stood there for several minutes, sagahe feelings | had
experienced. When | opened my eyes, | was alotteeichurch and I couldn’t find
Brother Mason anywhere.

“l stumbled out the front entrance, expecting écalssailed by the magnificent
sensations of a few minutes earlier. But, evenghwas back to the ordinary. Normal.
My blue Mercedes remained parked against the cstas | had left it. Taking the keys
from my pocket, | walked around to the back andneglethe trunk. | didn’t want to turn
loose of the box, but | had been entrusted witbrityou and | wanted to make sure | kept
it safe. So | wrapped it securely in a patchwarktdhat | kept in the trunk and carefully
tucked it in a corner, behind my brown leather bat.

“After my short nap and shower that morning atriael, | had checked out so |
had no reason to return there. At this point,asvwo in the afternoon, | had talked to a
lot of people and | had something that might prgeer innocence. | would drive to
Santa Fe, | decided, pick up Selene and then catletere to tell you about my
discovery.”

“Do you mean to tell me that you didn’t even opled crate to find out what was

in it?”
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“We...lll...” He hesitated and squirmed. “That paoimes later. See, when |
opened my car door and sat down in the driver's $eaalized that | was not alone.”

“Spiritually? Or physically?”

“Physically, Cash. The most beautiful woman léxeer seen sat in my car, in the
front seat, close enough for me to touch!”

Interrupted by the rattle of keys against metdtiE stopped his narrative
abruptly and we both looked at the uniformed manding at my cell door. Surveying
Eddie from his mussed blonde hair to his shiny shbe frowned.

“Everything okay, Mr. Stevenson?” he asked. “Y@ubeen here a long time
today and | thought you might be having some proklé

“I'm fine, Sutton,” Eddie said, squinting his eyiesorder to read the guard’s
nameplate.

“Well, | got to bring Cash’s lunch to him. Wardead me if you wasn’t ready to
leave that you could come down and eat with himignoffice.”

“Thanks, I'm not hungry,” Eddie said. “Mr. Wilsand | have very little time
left and | can’t waste a minute.”

“Sure thing, Mr. Stevenson. You want your lundwnCash? | got it outside.”

“I'll pass today,” | told him, choking back the usea that the smell of stew
initiated.

Eddie waited until he heard the sound of the kethé lock before he turned
back. He looked at me and his eyebrows lifted.

“Go on,” | told him. “You're right. Time is shaf

Eddie took a deep breath. Then he plunged onhvidtistory.
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“Who are you? asked the girl. | was trying to be calm, but woyce had a little
squeak.My name is Laurashe said. Her voice reminded me of wine colorddete-
soft and rich and regaMVhat are you doing in my catasked. And what do you want
from me?| was becoming a bit anxious about the strangatsitn. Up to this point,
after first seeing her, | had not looked at heedtil; | had fixed my stare on the church,
halfway between my steering wheel and the girlwNioturned to face her. She smiled,
showing even white teeth. Her lower lip protrudethewhat, adding a pouting look to
her smooth perfect oval face. Short blonde hanlerashiny halo on top of a long,
slender neck...”

“l get the idea, Eddie. The woman in your cargessed a particular type of
beauty to which you were unaccustomed.”

“Cash, I'm trying to understand and explain whapjpened. Since | met Selene,
I've never paid any particular attention to othemmen. Now, suddenly, | was
unbelievably conscious of everything about this \aomYou've seen pictures of Selene.
She’sbeautiful. She has a quiet, calm, dark beautyis Woman reminded me of some
lovely wild animal. | couldn’t take my eyes offhel wanted to watch her smooth
muscles ripple underneath her soft skin. | watdeske her green eyes narrow in anger
and pleasure. | felt | had to see those delichiigevfingers curved in desire, those long
red fingernails making talons of surrender.

“Don’t try to make this easy for me, Cash. Yow’'taYou must know that | was
fascinated with this woman. In a moment of sanignew that | was being tested. |
thought I could handle it, turn off the temptatidrknew that | had to prove myself by

showing that | was above worldly desires.
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“I don’t know if Laura was aware of her role in rmner torture; she seemed to
be totally oblivious to the conflict she generatathin me. She knew who | was, having
recognized me from television, but she didn’t séeine one of those people who are
eager to brush shoulders with fame.

“She explained that she was at the church bechesbad recently inherited her
great-aunt’s estate and, years ago, her Aunt Magdiieset up an escrow account for the
church I'd just left. That was the money | tolduyabout, Cash. Her being there at the
same time as | reeked of more than coincidencd, dmildn’t think of any reason for her
to be there, other than chance.

“When she discovered that | was leaving for S&atashe asked if | would take
her as far as Amarillo, Texas. She said that siderélatives near there. Don’t ask me
why | agreed. Her clothing, her perfume, the wag Beld herself — everything about her
screamed wealth. She didn’t need a ride with ne;ceuld have afforded public or
private transportation. But, that was when | fleé first of my sins surface — vanity. |
luxuriated in the feeling that this beautiful wom®ed me and my conversation enough
to want to spend hours riding in a car with me, ISmgreed.

“It was early the next morning when | crosseddtae line and drove into Texas.
Laura had curled up on the leather seat and nappstiof the way through Arkansas
and Oklahoma. Before she went to sleep, she hedn® a little about herself. Her
father, a diplomat in the state department, sperst f his time in Washington, D.C.,
while her mother resided in the family home in Labk, Texas. Although Laura didn’t
say, | gathered that her childhood had been withayreat deal of affection. She had

spent a lot of time alone, reading and writing ppetVhen she told me that, | felt a pang
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of guilt and | shook my head to empty it of a visiaf my wife at her walnut writing
desk. Selene loves poetry.

“Thirty miles before | reached Amarillo, | droveto a freakish storm with
freezing drizzle and, by the time | reached thg lamits, | could feel the rear end of the
car slip on the icy pavement. | told Laura thadals going to have to stop driving until
the Highway Department had treated the road. 8fgested that | stop at one of the
motels. This would accomplish a twofold purpos@eeded some rest and morning
traffic would melt the ice to a slush. She wouddl and have her mother pick her up
nearby.

“l suppose | was a little groggy and not thinkiregy clearly because the proposal
sounded reasonable so | pulled off at a large matalira said she would go next door to
a restaurant to make her call. She told me shédngmi some coffee and wait for her
mother. We said our good-byes and she left.

“After | checked in, | returned to the car, pulley suit bag from the trunk and
closed it before | remembered the wooden cratbought about leaving it there, but then
| remembered how important it might be in provirauyinnocence and | knew | should
keep it with me. | unlocked the trunk again, fuetbhround and found the padded
package. Once in my room, | unwrapped the boxpdackd it on the closet shelf. Then
| stripped down, turned on the shower and let thenwwater massage my skin and relax
my muscles.

“| stepped out of the shower into a misty, prinldeg, lethargy gripping my

body. When | stared into the fogged mirror, thesthat returned my look were mine,
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but the face puzzled me. Alien, yet familiar, in& a golden beard and weather-worn
skin. Hastily, | wiped the surface and the strarttisappeared.

“When | opened the bathroom door and stepped miatthe carpet, | sensed that |
was not alone. A familiar musky perfume invadedmowgtrils. Pulling my robe tighter
around my naked body, | moved toward the bedro@a.almagine my surprise when |
saw Laura perched in the middle of the large kizge&bed, wearing a shirt she must
have taken from my suit bag. For some unaccoumtaalson, | felt compelled to look at
the wooden crate. Although it was still on theseloshelf, | could have sworn that | had
left it on the other side, that it had been moved.

“There’s no way to explain what happened next authadmitting that | gave in
to fleshly desires and succumbed to temptationt ddoe, but over and over until | was
so exhausted that | slept. When | awoke, theradtar sun slipped through a crack in the
floral drapes. | lay there for a moment, thinkpagsibly that | had dreamed the events
that had transpired earlier. When | realized thia&d not been a fantasy, my first
thought had been, not for Selene — my beloved wifem | had betrayed — but for Laura.
Where was she? | needed her. My body throbbea wremembered the feel of her
silky skin, her experienced hands, her warm mouth.

“Laura, | whispered. When there was no answer, | jumpgabthe bed and
rushed to the bathroom. My fears were confirmedmfopened the door to be greeted
only by crumpled towels and white emptiness. Alqmin of fear assailed me and, with
dread, | slowly twisted my neck and looked at thetsvhere | had left the wooden crate.

My skin grew hot and then icy cold. Laura had taltee wooden crate and left.
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“At that moment, | didn’t want to think about teeowballing effect of my sins. |
didn’t want to confront myself with the fact thatah sin had compounded the next. |
raced to throw my belongings together and go tergel She would remove those doubts
and fears.

“And then | found the other thing. On the dresbgrthe television was a note
written on motel stationary. Propped againstatding it up, was an old book. A diary,
in fact. |1 opened the letter first and sat onlibd with its still warm reminders of
forbidden ecstasy. The first time that | readwloeds | made no sense of them; Laura’s
smell still lingered in my nostrils. Then | forcedyself to comprehend the message.”

With a shaking hand, Eddie reached for his sakgeaand pulled out a cream
colored envelope from an inside pocket. His tred®yes pleaded with me to read it.
Poor Eddie. His greatest sin had been thinkinghbavas above sin.

Jokk

“My dear Ed,"the letter began:l wish there was a way for me to express this in
a language that you could understand. | know ttoat will find it difficult to forgive me
— or yourself — and yet, for your sake, you mugji¥e and praise yourself. You have
finally accomplished what you have been tryingdsithce you stole the master crystal.
You have finally reunited the two souls who belmggther — two souls who together
have the secret to create another master crysted,af peace rather than power. Apart,
each soul had a fragment of the knowledge necessagcomplish this feat. Through
life after life, these two have searched for eattieq feeling, rather than knowing, that
each is incomplete. And, in many of those lives,also were present, having chosen to

help bring these two together as a sort of pendocgour ‘original sin.” In each of your
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lives before, you lost sight of your original goalsd fell prey to physical gratifications.
By doing so, you were unable to uphold your shateelife plan. And, as is true in
every endeavor, if one person does not do his shiaee it becomes difficult, and
sometimes impossible, for the planned event toroccu

“Look past this life, Ed. Look ahead, look behirfskee that, although it is now
most important, this is not all that is. When we all together again, we will laugh as
we did when, because of your weakness, we chasedlgito bring about the reunion.
And we will rejoice that, after all of these milfea, our soul group is again complete
and intact.

“It may help you, dear Ed, to read this diary thmy aunt kept. You may be able
to find yourself here.”

The letter was signetily love forever, Laura.”

“Eddie, I'm sorry,” | said, looking at the top bis blonde head. During my
reading of Laura’s letter, he had kept his heactled. He said nothing in reply to my
regrets for him.

| held the folded paper in my hands for a longetinhaura’s words, for some
reason, brought a bittersweet nostalgia to the b&aoky throat and caused my heart to
beat with an urgency | hadn't felt in years.

“Eddie, where is the diary?”

“l almost threw it away, Cash. | wanted to degitpto forget that the last few
hours had ever transpired.”

“l can almost understand,” | told him.
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“You should,” he said, looking up. “Because hththatyou'vedone it before.
You did it ten years ago in South Texas, didn’'t @ash? You threw away everything to
forget the events of a few minutes!”

He stood up abruptly, almost turning over the chiie walked over to the door
and knocked several times, loudly. The guard ajggeat the door and unlocked it,
opening it for Eddie to leave.

“Sutton, | have a book on the front seat of my-c#ne blue Mercedes parked
next to the warden'’s station wagon. Can someorsebgeto get it for me?”

Sutton nodded, took the car keys from Eddie’s hand closed the door. Eddie
walked back to me.

“Cash,” he asked, still standing. “Do you undanst Laura’s letter? Do you have
some idea of what is happening?”

“l would be lying if | said | didn’t feel certaifamiliarities. But | think I'm
almost as much in the dark as you are.”

“Do you know how much | hated you the whole timeds reading Laura’s letter?
| hated you so much that | wanted to kill you!” H&ghed, almost belligerently. “It was
all your fault. If I hadn’t gone to Mississippiwlouldn’t have met Laura, | wouldn’t have
committed adultery, | wouldn’t have thought abauhg to Selene, | wouldn't have
wanted to kill you. It was a vicious circle. Bbgcause of you, | had done all of those
things. Because of you, | had experienced sind then | remembered what the lady in
black had told me about you that day in the telemistudio. | had interpreted what she

said about you to mean that you were some typeooienm-day prophet. Doing
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something for you would enable me to... That wasStie called you an Enabler. An
Enabler! Is that expression familiar, Cash?”

My heartbeat speeded. For a moment, | was battiatrbloody kitchen in Texas.
Only this time, Ben, my youngest brother, was safile. He was bending over Emmy’s
broken body and when he heard me come into the,rberoame to his feet and | saw the
bloody butcher knife in his hand. | gritted mytteand opened my eyes in order to lose
the memory. | looked at Eddie and his face softeasehe sat down in the chair.

“You remember something, Cash. But you won'ylairself recall beyond a
certain point. I'm having the same problems. like waking from a dream. If you let
yourself recall the dream in its entirety, you ddorget it. But, if you don'’t start
remembering the dream right then, it slips awapu Yhink it's such a vivid dream that
you couldn’t possibly forget it and yet you do. tllsomebody does or says something
that brings back a fragment of that dream. Somestiyou can remember a portion of the
dream on either side of the fragment. And thepréign on either side of those portions.
Until you can remember most of the dream.”

| nodded. This conversation with Eddie was arfragt of one of my dreams.
Somewhere, sometime, we had held this very sancestison.

“After | read Laura’s letter the second time,” Egld/ent on, “and realized that
my murderous anger toward you was obviously migulat called Santa Fe. Selene had
been expecting me hours earlier and | knew thaidtrbegin my first deception of my
wife. | had already decided to tell her that | the@n detained in Mississippi and then
had car trouble. Selene always believed everythialgl her; she had never had a reason

to distrust me.
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“Pat Hayes, Selene’s mother, answered the teleph8elene was not there, she
told me. She had borrowed Pat’s car and left naazher in the day. | asked Pat where
Selene had gone. | knew she would know — Selese @ganized that she makes
detailed itineraries before she leaves to go anygvhPat sounded nervous when she told
me to come on home and she would be in touch wittasnsoon as she heard from
Selene.

“Chances were that Selene had driven back to Texalsfollowed Pat’s advice
and drove back here. It was late when | reachedouse and | knew immediately that
Selene hadn't been there since | had left. Lefisvguded from the mail box, two
newspapers lay in the driveway and the house isedfiled empty, as if Selene’s essence
had been removed.

“When | dropped my suit bag on the sofa in the, deealized that | was carrying
the diary Laura had left me. | threw it on thefeeftable and wiped my hands on the
sides of my pants, trying to remove the sweet mgrabher arms around me. What had
the wooden crate held? What had been so impdttahshe had to resort to such
devious means to steal it? How could | possiblyl&x to you?

“Thankful that my father had chosen to cooperath what he called my ‘prison
mission,” and take over my evangelical duties fopaple of weeks, | retreated into my
study with Laura’s letter. By the soft light framy desk lamp, | read it again. 1, too,
wished that there was some way that | could undedsthe hidden meanings in her letter.
| kept thinking that my trip to Mississippi and meeting with Laura had not been

coincidental.
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“At one this morning, Pat called. A short timelea, the Arizona State Police
had found her car abandoned in a rest area negst&fa Selene had not been found.
There had been no indications of struggle or foltseems that she walked away on her
own cognizance. My first selfish thought was tsia¢ had certainly chosen an
inopportune time to seek her independence. Dglrétknow that | needed her?

“Ed? It was Pat; she was still on the other end oté¢tephone line Edward,
listen to me. | think | know what has happeneeleis is safe. | have with me some of
her father’s papers that she had been reading. g&itsome rest and then come up to
Santa Fe tomorrow. We can find her.

“I knew that we couldn’t find Selene. | knew tt&dlene was gone forever.
Don’t ask me how | knew it. | didn’t tell Pat.ekcused myself by saying that | had to
see you today, that | would call her tonight.”

The guard, Sutton was back at the door. He hakdedd a small worn book and
left.

“| stayed up the rest of the night reading thiasi@ | think it may help to explain
what we’re up against.”

“Whatwe’re up against?” | asked, taking the book from hine dthiled, a sad
little smile, and nodded. | opened the cover aod#éd at the first pageDiary: K.J.
Courtney.

Zombie-like, Eddie stood by my bed reading overghngulder. | could feel the
static electricity of his molecules shooting outl aolliding with my own.

“Eddie, you've had no rest since yesterday mornifigvhat I'm thinking could

be possible, you're going to need some sleep. t¥kbe the cot while | sit in the chair.”
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| stood up and, almost soundlessly, he slipped ti bed, stretched out and
closed his eyes. By the time | had seated myselhe oak chair, he snored lightly. It
was as if, by taking the book from him, | had agreeshare his misery and
responsibility for his actions.

The first entry was dated May 18, 1963. Almostmity-two years ago.
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KARA'S DIARY

May 18, 1963: | should feel exalted because ardrieas been realized. But,
instead, | feel a lethargic nostalgia. As if | mbgo to sleep and dream a fond dream and
never awaken. This is not a typical mood for memlbasically an open, honest,
optimistic personality. Yet, for some reason,dlfas if | should secret my treasure from
James.

Today started as a typical shopping spree for Bbgabeth and me. Our “First
Saturday” of the month meant we had a little ertcmey to spend on ourselves. Being
part of a university community has its advantagbging paid once a month is not one of

them.
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While Elizabeth browsed through the sale rackidatene of the more exclusive
shops, | wandered down to the beach. For a weekeadthe beginning of May, it was
remarkably deserted — only a few juveniles runr@ogss the sand and one elderly man
sitting cross-legged on a picnic table top neaeseded concession stand. | felt drawn to
this pariah. | scuffed through the sand toward &md he smiled when he saw me
coming, the gold of his two front teeth glitterimgthe sunlight. He held an object in his
right hand while, with his left, he motioned mes#o. When | drew near, | felt goose
bumps prickle on my neck and spread all over mybod

“Yours?” he asked, a little whinny in his question

“No,” | replied abruptly, observing with distadteat the object in his hand was an
intricately carved human skull of some clear, ptake material. | turned to go and find
Elizabeth.

“Yes,” the voice droned. “Yours.”

“Okay,” | told him. “How much do you want?”

At least he was trying to sell something instefjist begging for money. Ill
have to give him credit for that much initiativEven if it was only some trashy prop
from a horror movie.

He smiled with glee and shook his head vigorously.

“No,” he said, bowing his head and holding outabgct to me. “Yours.”

Trying to hide my repulsion, | gingerly took thertg from his grimy hand and
wrapped it in a scarf | had in my purse. It wasaekably heavy, certainly not plastic.

I'd drop it in a garbage bin on the way home. Wheaised my head to thank him and

again offer some money, he was gone. Just ashtalisappeared. My eyes scanned
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the beach, but he was nowhere in sight. Evenrettreaigers were gone now. And it was
growing dark.

| rushed back up to the boardwalk. The small isftgcshops were closed. |
found Elizabeth at a garden café, sipping a glasghie wine.

“Where have you been?” she demanded. “You've lgeee four hours. James
expected you an hour ago!”

That's the kind of thing you have to deal with whur sister is also your
husband’s secretary. | pulled out a brightly pedintnetal soda chair and sat down across
from her. Four hours? Not more than thirty misuteuld have elapsed since | left her.

“He’ll have to wait supper tonight,” | told hefYou will never believe what just
happened to me!”

She didn’t. We both went back to the beach aadcéed. | couldn’t even find
the deserted concession stand. Elizabeth probaioks | had a romantic rendezvous
with someone and that I'm trying to alibi. LatBH,be able to look at the situation with
humor and we will laugh about it: When we wentgbiag, Elizabeth bought a tartan
mini-skirt and | came home with a crystal skull.

Already | feel protective about it. After dinnetdames made chicken noodle
soup from a can — | locked myself in the bathromemoved the scarf from the skull and
examined it. It is not leaded crystal, as | haspgated earlier. It is some natural
substance and it has been carved, not moldedagped it in a pink terry towel and hid
it behind my personal hygiene articles.

Tonight, while James pouted and pretended to aeaatticle on space

technology, | recalled a feeling I'd had in a dreaot long ago. A feeling of total
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euphoria, completeness. When | closed my eyeskilkimprinted itself on the backs
of my eyelids. Somehow the skull is connected wmthdream.
| recovered the skull from the bathroom shelf aod it rests among my nylon

lingerie in the third drawer of the bedroom dresdareed to have it near.

May 22: | have not slept well for the past fewhtsg | seem to spend a considerable
amount of time in a half-awake/half-dream stateoriihgs arrive, the alarm on Big Ben
jangles at 6:30 and | feel tired, drained of energgmes tells me | have been working
too hard on my thesis. If he only knew how litilae I've spent researching and how
much time just sitting and attempting to transtatese little voices inside my head that
are trying to tell me something.

There! I've said it. I'm a bona fide mental cag& least, as Elizabeth joked
once, I'm not talking back. But, seriously, | havgrowing suspicion that this all has to
do with the crystal skull. Or the man who gavime.

At the moment, James is doing some research omamist brain-washing
techniques — some used in Korea and some predmmitly used in Vietham. Could
suggestions have been “planted” in the skull amdectly be working on me? Why me?
| am a lowly graduate student of early nineteemwthtary literature. Unless someone
wanted to use me to get to James. Dr. James @gurffhe youngest member of the
faculty’s Political Science department, James haldards and citations from two

presidents for his liaison work with Russia durihg last six years.
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The skull remains in my lingerie drawer. Each niog, as | reach for clean
underwear, my hand touches its cool surface. dinm®ost noon. Instead of going to my

one o’clock class, | am going to the beach. ¢tk for the old man.

May 27: Not only have | forgotten my journal, butave neglected my research and |
won't be able, as planned, to complete my thesssstihimmer. A few weeks ago, this
admission would have thrown me into a state ofeswér anxiety. Now it scarcely seems
to matter. When my faculty advisor, Dr. Marcie &Neft for Boston this morning, | felt

a sense of serenity when | shook her hand and @iskesuccess. She reprimanded me,
telling me that she would be gone for nine weeldsdgemanded that | uncover some little
known information about my thesis topic in her afzsge I'm not the least bit concerned
about John Greenleaf Whittier, his philosophiedjistworks. For four afternoons, |

have attempted to locate the old man from the hedcdlday, | thought | saw him and |
followed him into a hotel near the boardwalk. ®a staircase, my old man turned to me
and became a mangy transient, smelling of alcalwat and stale clothing.

Why is all of this so important to me?

June 1: | haven’t been able to find the old mhaast night, while James was at a
meeting, | locked the bedroom door and took thetatyskull from the dresser drawer. |
held it in both hands until the temperature otisl surface matched the warmth of my
hands. The longer I held it, the warmer it became | imagined warm, throbbing

vibrations passing from the skull to the palms gffmnds, ending with a pulsating tingle
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near the surface of my head. | didn't want toaeplthe skull in the drawer but | don't,
as yet, want James to be aware of its existence.

The meeting lasted longer than expected and | weeneéd before James came
home. When he came to bed, quietly so as not &kemvme, | had just roused from a
most pleasant dream in which a man — no one | rezed, but someone | loved dearly —
and | had just been reunited (?) after a long plesicseparation. | wanted to recapture
the euphoric feeling, so | turned to James, to gleuggainst him. | wanted his hands on
my body, his lips on my throat. | wanted to féed tength of him pressed against me.

“Turn over and go back to sleep, sweetheart, aw. s“It's late.”

| felt empty. Not because James had rejectedexigadly. My hollowness was
due to the fact that | knew | had never and coelen feel about my husband the way |

felt about the man in my dream.

June 6: Another unusual happening today. Elizaballed and asked me to meet her for
lunch at Mina’s, a little bistro just a couple dbtks off campus. Occupying the
basement of an old department store, Mina’s reedittée natural light and depends
highly on candles for both illumination and atmosyeh

Elizabeth had already found a table by the tiragived and her candlelit face
wavered in a ghostly manner above a small tablefomear the back of the café. |
rushed to sit down across from her. Elizabethldrale been closer than most sisters

and | had sensed the urgency in her voice whehatiealled earlier.



58

“Whatever you have to say must have worldwideificance,” | joked, sitting
down. “l can’t imagine another reason for Jamdsttgou have an afternoon out of his
crammed-full schedule.”

Elizabeth remained solemn.

“This isimportant Kara. James is very concerned about you andslo &le
says you haven’t cooked a meal in three weekslamtiduse is dirty.”

Amazed, | stared at her. | felt a little half-grtug at the right corner of my
mouth.

“James is a grown man,” | told her. “He knows hovecook and keep house. He
did it for six years before he married me.”

Elizabeth lifted her chin. Being short of statsle always does that when she
feels at a disadvantage and needs to get sometanppoint across.

“Kara, today James brought in a pillowcase ofydifothes. | took them to my
apartment to wash and dry them.”

“We have a washing machine!” | exclaimed. “Yowlnthat. Anda dryer.”

“The point, Kara, is this: James is an importaember of the faculty here at the
university. His wife and his home are part ofihigge and you're letting him down.”

Astounded, | sat in silence, staring at Elizalsetidle face. One dark curl that
had wedged its way from her firmly-lacquered bonifffi curl listlessly on her forehead
fascinated me.

“If you don’t watch yourself,” Elizabeth said slbwalmost portentously, “you’re

going to lose your husband.”
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| don’t remember a lot about the walk home toldtle rock house. Elizabeth’s
words kept floating across my consciousness — gagaing to lose your husband. And
the most terrible thing about it all is that it neaab difference. | really didn’t care. |
wanted the warm mingling of souls that I'd feltmy dreams. James couldn’t give me

that.

June 7: | made an attempt today to clean the hoMsepride and joy a year ago, the
four cheery rooms with my carefully hand-chosereetit furniture offered absolutely no
appeal, no incentive. Curds of dust lay aroundodmeboard of the hand waxed oak
plank floors. Soap scum and coffee grounds mingligal dirty bowls, cups and glasses
in the kitchen sink. While sorting the laundryartarks and lights, | experienced the
most awful pang of anxiety about my crystal skull.

Rushing to the bedroom, | pulled open the drawertaere it lay, nestled
comfortably in the folds of my trousseau nightgoaripamy white creation I'd worn
only once. | lifted the skull gently, held it toymshest, and sat on the bed. Only a
moment later, | heard a door slam.

“Kara?” It was James. What was he doing homeasty? “Kara, what is this
mess on the floor? There’s clothing everywhere!”

I quickly shoved the crystal skull underneath rilow. I'll make the bed later, |
told myself, and then I'll put the crystal skulldkain the dresser drawer.

“Kara.” James stood at the bedroom door, handisempockets of his slacks. For

a hysterical moment, | almost laughed because wdrqewd | assumed that it was
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Elizabeth) had ironed his pants had pressed tlaserall wrong and the knees looked
baggy.

“What is it, James?” | asked. “Why are you horady®”

“Early?” he exclaimed, holding up his wrist andeining his watch. “It's
almost seven. If anything, I'm late. I'm goingesuo the student union to eat. Try to do
something about this house. It's a disaster.”

Seven o’clock? | had sat on the bed, holdingctigstal skull, for over six hours.

And it had seemed that I'd been there only moments.

June 8: | don’'t know if James came home last niglhink | went to sleep immediately
after he stalked out and | didn’t wake until almiest this morning. He came to me in
my dreams again last night. That other man. Henloaface, no name, no body. | just
know that he was there and we were together amdstright. As if we were two
perfectly joined halves of the same object.

| can recall only a meager bit of the dream.tlham standing on a narrow rock
ledge of some sort, looking through a gorge int@aléey several miles away. Intuitively,
| know that my home is behind me, in a depressiomvinto the mountain by millions of
blowing sand particles over countless thousang®afs. | realize that the weight of my
body is straining the eroded ledge and | drinkrie tast awe-filled look at the red
mountains below me before | turn to leave. | sehathe is beside me and | feel an
intensity of life that | can never remember havixgerienced before. With a vividness
born only of a dream, | look down and watch ourebi@et tread the dusty trail, two sets

of reddish-brown feet walking side by side.



61

And then | awakened. The crystal skull, whiclatlsecreted underneath my
pillow the night before, lay against my chest.ohd think I'll ever again be able to sleep

without it.

June 13: | don’t know how | have managed to s@vhis week. My mother has been
here for four days. She thinks | am having a n@svareakdown. That is her way of
explaining why | have lost interest in my home, edcation, my husband. In her world
and in her mind, there could be no sane reasomydoehavior.

| have hidden the crystal skull. If mother, irr hesolve to put things back in
order, had discovered it underneath my pillow, $ure she would have convinced James
to commit me immediately. | understand. She ldhesdaughter she gave birth to,
raised and instilled with certain values, standamts morals. Mother’s dismay, because
she can'’t find that daughter, takes the form of e@nding, demanding, cajoling and
self-recrimination.

She must leave soon. | haven't been out of lydrt $or any length of time and |
worry about the crystal skull, tucked away in tesgaper, in a hat box on the top closet
shelf.

James has been the model husband, alternatelgro@at; understanding and

supportive. He sleeps on the edge of his sideeobed. | sleep on the edge of my side.

June 14: Poor mother. She left today. Her frsendl tell her that she did all she could
and that she shouldn’t feel guilty. She will feeinorse that she didn’t do more and

frustration that sheouldn’tdo more. But, some afternoon, she will be playrigge
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with her friends and she will forget for a few marmse As time goes by, the moments of
forgetting will become hours. And then days walsg in which she remembers me only
as the ideal daughter, the prom queen, the vated@atof her high-school class, the
professor’s wife.

| have the crystal skull now. It rests in my kgl write these very lines. James
has to meet with some other learned men in SarclE@mand he will be gone overnight.

| will tuck the skull under my pillow.

June 15: | don’t know if | can even describe tinsam. | have the most terrible feeling
of loss, centering right in the pit of my stomadhkam so afraid that | have lost him — the
man of my dreams, my other half.

Last night, as | drifted off to sleep, | held #rgstal skull against my chest. It had
brought me much needed peace and contentment deNy days earlier and | was
positive that last night was the right time to rattor more.

But this dream was not like the other one. Thegee no fond memories of
intermingled souls — only extreme anxiety, the eambest describing the dream state
into which | plunged and which | shall attempt &sdribe.

Always, before a dream, | experience a type oftaldime-warp in which | seem
to exist as something outside of my physical batty @uring which time, as we know it,
is suspended. That vacuum of time occurred anaitedl expectantly for the euphoria,
but it wouldn’t come. Over and over, | swirledinpo that no-man’s land and appeared
in a strange place surrounded by feelings of fagitation and resentment. Finally, | just

let go and the dream took over.
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In this dream, | am in a sterile environment. $¥dwog, no particles, no impurities
interfere with the oxygen which my lungs breatks/erything is white except for the
roof of the dome building.

The dome building. | am filled with awe as | atfg to describe it. The sides are
higher than any other building in the walled cifyGirtae and the curved roof is
composed of enormous multi-faceted jewels. Whemesome ill in body, or weak, or
negative in our thinking, one of the Enablers take$o a specially designed cubicle in
the dome center, governed by the master crystalhwigigulates spiritual harmony.
There are no inner walls. | ‘feel’ when | have radrom one cubicle to another. The
color bathing my body and the musical tones cangssiy ears indicate a change and |
am cured.

| am now leaving the great chamber of serenitptaAstands beside me, his
white robes reflecting the same rich green lighthgsown. My mind is calm. | attempt
to recall the cause of my earlier agitation. Sdmimegf to do with separation. | stare far up
above me, at the huge emerald through which li¢fets$ in soothing rays. | have an
urge to take Antai's hand, but | cannot. | havelesd past the stage of physical contact
providing emotional gratification. | must not hudiaie my chosen father.

Chosen is correct. Although Antai and | havediveany lives together, we chose
this incarnation to be father and daughter. Myatitemg becomes short and | feel dizzy,
even though | am still receiving the benefit of thilng green rays. As we stare together
into the huge crystal at the center of the doméding, | am reminded of the cause for
my anxiety. Antai is going away, far away. Tophahother civilization develop

awareness and mind utilization similar to ours. itpleased and honored that the
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Enablers have been so satisfied with his progressiiey have nominated him for this
assignment.

“We are immortal, my dear Lealia,” he told me oalghort time ago as we sat
together on the green grass outside the walled €itigis physical clothing we wear will
eventually disintegrate and what we are will sthtinue. We are never apart. Our
souls are joined for eternity.”

“But not if you leave for another civilization,"drotested. “We will live again
and again, but never together as we always havenomt. Why can’t we go together?”

“Because, my dear,” Antai said, looking at me wéhder eyes. “You are needed
here. After the Enablers leave, there will be t#wour spiritual development left.”

“But Cirtae will be destroyed with the earth’sfshil reminded him. “And the
physical me will die anyway.”

“There will be another place here on this planAftai told me. “A point which
is unrecognizable because it does not yet exidewApeople of Cirtae will survive the
mass destruction. You are one of those surviviau and the others will remain under
the ocean for many incarnations and eventuallywill lead that group to the point not
yet existing. There, you will find materials witthich to build shelters and make
clothing. Vegetation for nourishment will be groygiabundantly near pools and streams
of water.”

| raised my head to look at him. The great halfle of the setting sun behind
him almost blinded me. | could not see Antai'ssfa¢ie touched my hand, an emotional

gesture not necessary in our civilization for méwgs.
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“We will find each other again,” he consoled nf@erhaps in an altogether
different civilization that neither of us knows nowBut we are two parts of a whole. We
can never be separated.”

“How will we find each other?”

“You will take the crystal skull with you when ydaegin your new civilization. |
will find it.”

“l can’t stand it,” | moaned. “l can’t let you gd can’t take the chance that we
may never again be together.”

“We must go now,” Antai said, rising to his feéBefore the mission begins, we
must experience the great chamber of serenityrefive will be reminded of our
immortality and our fears of the mortal mind wi# brased.”

They have come for him now. When the huge crygtehs, he and the other two
will be gone forever. He turns and smiles at nméicgation bright on his face. Already,
| feel empty. | cannot watch. Eyes closed, thig teeling in my void world is the flesh-
warmed crystal skull.

And that is how | awoke, holding tightly to theystal skull, feeling depressed,
lonely, anxious. | didn’t want to move, to breathgust wanted to go back to sleep and
never wake. | have never felt so empty and ydétubof hopelessness.

The sane part of me says to get rid of the sKiitikow it away, give it away, hide
it, destroy it. But the part of me that still fedlealia’s pain cries to salvage the skull
because it will reunite her with her soulmate.

| will place it back in the hatbox on the top @bshelf in the bedroom. And |

will force myself to get away for awhile. Maybevill go back to Lubbock and visit
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some of my friends of my youth, those carefree febgnew while growing up in

Texas.

June 20: | have just read my last entry and recglletermined intent to leave to get
away from the memories and feelings associatedtwétcrystal skull. | also remember
how, the next morning, | had coolly analyzed myagiton with mother and decided not
to go to Texas. Although she now lives in Dalls still has friends in Lubbock and
she would probably have gone there immediateliefisad known of my presence.

Instead, | cleaned house — really cleaned, time.til changed shelf paper, waxed
hardwood floors, polished silverware, washed basets) scrubbed sinks. The house
sparkled. Sometime during early afternoon, | wawn to the wharf and bought fresh
sea bass, James’ favorite. | would make a meaibald help him to forget my un-
wifely behavior of the immediate past.

| had just taken the Haviland from the China cabto wash when the phone
rang. James had to spend another night in SariEcanthe meeting had not culminated
as quickly as he thought it would. | turned oft thven and sat at the dining room table
for a few minutes, feeling a little sorry for mysahd a little piqued with James.

Go get the skull, a little voice inside me nagg&tmember how good you feel
when you have it near.

Darned night, | remembered. | stifled a waveegalation which threatened to
overpower me as | recalled Lealia. I'll call Elh, | told myself, and see if she wants

to come over. Later, we can go to one of thoseidorfilms at the Union.
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When the phone rang and rang and no one answekidabeth’s apartment, |
called Franny, the girl who lived down the hallrfrany sister.

“Elizabeth is in San Francisco at the Internatigkféairs meeting,” Franny told
me. “May | ask who is calling?”

Why hadn’t James mentioned that Elizabeth wasgyaith him? Unless he
wanted tchidethe fact. | yearned to hold the crystal skullzeB/body had somebody
except me. And my other half was gone forever.

I mentally slapped myself. If | didn’t monitor nilgoughts more carefully, I'd
have myself trapped in a dream world, living tlie bf a character created by my
confused subconscious.

Rushing to the hallway, | picked up my keys antspdrom the hall table and left
the house. My aqua Ford Falcon, parked at the staited easily, even though | hadn’t
driven it for a month. Once out on the highwagushed the car hard and fast. The air
rushing through my open window felt good, fresh.

Within a couple of hours, | realized that | hadmavered myself through all of
the city traffic and was at the foothills of thenS8ernardino Mountains, heading for the
resort town of Big Bear Lake.

| had first met James Courtney at Big Bear Lalke,summer after | had
completed undergraduate school, two years agongAidth several friends, | had shared
one of the quaint log cabins tucked amidst largdders and shaded by tall pine trees.
James had been taking a break after a six montteédoal exchange in Russia. Totally
impressed by the tall, quiet, good-looking marad stayed on two weeks longer after

my friends had left. James had everything to offatelligence, compassion, creativity,
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connections, excitement, stability. All I had wagself — and a small trust fund left me
by my father. But | knew that | could make him pgap

And | had, | told myself, decreasing speed asndd the sharp curves. | had
made him happy. And I'll make up for the past nmoot so. I'll make him happy again.

With no trouble, | found the lodge where | hadysthtwo years ago. Although
there were a couple of rooms available in the ratexmain building, | asked for one of
the older cabins near the rear. Without the imftgeof the crystal skull, maybe I could
gain some clarity and insight into the happeningde last four or five weeks.

And, after that, | don’t remember a single thidpthing! Everything that
happened — or didn’t happen — to me for a peridivefdays is lost. | remember the
lady at the lodge handing me a key and then | wiaend back onto the west end of
campus in the middle of the afternoon. I'm notesfil am the person who left here a
few days ago or the one who came back today. ddedn’'t sound so crazy when |
rationalize that | am the person | am because ofafigctive experiences and reactions
to these experiences. The person sitting hefdsatrtoment has a past that is different
from that of the person who left here that aftemo8o | am not that “old person” and
yet | am not this “new person” either because Itdauld into my repertoire of
experiences something | can’t remember

Who am |?

June 21: James has ordered me to see a psy¢hibtecame home last night to a
runaway wife in a state of semi-vegetation. Beeafsa noxious smell in the house (the

decayed sea bass in the oven), he had spent the/dasights on the couch in his office,
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stopping by periodically to see whether | had metdr | attempted to explain my
behavior.

“Is that where you bought that sweater you're \weft’

The accusing tone brought back some of the ol figme. | examined the
hand-knit stitches of the lovely pink sweater | lned All of my clothing appeared new.

“James,” | told him. “I don’t know. | can’t rem@er anything from the moment
| checked in. | hadn’t even intended to be goreriaight. | didn’t take any clothing,
cosmetics, anything!”

“Where did you get the money?”

Cold. Too cold. James constantly worries thaillispend the money in the trust
fund. And yet, | knew that | had less than a heddfollars in my purse when | had left.

“I don’t know.”

“‘Damn,” he exploded. “Damn it all!”

“Did you call mother?”

“Of course, | called your mother. You might hdeen in Dallas with her. |
don’t know what has happened to you lately, Karau must see a psychiatrist.”

“A psychiatrist? James, there’s nothing wrondghwite that | can’t work out,
given time and patience on your part.”

“Kara, | have neither the time nor the patien¥eu see a psychiatrist or | move
out for good.”

At the door he paused. “And do something abaatt god-awful smell in the
house!”

| can’t write anymore tonight. | must try to remieer those days.
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June 22: | have an appointment with Dr. Alan LefinJune 27. | called Elizabeth this
morning and she recommended him; she had workeal doctor who knew him before
James had hired her.

“He is the absolute best, Kara,” she said, aftetd her why | was calling. “But
he’s terribly intense, very involved in his resdmaic

“Research?”

“He’s one of the foremost in his field,” she hedgéHe was highly influenced
by childhood experiences.”

“Whatis his field?” | snapped, feeling that | had to fdigiextract the
information from her.

“Suicide.”

Why do | need to see an expert on suicide? Eitratold me that James had
been pleased with the choice of doctors, so | agi@give this Dr. Lewin a try. |
managed to end the conversation on a winning tlmdeigh. | asked Elizabeth how the
International Affairs meeting had been. After agm she had answered in a voice
sprinkled with guilt, that it had been a tremendsuscess for the United States.

| am going to clean the oven.

June 24: | am dreading my encounter with Dr. Lewidiscovered an article about him
in an old faculty newsletter. A top notch psyclestpist, he feels that we are direct
reflections of our past, that our emotions, deaisj@ctions and reactions are all results

of healthy or unhealthy ego development in our.p&kd believes if we can admit our
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childhood fantasies and deal with them from a neapaint of view that we can
overcome any psychological handicaps affectingpoesent “coping mechanisms.”

It will be only an hour; I'll survive. James wible satisfied and | can then go on
with life. And I'll probably totally frustrate tisi Dr. Lewin because there are few, if any,
childhood fantasies and | consider them fairly nrairtnwanting to be a movie star, a
nurse, a fashion designer. Even though my fatieelr @when | was eight, | never
experienced sexual fantasies with him as the ghjeetver wished my mother dead.
Freud, himself, would have sent me home.

I’m going to the bookstore this afternoon. Whegrassed by the window a few

weeks ago, | saw a new lan Fleming book. If yoatwWantasy, read James Bond.

June 25: Hid go to the bookstore yesterday. It was such agéraxperience (but, then
all of my experiences lately have had a touch efuhusual). As if a magnet pulled me, |
walked right past James Bond, Ellery Queen, LotAsriour to the section marked
philosophy and religion — two subjects | neverlgeahred to know more about. | can
still remember Mother’s father, a fundamentalisttielist minister of the old school,
chastising my friends and me for playing “Go Fistith a deck of poker cards.

In a state of mental rebellion, | stared at thelsds of paperback books, trying to
pronounce foreign names and words such as NietzBamioffer, existentialism. |
don’t know why, but | reached down on a bottom §hmllled out a book with some sort
of golden idol on the cover and took it to the deun

“Interested in the esoteric, Mrs. Courtney?”
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| recognized one of James’ students behind thie ieaggster. When | handed him
the money, | smiled.

“Reincarnation is quite a subject, Mrs. Courtnéy”continued, dropping the
book in a paper bag. “It might be the only waxplain this whole Vietham thing and
why people seem to be in such a hurry to die.”

| attempted reading the book last night. Franilgeems to me that living one
life would be enough. Why would these impoverishedlerprivileged, starving Indians
choose yet another existence little different friw@ one just completed? And, as far as
those little Indian children remembering who thesrevin a past life, all kids make up
tales. It's part of a child’s stage play. Motlhelts of the time that I, as a two year old,
cried to go home to Tulsa, Oklahoma. Those whbelin reincarnation would say that
| had lived a life in Tulsa. No. | was born amased in Lubbock, Texas. I've never
been to Tulsa, have no desire to go and certaag Imo past-life memories. Some
people are so eager to prove a point that theyraslbrt to any little piece of what they
consider evidence that backs them up.

Actually, when you think about it, it's almost tiisteful. If | mess this life up, |
can come back and try again. Reincarnation leagescentive to make this life the best
possible. Reincarnation removes any responsiblityould feel to make this a better
world.

James came in after | went to bed last nighbused when he opened the
bedroom door but quickly went back to sleep. hdidream, barely turned over the

entire night. At least my sleeping patterns arprowing.
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I have an appointment in a couple of hours ab#euty shop to get my hair done.
| think I'll leave early and shop a little. A newe for James. Maybe a mini-skirt for

myself.

June 26: There is a small travel agency next tiotre beauty shop | use. Strange that
I’d never noticed but, yesterday, while waiting Eiteen (my hairdresser) to complete
her patron before me, | looked past the sun’scifies and into the window. Blonde
Dutch girls and boys chased around windmills, tkeioden shoes, amazingly enough,
staying attached to their feet. On a rotating ldigpChinese women in straw coolie hats
and black cotton pajamas stood beside elaborateisdd and painted Geisha girls, while
gray rock and forested volcanic mountains adveattiee grandeur of the Orient. | had
turned to leave when a flash of orange-red attdactg attention and | glanced, then
stared closely at a beautiful green mountain seetiered buttes and mesas scattered
throughout the valley below. GRAND CANYON, the parsread. | must have stood
there for a full twenty minutes, just staring, bef&ileen came out to find me.

| know now that the Grand Canyon is near the plaoere | walked with that
unknown lover of my dreams. Maybe my subconscistslling me to make a trip to the
Grand Canyon. What is the phrase that the kidalatesing nowadays? Follow your

intuition?

June 27: Actually, it wasn't bad at all — not neas grueling and emotional as | had
imagined it could be. Dr. Lewin is, as Elizabe#idhold mejntense Everything about

him reflects energy, vigor, concentration — frora t@refully parted light brown hair to
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his crisply pressed slacks and freshly polishetelsa A person could drown in the
reflections in his warm brown eyes. | warmed tm Imstantly. He is not pretentious,
pompous, pseudo-intellectual, dogmatic. Actuallg,didn’t have a session. We talked
(or rather, | talked and he listened) about cureseints, about James, about mother,
about my uncompleted master’s thesis. He didiytipio my family life or ask about
adolescent traumas. He wanted to know what kirttboks and movies | liked; we
discussed common interests in that we both likk laodon and Zane Grey, even
though most people consider them old-fashioned. b@akgrounds are similar, to a
point. | grew up in Texas and he grew up in Okiahe- near Tulsa, to be exact. | told
him of my entry in the diary and he laughed.

Actually, I like Dr. Lewin and | like our sessian§Ve have scheduled another
appointment for July 8 and I'm looking forward tawith great anticipation.

| forgot to ask him about the Grand Canyon.

July 7: 1 was afraid that | wouldn’t get back imeé for my appointment with Dr. Lewin
tomorrow. Aunt Mattie, my mother’s oldest sistiet] and broke her hip. She called
shortly after | returned from my appointment with Dewin and | left for Oregon
immediately. James was nowhere around, | couléath him at his office, so | left him
a note.

Aunt Mattie has always has always been what | w@be when I'm in my sixties
— vigorous, full of energy, humorous, caring, cosgianate, totally involved in and with
life. Actually, she broke her hip falling off adder while painting an “elderly”

neighbor’s windowsill.
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“It's not a bad break, dear,” she told me wherrivad. “The doctor is releasing
me tomorrow, but he insists | use a wheelchairavdes, | have too much to do to let
something like this stop me!”

And she didn't let it slow her for long. As usuaith a bit of flattery and gentle
coercion, she had me doing the work for her. Fioenbackground, she supervised. |
trimmed hedges until my palms blistered from pmregshe wooden handles of the hedge-
clippers, but the kids at the orphanage pickechepspiky trimmings and carted them off
before they held a cookie and Kool-Aid party formdAiattie and me.

At the nursing home, Aunt Mattie needed no asst&ta Even in the wheelchair,
she still managed to make that old piano hum aseidents gathered around and sang.

“My niece almost became a professional singer’tsliid them. “Kara, sing for
the ladies and gentlemen.”

| hadn’t performed in years, not since the Misgalepageant in 1959. | tried to
decline, but Aunt Mattie insisted.

“How aboutThe Old Rugged Cro85one elderly man suggested. “We can sing
along with you.”

How could I resist?

Full days had no dampening effect on Aunt Mattigtality. Bingo one night,
poetry class another, neighborhood dinner paried,ladies’ group the last night | was
there. | begged off, claiming | needed to pack hatl sat on the hand-quilted coverlet at
the foot of my bed, | listened to the laughter dnely conversation from below. If it

hadn’t been for Dr. Lewin, | would have stayed wAthnt Mattie.
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July 8: It was a great day, a terrific afternood a wonderful visit with Dr. Lewin.
Again, he asked no probing, leading questions. eNan innuendo about my possibly
being other than normal. This time, we talked d&loy visit with Aunt Mattie, my
childhood playmates and pets. He related an intidleout his learning to swim. An
older cousin had thrown him in a swift flowing rivend the poor child had to learn to
swim to save his life. | felt terrible. | felt &#d should have been there to help him. He
went on to ask how | felt about helping people diabl feel that | was missing out on
people-rewards | could be receiving. It seemetlithad only sat down in the
comfortable chair across from his desk when it trae to go.

| wonder what James would think if I quit gradus¢dool for good and

volunteered myself in some local program to helppbe

July 9: If I had been honest with myself, | cobllve anticipated the answer James
would have for my proposal to join in the socialatition.

“You have a graduate assistantship,” he told fad that helps pay the rent.
What happens when we lose that income?”

“A hundred dollars a month?” | questioned. “hdesee how that could possibly
disrupt our present style of living. We never ggwhere or do anything. You make
enough money to support our current style of living

“I suppose we’ll have to dip into your trust futmmake ends meet.”

“We might,” | said, angry that he was attemptiogranipulate me. “As far as
I’m concerned, we can use itliee on. The yearly interest is far more than our

combined salaries.”



77

“Think of the future...”

“I'm damned tired of thinking of a gray future Witolorless people and nothing
to do other than twiddle my thumbs,” | interruptach. “That’s the only future | can see
unless | do something about it now!”

The corner of his mouth turned down. | knew he gaing to say something
about Aunt Mattie and her feminist beliefs. | k&l out of the house, climbed in the
agua Falcon and here | am, at Aunt Mattie’s, gjttmthe middle of the bed, feeling
warm and cozy and wanted.

Tomorrow, we’re going to ‘organize’ Aunt Mattiegdtic.

July 10: James called three times last night. tAdattie, dear that she is, covered for
me by telling him | was asleep and she wouldn’tutls me. At one point, | know he
must have asked something about the trust fundusecaunt Mattie grew snappish and
informed him that she had no need for my money,gha could support a small army on
her income.

But, today was fulfilling. Aunt Mattie, desirirtg try out her aluminum walker,
suggested we go to a Jewish deli at mid-mornindpégrels and cream cheese. We
stayed for an hour and talked with the owner, agtd man with soulful eyes and a
crude number tattooed on his arm.

“How can we think that we have problems?” | askedit Mattie after we were
on the street. “That man survived the horror okthNazi concentration camps. Hitler

was a madman!”
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Aunt Mattie struggled over a patch of uneven ceter Then she stopped and
turned to me.

“We all share his guilt, sweetheart. That desireindicate ourselves is what
pushes people like you and me to help others.”

| suppose she is right. We spent the earliergfatte afternoon helping sort out
and package canned goods at a relief center. liactvill go to a needy family. Using
Aunt Mattie as an example, | contemplated usingnmust fund for such a cause. Several
years ago, she traveled to Mississippi and sebogessort of escrow to help support a
black church.

Around four, we went back to Aunt Mattie’s houselaip to the attic, no small
success, considering the metal contraption sheinguo help her walk. She found a
comfortable leather-seated rocker and proceedduidot me. The attic was remarkably
organized and dust-free, considering that it comtiforty years of accumulated
keepsakes. The thought crossed my mind that shietimé looking for “busy work” for
me.

Midway through stacking boxes on the right sid¢hef stairwell, | discovered an
unsealed box. When | picked it up to move it, pathe contents spilled on the floor.

“Don’t worry, honey,” Aunt Mattie said. “Thoseejust old mementos. Pack
them back up and use that tape on the shelf oeee tb seal the box.”

Neatly stacked and tied packets of letters -nahé same handwriting. All old
and yellowed. A framed picture of a handsome effic

“That was the man you moved out here to marrgdid.



79

“Bob,” she agreed, her smile gentle, her eyeafay. “Bob, my soulmate. Only
one minor wound in France during all those yeansant”

“And he drowned the day before you were to be i@d/st | finished,
remembering the story from my youth. “Just whean finally were going to be
together.”

“But we are,” Aunt Mattie said, her face brightegu “Bob and | are always
together.”

| turned my back. She looked so happy. Who wagjuestion her philosophies?

“It's almost dinnertime,” | said, attempting towsa cheerful. “We’d better

maneuver you down those stairs and dust you dfe Simmons are coming over.”

July 11: Aunt Mattie had a bad day. | think idle@omething to do with going up and
down those stairs yesterday. She spent all moinitige living room, her right leg
propped on an ottoman. When | offered to completeattic-cleaning, she protested.
We were going to talk.

Oh, no, | thought. Aunt Mattie thinks I'm crazgp.

“Did Mother call?”

“Now, Kara. You knew that without asking me. Yalgo know that | gave
absolutely no credence to her unfounded accusdtions

“Thank you, Aunt Mattie.”

“But, sweetheart, if I'm to help you at all, yoave to tell me what is going on

with your life.”
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| told her. | began with the old man and the @lyskull. When | received no
chastisement or criticism about that, | went odeecribe the dreams, the déja vu, the
lost days at Big Bear, the rapid disintegratiomgfmarriage, my appointments with the
psychiatrist. When | had finished, | raised mydeaad looked at her. She seemed to be
lost in some reverie of her own.

“Aunt Mattie?”

“You're not crazy, darling,” she assured me. ®wfof us are close enough to
our souls that we find ourselves seeking the iteallfill our lives. We are not satisfied
with the ordinary because we remember perfection.”

“Like Lealia,” | whispered. “Like Lealia.”

July 12: 1 am filled with antipathy. | must retuinome tomorrow because of my
appointment with Dr. Lewin the following day. Ylelon’t want to leave Aunt Mattie
and my newly discovered peace and contentment.

Aunt Mattie understands my dilemma. She alscsfdet she, alone, cannot
provide all of the emotional support that | ne€&adom what | have told her of Dr. Lewin,
she considers that he, because of his trainingeapérience, can help me through this
crisis.

“You can come right back to Oregon, sweetheahe' ®ld me. “If need be, we
can arrange for you to fly back and forth for yappointments. There are planes every
day out of Portland to the Los Angeles area.”

| must prepare myself for the trip home.
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July 13: | arrived home at a little past six tewening. James had dinner ready for me —
grilled steak and baked potatoes. Although | cotileat the steak (it was rare and | can’t
stand bloody meat), | put spoons full of buttertloe potato and it filled me.

He was so atypically solicitous Not since thdyedays of our marriage had he
provided me with such undivided attention. Aftex lhad completed the meal, he cleaned
the table and washed the dishes while | sat itithrgy room, sorting through personal
mail that had been delivered while | was in Oreg@me thick letter appeared to have
been opened after its initial sealing; scotch tagld the flap in place. Phoenix, Arizona.
| tore it open — a claim ticket from a Phoenix pastop; a note informing me that | had
forgotten my stub a few weeks earlier when | hackld the ring — my two carat
Colombian emerald, given to me by my father on mthsirthday and kept by my
mother until my sixteenth. It had been too larged six year old finger but too small for
an adult ring finger. After checking the date ba ticket, | realized this event had
transpired during the days | had lost at Big Bddradn't even realized that I'd had the
ring with me. Eight hundred dollars. What hasdhd with the money?

Sensing | was being watched, | looked up. Jartoesisat the doorway leading to
the kitchen.

“Now do you remember?”

“You opened my mail!”

He didn’t bother denying my accusation.

“Don’t get defensive,” he said. “Sounds to meslifjou’re trying to hide
something. Like maybe there was someone with yieernwyou hocked the ring. Maybe

I'd better call that shop.”
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| felt tears burn my eyes. | wouldn’t let him s®e cry.

And then he told me that | had no appointment;LBwin was in Washington,
D.C., having been called there by some bigwigs héaded a national committee on
which he served. He would be gone for nearly tveeks. His office had called and
given this information to James three days ago.

James had known all the time. He had known whias still in Oregon. He

could have told me.

July 14: James took today off. Perhaps he wasating to assuage his guilt by doing
something for me. | braced myself to meet himvaajf. We drove north along the coast
and visited some of the art galleries and shopstheahighway. Near noon, we found a
small store and bought some luncheon meat and btgpdhe road a few miles, we
stopped for gasoline and bought soda pops. Themmved off the main road, toward the
ocean, drove down parallel sandy strips and stoppedtnic at a rocky inlet.

The most at-peace with him I'd felt in weeks, i @a the sand with my back
against a grainy boulder. James slapped the sahdsiiogether and handed me one,
along with a pop. | could feel him staring at mrerethough | kept my eyes on a wet
boulder a few feet out in the ocean, waiting fa ¢julls to sweep down and grab the tiny
ocean flora and fauna.

“How do you feel?”

His voice came through a tunnel. The sound ofesaslapping against shore, the

squeals and squawks of the birds, came to me asadea bell. The smell of fish
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pervaded my nostrils. | shook my head away froenatjuatic scene and turned to look at
him.

“| feel great, James. Better than I've felt itoag time. We should do this more
often.”

Again, a guilt-ridden look.

“I've been working too hard on my degree. I'vesptoo much time with Aunt
Mattie lately. I've not been taking enough timeetgoy life with you. I've missed our
walks on the seashore, picnics in the park. Wealshtake a ride in the mountains.”

He turned away his head. Ndw stared at the algae-covered boulder.

“James, everything will be okay now that I'm sepr. Lewin. | feel better
already. Lots of people have problems worse then tWWe'll get it all worked out.”

He still stared at the rock. But he nodded.

At that moment, five teenagers, clad almost sty in pastel shorts, tennis
shoes and madras shirts, invaded our solitudeer Affew minutes, James began
gathering up the remnants of our picnic and | feéd him to the car.

He talked very little on the way home. I'm notesthat we hadny conversation.
Lost in my own thoughts about how | would try tothe perfect wife, | didn’t really
notice his silence until we were driving throughngaus, a couple of blocks from home.

“You look tired,” he told me when we got insid&/\Vhy don’t you go and lie
down awhile? I'll grab a bite to eat at the unfon.

| wastired, much more tired than | should have beeer a&ftich a mild outing.

When | came out of the bathroom after washing nog fdames was on the telephone.
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“No, | didn’t have the right opportunity. It's hgoing to be easy. You know
that.”

“Who was that?” | asked when he got off the phone.

“Dr. Richards from the Sociology Department. Hams me to talk to Dr.
Maynard and try to get him to speak at the facdiiyer next Thursday.”

It sounded logical to me.

July 15: I'm an addict. In the middle of the nigafter hours of tossing and turning, |
retrieved the crystal skull from the closet andipunder my pillow. Already, | had
forgotten the pain of Lealia’s experiences; | rerhenonly nostalgic tenderness of other
dreams.

I wish Dr. Lewin weren'’t at the other end of thretion. Of course, what is my
need compared to the needs of the other peopkedi@mpioning at the nation’s capitol.
| read about it in the newspaper this morning.idHeart of a committee to help gain civil
rights for black people. | suppose if | had everught about it, | would have been part
of the same movement because I've always champitheednderdog. But | had grown
up in a neighborhood and schools with no “coloremtser than domestic help. If anyone
had ever tried to take away anything that belorigedamie, our cook and housekeeper,
| would have fought them to my last breath. | fsllly thought that the only difference
between them and me was the color of our skins.

But, that is digressing. Back to the events kto my reclamation of the
crystal skull. It all started with a phone calkterday at noon.

“Mrs. Courtney, this is Dr. Richards. Is your haad at home?”
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“No, Dr. Richards. He should be eating at theetsafa. Did you look for him
there?”

“No. No. I just saw him a few minutes ago andsheuted at me that he was
going home to eat lunch.”

“I'm sorry, sir,” | told him. James always ateath on campus. What was this
about eating lunch at home? “Should | have hirhyzal when he arrives?”

“Definitely,” the gruff voice answered. “Tell hito call me right back. I'll wait
here at my office. Last week, your husband askedviaynard to speak at a faculty
dinner and, although Dr. Maynard agreed, | haveffioial confirmation from James.”

“I thought he called you last night.”

“My dear young lady, if your husband called lagfih, he didn’t talk to me. |
have just this morning returned from a week oubam.”

I hung up the telephone. Why had James lied t® WMéat was he trying to hide?
And where was he now when he had told the profdbsithe would be here for lunch?

Without thinking, | dialed Elizabeth’s number. Nste didn’'t know where |
could find James. Yes, when she returned to theeothe would remind him to call Dr.
Richards. In the background, | could hear tinklirigce in crystal.

After the conversation, | stood, paralyzed, fon@ment. | wanted to grab my
keys and rush out to the aqua Falcon. Elizabeihéstment is only four blocks. | could
even walk. Out of breath, | could watch the twdhefm leave her apartment.

| just wish they would have told me. Why did tHegl the need for deception
and lies? Maybe it was even a business lunchBotwhy cover it with lies? How

much more of our three lives can be built on fadtian?
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| wanted to go somewhere, anywhere, to be awan the horrible feeling of
needing to do something but not knowing where aa str what to do. Since marrying
James, | had dropped all of my old undergraduadielies who had stayed on campus for
graduate school; Elizabeth has been my only cufreemd. With Dr. Lewin out of town,
| have no one to talk to.

Rather than confront my husband and my sisteglked in the opposite
direction, toward the ocean. Walking has alwaypdtme to sort out my thoughts and
the exercise would probably accomplish miraclesatolmy being able to sleep that
night.

The beach brought back memories of the old marttendrystal skull; window-
shopping brought back memories of Elizabeth, thecegnation book and the picture of
the Grand Canyon. Before starting home, | stoppelde bookstore and found a travel
book on the western states which included a larggenml section on Arizona.

A note from James on the kitchen table informedima¢ he would be working
late, and therefore, would simply spend the nighthe couch at his office rather than
bothering me. | crumpled the note into a tightditvad and threw it back on the table
amidst food-caked breakfast dishes.

| love Arizona. Majestic, stark, barren mountail®parkling clear waters flowing
through serene dells. Muted pinks, reds and yallftu@zed on cactus plants in the
springtime. Snow capped mountains. Solid, sanéstoountains, their red hues
weathered pink and smooth over the years by thstaohwinds. Trees that became rock

over millions of years. Ghost towns, Indian reséions. History. | love it.
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Near midnight, I closed the book, turned off tamp above my chair in the living
room and crawled into my un-made bed. Every tirakriost got to sleep, something
inside my head snapped and | was instantly awaketually climbed out of bed to find
a sleeping tablet. In the dark, | opened the tldser rather than the bathroom door next
to it.

All resolve to deny the crystal skull disappearételt among the tissue papers
until I touched its cool surface. And then evenyghfelt right.

| slept well the rest of the night.

July 19: My dream lover has returned. | havesaan him as yet, but | feel him nearby.
Again, as in the first dream, | am on a high aikrlooking the canyon. | feel absolutely
no fear even though the bottom of the canyon iashnds of feet away and the sheer
face of the cliff provides few handholds. | nowoknthe true meaning of immortality —
he has finally come back. My doubts and fears lmeen erased. That is where the
dream ends.

| am so happy. Even James coming in at noonfaoeving a minor tantrum
couldn’t take away from my glow of happiness.

Still in bed and napping, | didn’t hear the fraloior open. The first indication |
had of his presence was the slam of the bedroom daaised my head from the pillow
and blinked.

“Don’t you have anything to do?” The deceptivgbntly voice reflects a

technique he learned years ago to throw his opparfeguard.
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“Not really,” I said, sitting up in bed and strietieg. | felt the crystal skull roll
down my chest to my stomach and | gripped the coasvund my breasts. James must
not see it.

“What about thénous@” His voice grew louder.

“It's here,” | said, shrugging my shoulders andlsmg what I'm sure was an
inane smile. “There’s no where for it to go.”

“You know exactly what | mean, Kara,” he said, Wsce becoming remarkably
strong and authoritative. “There is food rottinghe kitchen, towels mildewing in the
bathroom and this bedroom smells stale.”

“If you would hang the towels on the rack instefdeaving them on the floor,” |
said sweetly, “they wouldn’t mildew. My towels reavmildew.”

“Obviously,” he said, curling his nose in a smffimanner, “you haven't used one
lately.”

| laid back on the pillow and closed my eyesedlly didn’t want to listen to him.

“Damn,” he muttered, walking out and slamming doer behind him.

| slept the rest of the afternoon. Around elet@night, | awakened for a short

while and decided to write this. I'm ready to gack to sleep now. | can hardly wait.

July 21: Than goodness for the automatic battperated calendar Mother bought last
year in some specialty store in Dallas. Otherwliseyuld have no idea as to the date.
I've slept for two days! Since my last entry, Meanot awakened! | didn’t think a
human could do that. Usually, after ten hours jalaglder is full and | have to urinate. |

checked, but | don’t think that | wet the bed. \Whadoolish statement for an adult
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woman to make! James must have spent those samm@ghis at his office or
somewhere he could find a nice, soft bed. | woifdeshould eat something before | go

back to sleep.

July 24: James is in the living room talking or tfhone. His voice is low and | can'’t

understand his words, but his tone is urgentouigit | heard Elizabeth’s voice earlier.

July 29: | am home again after five days in thegital with tubes entering or leaving
every orifice of my body. | don’t know what hapgein | don’t remember a thing about
the last few days. | don’t feel ill. There arewmounds on my body. My crystal skull is

gone. Someone has taken my crystal skuthusthave it.

July 29: My second entry today. They think thatd stark raving mad. Senseless.
Psychotic. | can't let them discover this accdirg been keeping.

This morning when | discovered my crystal skulksing, | screamed. Partially
in dismay and grief, partially in anger. But icamplished what | wanted. Elizabeth
appeared at the bedroom doorway (A safe assumptioid be that she is sharing the
guest bedroom with James).

“What is it, Kara? What can | do for you?”

Her eyes were full of guilt and something elséizabeth is afraid of me. | like
this feeling of power.

| screamed again, tugging at my pillow.
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“What do you want, Kara?” | could feel the pabialding in her. “Do you want
the skull?”

| said nothing, just stared at her. She rushewh the room and | heard them
arguing in the hallway. James was adamant; hadei to dispose of the crystal skull as
quickly as possible.

| screamed again and again. A few minutes |&&rabeth came in. She carried
the skull gingerly, holding it away from her body.

“Dr. Lewin says you are to have the skull,” shiel sher voice shaky. “And you
need to take one of these pills to sleep. Theodaall be here to see you in the
morning.”

| acquiesced, holding the pill under my tonguelevhdrank from the glass of
water. As soon as Elizabeth left the room, | epitthe pill and held the crystal skull to
my chest.

| will see Dr. Lewin tomorrow.

July 30: Dr. Lewin was here early today, but Ildolt make myself awaken enough to
talk to him. | know my eyes were open becausekéa into his gently brown ones, but
| couldn’t make my vocal cords work. He patted shypulder and his touch felt so good,
so strong, so safe. | wanted to plead with hirstay.

Maybe | ingested too much of the pill last nighir maybe it was the dream.

This was a cold dream. A cold life and a cold Heat
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| am on a great sheet of ice; it stretches aaddrcan see in any direction.
Behind me are the homes of my fellow villagers amaelf, homes made of frozen
blocks of ice and thick animal hides.

I know that my husband, Manao, and | built our ledmere on this plain long ago,
when we had just become man and woman, had joimedearts for life. That much of
our lives had passed again before the Great Bpiditseen fit to bless us with a beautiful
son. A son who is beautiful, loving and giving.s&n who works with his father
repairing the nets and cleaning the fish; a son wbiks with his mother to repair the
home and fashion animal hides into clothing.

Strangers and villagers alike speak with awe ag tibserve the close relationship
between the small child and his father. They wé#tehtwo sets of hands tying knots and
they remark of the miracle that Manao and | welanadd to bring this child into the
world at a time of our lives when we should be imadcchildren of our children.

“My mother,” the boy would often say, “my respéat you is greater than the
long day that comes but once every twelve moonswantbve for you surrounds you
more intensely than the great night that shelteratuhe other time.”

My Linae, my son. He is into his eighth long dew and, instead of playing
around the lake as do the others his age, heestddhis father at the circle of elders.
He has left his father to run to me now, throwigydrms protectively around my waist.
| look over his head past the circle of elders, seelthe source of his disturbance.

It is one of the great golden men. Although Idhaever seen one, Manao has

told me of these men. When he was but a youteatvethem. They came in big boats
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with many timbers and they carried some of the goultage men far away, never to be
seen again. | clutch my son to my body.

Manao rises from the circle and walks toward tlamwho has now reached the
edge of our settlement. “Stay by our home, Kasha,tells me.

| have never seen anyone like this man. The pedopin which Manao and |
spring are short and stocky, with dark hair andseyghis man is taller than anyone |
have ever seen; his bones are long and rangy.asl&dir the color of the sun and eyes
like the lake when it is not covered by ice. Hutlting is unfamiliar and his leggings
and moccasins are made from the skin of an anifreh@rmer climate, an animal with
little hair.

The man makes sounds in short, loud gasps anaius thunders across the ice
plain. | watch Manao with pride and fear as helnea toward the stranger to offer him a
hand of peace.

Now the stranger’s face shows fear. The otheagrsldre standing and moving
toward Manao. The stranger pulls a long stickdreies at his side and pokes it at
Manao’s chest. My son and | watch with weak hoa®Manao slowly topples
backward, his hands clutching his red-stained ch&giainful, sharp sound that none of
this world will ever hear again slices through thendliness.

| feel Linae attempt to pull away and | tighten grasp on him. | know
instinctively that Manao is now one with the Gr&airit. | also realize that an identical
fate awaits my son should | release him. He igeadly, | scream silently. He has not

even lived to his manhood.
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The other men of the village back away in feathasstranger gestures toward
them with the big stick. Linae still struggles s my hold; Manao lies on the ground,
one leg bunched under his body in an awkward @ositiis life’'s blood softening the ice
on the frozen ground, marking a place on which nagain will one of his tribe walk.

“Let me go!” Linae screams, struggling in rageet me try the man who hurts
my father.”

“No, my love,” | whisper. “l cannot. Itis my ¢g— not yours — to avenge my
mate, my other half.”

| motion to two strong men of the village who mdeevard me cautiously, eying
the stranger with the big stick. Each takes omayton’s arms.

“Hold him tightly,” | say to them. “For no reasshould you let him go.”

“My mother,” he screams as | walk toward the galdeant. “My mother!”

The giant’s eyes narrow as | approach him. Iheaside my sleeve and draw out
a carefully fashioned knife of bone. | will plungénto the heart of the man who took
my husband. But he is quicker than |. The bigksis coming toward me. | hear the
cold rush of air before | feel the waves of pairieg through my head.

“My mother,” Linae sobs.

| am cold, very cold. Itis dark. Somehow, Maih&s rolled underneath me on
our sleeping cot. The horror returns. Manao sb¢h me, but Manao is dead. |tryto
raise my head, but the pain is too great. | sthellsmoke of burning furs and hides even
though | can see no fires in the settlement. Tdidemn giant has burned the homes and

sent the people of our village into the cold. dlferarmth trickling between my legs. He
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has violated me. My heart sinks. Manao was my ordn. Even now, my blood
mingles with his.

We are together again, my beloved other half aed We sit on the ledge
overlooking the canyon. The sun washes away tliefaom that other life. Again, we
are one.

| am tired. Elizabeth has come by three times dfternoon and, each time, I've

pretended to be asleep. | must find a secure phaitbese notes.

August 5: Apparently they think that | can’t hediames and Elizabeth have already
come to the conclusion that | can't talk — therefdrmust also be unable to think and
hear. That is fine with me. When | am asleepnisharing with my dream lover. When

| am awake, | know how to find him. Kasha has shame how to find him.

August 13: They keep trying to force me to eat driak.

“We'll have to take you back to the hospital agallames says, cajoling me in
loud tones, as if | am a deaf child. “And theylwilit those tubes in your veins again.”

| stare at him mutely. | wonder if he can seehithged in my eyes. Elizabeth
can. She no longer looks at me; when she is inabm, her eyes are always downcast.

| drink. | eat. | want control over my situation

August 23: | think they are putting a sedativeny drink. | sleep all of the time. | must

awaken in order to talk to Dr. Lewin when he returtill refuse any liquids today.
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August 25: Another cold dream. Will they everpstol want the dappled warmth of
Arizona sun through green leaves in a shaded ddibn’t want to be cold anymore.

In this dream, | am in a colorless room. | shdwddvarm because there is a black
metal wood heater in the corner of the room; a &slgoffee can filled with water
steams away. An open doorway leads to the kitcieother door, partially open to
allow some heat to enter, leads to the boys’ rotins the third door, closed, from which
the cold comes.

| feel the heavy cold air slide under the doanitidlly, only my feet are cold and
then, slowly, the cold touches my ankles and psegpdoward my knees. The stale
smell of chicken stew lingers in the dank air amealk toward the door, gingerly
touching the metal doorknob and then fondling thie orb in my hand, twisting it to the
right and pushing. | am engulfed by the cold wHitth the blue room to the ceiling and
flows out toward me in undulating waves. Two gfagésized holes on the outside wall
near the floor grow and shrink as the snowy windstéds through them. It is a bad room
with terrifying memories and | wish that | had mptened the door.

Mark is gone. He says that he is visiting with giandmother. | can’t believe
him anymore. | know that he has gone to Diane.

The walls of the blue room tilt in toward me. Tdwiling grows small, the floor
large. The frigid air blows away the smell of stemd replaces it with a more familiar
one — that of fear and pain. | shiver and backodtite room, pulling the door closed
behind me. |take a dingy towel from a drawerhia thest beside me, fold it into a thick

roll and force it under the door.
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There is a pay telephone down the road. | shioultb call him, | tell myself,
trying to ease the anxiety. | want to let him knibnat | have discovered his affair with
Diane. But | do not want him to know because thenvill lie. | detest the thought of
Mark lying to me. | feel a weakness along the Bamkmy upper arms and my heartbeat
quickens. | pace toward the boys’ room, changenmimd and move back toward the
kitchen. Halfway to the kitchen, | change my maghin and rush in to look at my sons.

They are curled up in sleep together on the natvowbed. Gentle gasps assure
me that all is right here. | tug the woolen cortdofrom the foot of the bed and spread it
over Cade’s shoulders; my older boy is holding Afahis arms, both lying in the fetal
position. | feel warm again; a gentle wave of Ipasses over me. | feel as if | have
never before loved with so much of myself.

Reaching up above the bed, | pull the long braamcattached to the naked light
bulb on the ceiling. With the room in partial daglss, the light from the living room
shines a warm lop-sided rectangle on the clean mdéldor of the room. | bend over the
bed and kiss Alan on the forehead. He smellseshfand sweet and warm. Cade stirs
and moves his arm so that his shoulder is agaiowaned. | wrap the corner of the
comforter snugly around his neck and gently tob&ehair. Only today he has told me
that he doesn’t kiss girls anymore.

My heart drops to the bottom of my stomach, hittireavily. My thoughts fly to
Mark and Diane. Where are they this time? Twokseso, Mark had gone to
Oklahoma City to look for another job. Diane hafl to go somewhere on the same
weekend. That strange stirring in my stomach hembime stronger and stronger until |

had walked to Hilton’s Pharmacy and used the plepb®ne to call Elsie, my cousin in
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Oklahoma City. The machine gobbled the coins | $&ackd for so long and | described
Mark’s truck to Elsie. The letter next week comfed my fears. Elsie had found Mark’s
pickup at a cottage near the edge of town and Iséeked with the manager. Mr. and
Mrs. Mark Hankins were in Cottage Six.

On the underside of my closed eyelids, | see Daartka tingle of hate and fear
passes over my body. Diane, with her coal blagk Baining almond-shaped eyes, and
lovely pink complexion was at this moment lyingoed with Mark, her smooth pink
limbs entwining his muscular body.

| open my eyes widely. | cannot close them, hkhimy breath coming in short
gasps. | cannot stand to think. | must do somgthi wipe my damp palms on my
faded print skirt. Carry in some more wood frora fmow-covered pile outside. Feed
the heater.

| have never told Mark why | moved the big doulbésl from the blue room.
Alone, | had disassembled the brown metal frame sindggling, had carried the heavy
box springs and awkward mattress to the small lmedron the opposite side of the
house, a room that the boys called their playrondhvaehich had contained the meager
collection of toys they owned.

| have never told him how | had planned the trithwhe boys to see my Aunt
Mary. It had seemed like such a good idea, tattiegooys to Aunt Mary for the
weekend. | would not tell Mark, just come back andprise him. | feel, even now, a

shiver go over me, despite the obvious heat coifinorg the wood stove.
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| had tiptoed in the back door early Saturday nmgynhaving walked the mile
from the bus station. Mark would be asleep, | kn@wd | would just crawl in beside him
and we would have the whole weekend to sleep arke hoae, make love and sleep.

At first, | had not been able to identify the scérat touched my nostrils. Sweet
and clinging — almost spicy. As | neared the bedrothe smell became stronger. The
door was closed and | thought how strange thatbgaause Mark must be almost
freezing. A surge of love for him passed over me.

| pushed the door open gently and then stoppedl|yzad. Even though | could
see the misty cloud my breath made, the two nakedeb on the bed were uncovered,
arms wrapped so tightly around each other thatseeened to be breathing for the other.

| had pulled the door closed silently, turning kmeb so that there would be no
noise. Despair rushed through my veins and Weklk. | had to get away. | couldn’t let
Mark find me there. |ran to the bus station aaidfer two hours on a cold wooden
bench, staring out a fogged window, stale cigarkenaogging my nose, and waited for
the bus to take me away.

Maybe it was a mistake, | told myself as | satl@bus. Maybe it was not Diane.
Maybe it was not Mark. 1 felt liquid gather on mp&lms and my armpits, despite the
cold. No, it had been Mark and Diane. My bedrobthpught with repulsion. My
bedroom.

| did not tell Aunt Mary why | came back afteradhtold her | was leaving the
boys and going back home. But | felt that she @@eke the feelings of rage, betrayal,

hatred and fear that passed back and forth ovesanhyhite face.



99

The three of us came back on the late Sunday bight Cade and Alan shivered
as | led them through the short-cut to the hougaét. | felt a hot, burning emotion that |
could not identify.

Because Mark worked the night shift on Sundayhduk already left for work. |
quickly buttoned the boys into their flannel nidghtss and shooed them to bed. Then |
stirred up the fire, put some more wood in the stand heated water to put in the red
rubber hot water bottle. Alan said it made himmwaill over when he had the hot water
bottle at the foot of the bed.

As soon as Cade and Alan were asleep, | wenetbédroom — my bedroom.
Opening the door, | sniffed the cool air for thersicl had smelled Saturday morning. It
was gone. Maybe | had imagined it all. The bed neatly made, something Mark
never did. With shaking hands, | tore back the footer and white sheets. The smooth
bed had no telltale wrinkles. | picked up a pilland smelled it. The spicy smell was
there and | threw the pillow back on the bed. dilthe terrible, confusing emotions of
Saturday morning were back, throbbing and hurtimgenthan ever.

| tore the bedcovers from the bed and dropped thethe floor. But that was not
enough. The picture of the two of them in the b#@tlvividly crossed my mind. | had
known, at that moment, that | could never sleeghat bedroom again. All night, | had
moved furniture, struggling and sweating, movingetjy so as not to disturb the boys.

He had returned about two that Monday morninge fiitst thing he had done was
to go to the bedroom to throw his plaid jacketlom bed. He looked at the empty room
for a minute and then stormed toward me.

“Shit, Lisa,” he growled. “What have you donegle house?”
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Angrily, he had kicked a small metal boxcar acitbesliving room floor and
underneath the wood heater. | had watched theotbgver and over and | had begun
shaking. The toy symbolized my stomach, my lifghat was happening? | felt weak
and small. Then Mark put his arms around me, pgiline to his chest. | smelled his
body, felt his warmth, sensed his masculinity.

“l don't like that room anymore,” | told him, putlg away, ordering myself not to
fall under his spell. Did he know that | knewmuistn’t let him suspect what | had seen
in that room. The thing that made it impossiblerfe to sleep in it, live in it.

“Okay, hon,” Mark said, dropping his hands to $ides. He walked over to the
heater where he stood for a moment, back to teelboking at me with a puzzled stare.

“I'll make some warm cocoa,” | said, taking a hggan from the cupboard. |
poured thick milk into it, watching the icy chungfb out of the half-gallon Mason jar.
| could not let Mark discover the truth in my eydsnust escape that omniscient stare.
He sauntered toward me and took the pan from rffyhsiinds.

“Here,” he said, smiling at me, his eyes deceptigentle. “Let me put it on the
heater,”

| stood in the middle of the floor and watched lgimgerly avoid the scorched
Folgers can and place the pan of milk on the btast-iron heater. A wave of white
liquid spilled out on one side and then on the pthmaking brown bubbles on the stove.
As soon as the sizzling stopped, the burnt smathred my nose and | felt queasy.
Please God, | thought. Don'’t let me be startifiglay. Not now.

After the hot cocoa, Mark yawned, raising his realdove his head and

stretching.
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“Hey,” he said, his mouth still partially openl’ve been lonesome this weekend.
I’'m ready for a little love and then some sleepwHabout you?”

| swallowed back the nausea. Impressions of nakexs intertwining flashed
across my mind. Calm, | told myself. Be calm.

“I've got some things to do,” | told him weaklyYou go to bed. I'll be in later.”

| stayed in the living room until the fire burnddwn and a chill crept into the
room. Then I tiptoed through the darkness to ¢k BVhen Mark turned and pulled me
to him, | whispered, “No, Mark, please. | don’efgood.”

| shake my head, denying those memories, forcipgethto come back to the
present. Itis Saturday night, December 6, anckMas told me he will be back from his
grandmother’s in time for church tomorrow. How ddrate him so much when he is
with her, | ask myself, and love him so much whenshwith me? [ try lying down in
bed, but whenever | close my eyes, | become logtwhirlpool of darkness, spiraling
downward to something | know is horrible. | sitttne stove and look at the Sears and
Roebuck catalog until daybreak; a thought rollsr@rel over in my mind. | don’t know
what it means, but it must be important. | findd€a school notebook and tear a lined
piece of paper from it. With a pencil, | recor@sk lines:

“I am K'Lei. When we were but spirits of pure egyiand light, T'Fai and |
united. We blended. We became one pure flantativitp to the same dulcet tones.
T’Fai is the other half of me. If T'Fai should atg® to go, | can only burn with a
diminished light and eventually cease to exisil’'Hai should choose to go, | shall spend
eternity searching for our perfect melding of saa€e again. T'Fai feels the same. |

didn’t ask. | know. T’Faiis my other half.”
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I don’t know why | wrote those words. | don’t evlenow what some of them
mean. But | felt compelled to do it, just as | nta&l compelled to find the scrapbook
with pictures of our family.

Now | am looking at it. There is one picture grfcular that | love. Taken at the
county fair last fall, | am holding Alan on my lapd smiling at the camera. The
background, one of those typical large screens mathre scenes, is a desert, large red
buttes and mesas in the background. Alan is hglaip hand tightly; he is not looking at
the camera; he is looking at me.

| fold the lined sheet of paper from Cade’s notébon which | have written the
strange message. | fold it again and again unslanly an inch or so square. Then |
push it underneath the photograph; it makes osiyall lump.

It is now daybreak. | ache from the cold. | must away the scrapbook and
awaken the boys. They have chores that must beleted before we go to Sunday
School.

Nine year old Cade comes into the living room badks up to the stove, holding
his hands behind him, palms to the heat. He ydoudy.

“Is Daddy coming back today?” he asks.

“Yes, honey,” | say, swallowing the frightful netaltell my child about his father
and that woman. “You go wake up Alan and carrgame wood. Then the two of you
can get dressed for Sunday School and we’ll beyredn Daddy gets here.”

The breakfast oatmeal sticks to the roof of my th@nd hesitates at my tonsils
before | forcibly swallow. Alan eats his and afksmore.

“Put some sugar on it this time,” he asks. “R€ds
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He is so polite, this second son of mine. Someginooking into his wise eyes
set in a three-year-old’s face, | feel that Alaamsold, old man who has absorbed all of
the problems of the world and handled them in ks stride. | sense that, by looking at
me, he already knows about these conflicting emstraging throughout my body.

“You won'’t leave me, will you, Mommy?”

“Of course not, hon,” | tell him, wondering why fgeasking this question.
“Never in a million years would | leave you.”

“I'll take care of you, Mommy. Always.”

We are standing on the porch when Mark drivegusg,in time to get to Sunday
School. The boys go to the small children’s roorthe side of the main sanctuary and
Mark and | find seats near the front where the talille class meets. | feel my whole
insides churning and wonder if my outer body iskgl@also. | sit woodenly, Mark by
my side, while Mr. Evans, the group leader, talbisut Jesus and the multitude and the
fish.

A door opens and Mr. Evans pauses, waiting fotdtexzomer to arrive.
Everyone turns. She walks in confidently, her hedt its shimmering black hair held
high. Her lips and cheeks are covered with airdgcahd she trails a spicy aroma as she
sits down directly in front of us.

Diane pulls off her coat with its collar of tingddish-blonde animals and drops it
casually beside her. With a graceful movementtsires around and smiles at me.

“I'm glad you came today,” she whispers, blackseygeld despite her smile. “I

was beginning to think that you were a backslider.”
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A deep primitive growl! begins at the bottom of stgmach. | feel my face turn
cold and then hot. My breath comes in deep gasps.

“Hr...umph,” Mr. Evans begins, uncomfortable, segdime hostility in the air.

“Adulteress,” | scream, standing up, my Bibleifadlto the floor. “Whore!”

Mark jumps to his feet and grabs me, his handghr@nd cold and strange. |
reach for the back of the pew in front of me, afiéng to keep my balance. Entangled
in my fingers are long black shiny hairs. Dianegsr. | squeeze my fists tightly as Mark
throws me to the floor. | smile when | hear Diamstream as hundreds of hairs are torn
from her head.

| sense the roar of frightened, confused voide$ire screams in my head.
Numbly, | feel the sharp blow to my temple from Marheavy boot.

There is a long period of darkness. It is peraigticold. Then | am back on the
ledge again, above the canyon. But there is nlighuinthere are no leaves on the
hardwoods. Cold air blows over the snow-mistedks@round me. | look for my other

half. He is not here. And, somehow, | know thaiginot coming. | am alone.

August 27: He was here today in the room with fily. dream lover. | called to him,
but he didn’t hear me; he didn’t respond. Maybe&bes not remember his name.
Several people have been in my room, touchingpmuding, opening my mouth,
shining lights in my eyes. But he just sat by reg land looked at me, his eyes
sorrowful. He placed his hand on mine which wegbtly grasping the crystal skull.
“I'm so very sorry, Alan,” | said. “It worked fdkasha, but it was the wrong time

for Lisa.”
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His eyes widened.

“Kara,” he said softly. “Tell me more. Talk toem

“Not Kara,” | whispered. “K’Lei.”

| watched the light leave his eyes. James enteeedbom and stood by the
doorway, arms crossed over his chest. He shrulggeshoulders.

“l told you, didn’t I?” he said to my dream lovetShe is totally out of her mind.”

August 28: They are going to remove me from my @orike a discarded piece of
trash, they are going to put me in a metal containéh a door that opens only one way.
They won't risk taking away my crystal skull; thaye actually afraid that | might
become violent. Or, maybe they just don’'t warhéar me scream. But | must find a
way to get this record to Aunt Mattie. Elizabetlpregnant. Aunt Mattie will help the
child, but she must know.

| will write no more.
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CASH WILSON'’S DISCOVERY ABOUT EDDIE

| closed Kara’s diary and looked at Eddie. Hedaymy bed in a fetal position,
knees pulled up almost to his chin. He slepttm®cent sleep of a baby. If | had read
the diary without having experienced any of thesotvents that had affected both Eddie
and me, | would have dismissed the words as théaheanderings of a deranged
individual.

But too many of Kara’s experiences had toucheaaliar chord of memory in
me. Too many of her words had awakened some eétdpeam fragments that Eddie
had described. | wanted to know moréhatdto know more.

“Eddie,” | whispered, leaning over him. His bigag remained unchanged.
“Eddie,” | said, more urgently this time. | readnaver to shake his shoulder and he
opened his eyes.

“Did you read it?” he asked, a pleading note mvuoice.

“Yeah.”

“It was the crystal skull in the box,” he saidtisig up and finger-combing his
roughened hair. “Don’t you agree?”

“It must have been,” | said. “But I'm not surevind got from Kara’s hands to the

church. And | certainly have no idea how a cryskalll could prove my innocence. If
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Kara had been the last person to possess the #lariljt should have been found along
with the diary. There would have been no reasohdora to devise such an elaborate
plan to reclaim it.”

“Brother Mason told me that some woman had brotighbox to the church
years ago. Maybe that woman was Aunt Mattie.”

“Maybe,” | said. “But, Eddie, I think that we'maissing the overall statement of
the diary.”

“How’s that?”

“Kara’s self-exploration began because she wassegbto the crystal skull and
its collection of memories. When the memories paed her consciousness, she felt the
urge to find her soul twin, the other spirit whowia merge with her own to create a truly
powerful entity.”

“Then what Laura said in her letter about helginigg about this reunion — how
does that compute?”

“Why don’t we go far out in left field and assutimat all these heretofore occult
principles such as reincarnation, teleportationamdmatic writing could be possible.”

“But, Cash. We would have to deny Christianity!”

“Bear with me, Eddie. Perhaps these esotericghisuand the principles behind
Christianity are just different interpretationstbé same events.”

“Possibly,” Eddie said hesitantly, wrinkling hisréhead. He scowled. “I don’t

think | can go along entirely but perhaps, justtfa sake of possible explanation, | can

try.
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“Okay. Now try the concept of Atlantis, a lostintiment whose inhabitants
developed a highly technological civilization thands of years ago. The citizens of
Atlantis perfected advanced means of transportaimmhcommunication. Because they
were already spiritually advanced, they decidesktad out representatives to other
civilizations to help raise those people to the séugh level.”

“That’s pretty hard to swallow, Cash.”

“| realize that. But, say that one of these hygivolved citizens who left to
develop another civilization was half of a Twin §bdu

“Like Antai and Lealia?”

“Right. Now, Antai said he would be able to fibdalia when he returned from
his mission because she would have the crystal. sBulppose that Lealia, for some
reason, being unprepared for the destruction &g, lost or misplaced the crystal
skull. In ensuing lifetimes, she would feel thadang for her other half. She would even
be able to recall partial memories. But, not ustié possessed the crystal skull, would
she regain total memory.”

“Then all of Kara’s dreams were lifetimes in whigiie came close to finding her
soul twin?”

“I think so,” | said. “And | think that the onltymes she could bring those dreams
together and incorporate them into her so-callatityewere times when she had the
skull.”

“But, why wouldLaura want the crystal skull?”
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| looked at Eddie’s round face, his crumpled bhdir, his wide blue eyes
behind the thick lenses of his glasses. | hadpgddmway at his concrete world. Was he
prepared to watch it crumble?

“I need some more information before | speculat@w answer to that question,
Eddie. Did | read somewhere that Selene was adoghen her mother married Norman
Hayes?”

“Selene?” Eddie exclaimed, looking more puzzlehtever. “Yes, she was. Her
mother thought it would be psychologically healtHar the entire family to have the
same name. What does Selene have to do with #ils¥’

“I'm not yet sure. Do you remember her naturghéa’'s name? Or, anything
about him?”

“I don’t know that | ever heard his name. He doedore Selene was born. Pat
remarried a couple of years later and her new mgshdopted Selene...Wait! | do
remember something! He was a writer. He wrotéegeltextbooks. Pat and Selene still
get royalties from the book company.”

Blood raced through the vessels in my body andhead grew light. Could it be?

“Eddie, youmustget that material from Pat that she told you abdiite material
that Selene was reading before she left. How saoryou get to Santa Fe?”

“I can fly out of DFW to Albuquerque tonight,” lsaid. “Pat can meet me there
at the airport with the information and | can belbwithin a few hours.”

“Then go, Eddie. We don’t have any time to wdste.

K%k
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By the time that Eddie left, it was almost temigtht. | stretched out on my bed
and closed my eyes. | knew that sleep wouldn’'tedoat | had to try and organize the
information that had pulled at my subconsciouslall. So much had happened to
generate contemplation. For each incident, my rdisdovered several probabilities as
to the culmination. | trekked over many of thesadlend trails before | remembered
Eddie’s discovery: Hold the fragment in your mihé, had told me, and then recall a
portion on either side of the fragment.

| concentrated on the feeling | had experienceiiewhlking to Eddie earlier in
the day when | had glimpsed another aspect of rwesring a loose white robe. Warm
air suctioned me through a gray tunnel. | relakedmuscles of my body and felt my
molecules dancing in spirals, slowly, sensuouslgm home. The air around me is
clean, crisp, clear. Constructed of some smoaihl, fabric, my garment is featherweight
and nowhere does it pull at my body, even as | lKogéhe large generator to adjust the
master crystal. Niah and Moa stand reverentlyrmehie. They are learning the angles
to which the crystal must be exposed periodicallynbximize spiritual growth for all in
the city.

They are almost a Twin Soul, these two broth€sger many lifetimes, they have
honed and developed with identical purposes in miBdon they will merge to form an
entity more powerful than even | am. With theinmdmned knowledge and experiences,
they will be able to negate conditions of greed emuption that might be encountered
in other civilizations.

“Enabler?” The question is from Niah and | tuoddok at him. “What would

happen to our spiritual balance if someone tooknhaster crystal?”
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“Because we have learned to use the crystal @sl & harmony, catastrophic
imbalances would result. Some would become mazgeetiegatively and some
positively. There would be a chaotic state.”

“But the one who had the master crystal wouldrbeantrol. All would be
subject to his desires.”

“And yet one soul alone, Niah, would not be ableantrol the charges created
by the constant collision of positives and negatitve

“But, Enabler, would not a Twin Soul, perfectly lohed, be able to do so?”

Moa has been silent, listening carefully to thateat of the discussion. A look of
dismay crosses his face. | do not remind him ¢liatsouls have evolved past the need
for physical expression; Moa is too sensitive drallast step before his merging with
Niah as a Twin Soul will be to absorb enough off8amotional detachment to become
perfectly balanced.

“A Twin Soul, Niah, will never feel the need foower.”

As | say these words, a blinding light of greaéirsity mushrooms around me.
Back in my prison cell, | felt a tremendous senfs@rgency as if | needed to be
somewhere immediately. | didn’t know where, bdtd know that the only way | could
free myself from this square box was death.

As the remembered familiarity of death gripped egreat wave of nostalgia
surrounded me. Again, | gravitated through thatmveunnel. Again, | felt the intimate
surrender. And then | am home.

The air, no longer clear and crisp, carries fragimef wispy ash into my nostrils

and | find it difficult to breathe. An ominous graloud hangs low over the devastated
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horizon. With sadness, | look at my walled cityrfaced again after twenty thousand
earth years under the ocean. The beautiful whillelibgs are scummed with greenish-
gray algae. With dread, | turn to the Dome Buigdiknowing that the master crystal has
been gone for these many thousands of years. Kwgpothat had | taught him as well
spiritually as | had taught him scientifically, myotégé would never have stolen the
crystal.

“Within the master plan, each soul is given frek.w

| looked up, startled. | was back on my prisod bad the asexual voice echoed
from far away. | stared into the darkened coreémy cell as it continued.

“Each soul is also given the opportunity to madgs&titution for wrong decisions
or damaging acts. The act of accepting or dediaim opportunity is an individual
decision. We provide the opportunities, but wencdrdictate as to how the individual
will choose to use that opportunity. If we make trecisions for them, then we deny
them their greatest act — that of free will.”

Throughout the discourse, the voice grew morelfamintil, at the end, | could
almost identify her — definitely female. Who wé ghat this conversation should be
more similar to a scolding reminder than a remdekaiessage of enlightenment?

“You will remember, R’Kei, when the time is righEor now, it is enough that
you remember thatour responsibility lies with your own actions. Thas in this life,
you have chosen to assume responsibility for thierscof others. By doing so, you
have avoided opportunities in which you should hanagle choices. Earth’s time is
short.”

“We’'re running out of time, Cash. Please wake' up!
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Eddie had returned. | don’t remember having gorgeep, but | must have.
Twelve hours had passed since he had left for Newidd. | recalled the dreams, or
visions, with a vividness born of reality. Rubbimy eyes, | sat up on the bed.

“Cash, you've got to read this notebook that S&kefather kept. He was the Dr.
Lewin of Kara Courtney’s diary. | think that Lauaad Selene are both mentally
disturbed and that, for some reason, they havéatoqut the parts in these diaries. Read

this one, Cash. Please!”
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DR. LEWIN'S NOTES

July 23: | bought this book today at a businegpbushop. It is approximately ten
inches by twelve inches, bound securely and cowsrtédblack imitation leather. The
pages are blank and unlined, a perfect canvas ahw paint my surrealistic
impressions of the past six weeks — impressiorvé lignored or denied since | have
found no pragmatic way to explain them. Thesdrapressions which deny my
upbringing and flaunt my education and training.

How should | write? Should | use one page peratayexamine my frustrations?
It is a fairly thick book; perhaps | can allow twages per day. The first pages will, of
necessity, encompass the precipitating factorthfsrturmoil. Maybe, once | have
written the events thus far transpired, | will eoen utilize the remainder of the book.
Words of optimism, | tell myself, for even thesg wieeks could cover volumes.

| hold my pen poised in mid-air. How do | begid® | start with Kara'’s gift of
the crystal skull from the old man? Or do | golbaxthe day that she entered my life?
Or, should | begin with my mother’s death? Somehitw last possibility seems to be
the most plausible; it may help me understandater and more recent events that have
occurred.

| was three years old when she died. Perhapsuldisay | was three years old

when my mother rejected me. Because how else taoidéer perceive parental suicide?
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How many other ways can a child rationalize theb@ehte choice of his mother to
abandon him?

“Alan’s mother killed herself.”

Our family, being brusque, frank and open, mingedvords. No secrets
remained hidden in closets.

“Do you blame her? Life with that selfish bastarould cause anyone to want to
do away with herself.”

When they told me, | loved her more than I'd eeeed her, but | also hated her.
| hated her because she had intentionally left he/as not as if she had had no
alternatives; she made a conscious choice anaing o, she rejected me. She left me
to grow up in a family where | was constantly skdfback and forth, between aunts,
uncles and cousins. She left me to grow up aléghout her.

| never saw my father after they took her awag ditin't even come to the
funeral. And | didn’t really care. We had neveeh close, and after awhile, | couldn’t
even remember him. Cade, my brother, was nine wtHappened and he used to tell
me about Daddy, about how mean he was to Mothehawdhe hit her and ran around
with other women. But | couldn’t hate him as mashl hated her. | told myself that
Daddy hadn’'t had someone who loved him as mucHas et Mother. | would have
taken care of her forever. | would have lovedrere than she had ever loved anyone.

Despite it all, | grew up as a fairly normal childublic schools, athletics, clubs,
etc. When | was fourteen, my father died anddatiugh money to send Cade and me to

the best colleges. At that time, Cade was homeavre after army boot training, and he
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spat on the check. | watched him squish the saligand in his mouth, between his teeth
and then pucker his lips.

“Don’t do that, Cade!” | cried, afraid of the lo@k his gray-white face.

He went ahead. | watched the air bubbles in phatch of clear liquid spread
across the ink. The words and numbers grew linthbcaawled on the white background.
| pulled the paper from him and swiped it on thekoaf my black pants.

“Now, look what you've done!” | said. “It's no gal now. You've ruined it!”

Cade’s arrogant, scornful look was replaced wstiomishment.

“Do you mean that you would take anything fromt timan?”

“Darned right | would,” | told him, folding the elck and cramming it in my back
pocket. At that very moment, | decided that | vwbatquire the education and devote my
life to studying and analyzing suicide; attemptiogliscover what kind of psychological
hold a loser like my father had over someone likennother. | would find out why she
would rather die than live without him.

Patterns of my life funneled down, after that pgia a fairly narrow pathway. |
excelled in school, becoming the youngest gradtatfat point, from my small high
school near Tulsa, Oklahoma. After being admittecollege, | sailed through
undergraduate school and medical school. Whequised my degree in psychiatry, |
had numerous career offers from well-paying, pgéstis companies.

| say that, not to brag, but to impress how seriowas about my destiny in life.
How one-minded | became in striving for my godldy lifestyle was not exactly what |
would call normal for a young man my age; threeesnn all those years did | interrupt

my studies to enjoy any kind of social life. | niien this only because one of these
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times | met a young girl named Kara Jamison, wher laecame an obsession greater
than my desire to discover the reason behind myentt suicide.

It was the last break before my internship begasrjisp September day in 1955.
Howard, my roommate, another serious young margesigd we take off a week and go
someplace and have some fun. It sounded good tevea though | really had no idea
of what “fun” was, my only experience having beéravious. | had watched my peers
drink heavily, act insane and do everything imalgiedo get some sweet virgin into their
beds. These were my current models for “fun” b&rav

As it turned out, Howard also had no idea as ¢onieaning of the word. We
ended up driving from Los Angeles in my little M@nvertible to Lubbock, Texas, his
home town. There, we spent a week visiting hisilfgraating his mother’s cooking,
sampling the local movies and sightseeing fieldrdield of cotton.

The last night we were there, Howard’s youngestesi Annie, insisted we go to
the high school football game with her. It wasfingt game | had attended since I'd
made the decision about Dad’s money, nine yeal&eal had much rather have stayed
at Howard’s home and eaten some more of his moppkaobbler.

We arrived late, and as is with high school garteshighest seats in the
bleachers were taken by youngsters using the fb@hae as an excuse to be out at
night and didn’t really care who won. Therefores @nded up sitting right on the fifty-
yard line with the football team in front of us ouar right and the cheerleading squad on
our left. Having no real desire to watch humasHléruise human flesh, | opted to watch
human flesh in the form of an energetic blonde w&®med to be directing the cheering

squad. | could see only her back and an occaspnéile — classic and simple.
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Breathtaking. At halftime, | watched intently whitre blonde led the cheerleaders onto
the field, short pleated skirt swinging saucilynel performed some sort of inane chant,
jumped a lot and clapped even more.

Thirteen year old Annie punched me in the siden’t she just the most perfect
woman in the world?” Her voice was awestruck aeddaze filled with adoration as she
watched my blonde. Already | thought of her asemin

“l want to be just like her when | grow up,” Anrsaid. “She’s almost sixteen, so
| have three whole years.”

| couldn’t help but give her a pitying look thahdped that she couldn’t decipher.
Poor mousy Annie with her thick-rimmed glasses,juging chin and her eyes that
nature had cruelly placed too close together.

“Why like her?” | asked. “She’s just a cute blerid

“Not at all” Annie said, emphasizing each word. “Kara isuigal and she has a
perfect body and great complexion, but Karees! She makes mistakes and admits
them. She doesn't think that she’s any better trgmone else. She’s kind and helpful.
Everybodylikes Kara.”

So her name was Kara. Halftime was almost ovértla@ group prepared for the
last cheer. More inane trivia, screams and ydilsey all jumped in the air and threw
their arms high. And Kara smiled directly at me!

A warm, seclusive smile. A smile meant only faegerson. A smile to make a
heart stand still. The kind of smile that | haghestenced from only one other person.

For a tiny moment, | was three years old agawai the middle of the depression and,
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when Mother scooped the last of the sugar onto atyeal, she handed it to me with the

same kind of smile.

July 24: Yes, | shall need more than two pagekisfnotebook per day. Perhaps |
should take this opportunity to mention that Dméa Courtney of the Political Science
Department here on campus has called three timée ipast two days and asked me to
make a house call. His wife, it seems, will neitbat nor drink; she sleeps constantly.
Although I have referred him to the family doctbe, insists that | be present also. His
wife has been a patient of mine. Her name is Kamison Courtney.

Did she remember me when she first came to seee manth ago? Whsghould
she have remembered? | was a nameless faceiendlyrfootball crowd from her
adolescence. Before her first appointment, | ratknspoken to her.

Not because | hadn’'t wanted to. That night logg, &ara had vanished from the
football field before Annie could introduce me tertidol. Howard and | had left at
daybreak the next morning and, weeks later, wheaslially mentioned her name,
Howard had told me that Kara, her mother and steishad moved to Dallas. Once, on
a trip from Los Angeles to New York, | had a laypaéthe airport in Dallas. Looking
through the thick phone book, | was astoundedttteat would be so many Jamisons in
one area. Intimidated by the fear that evenafunfd her, she wouldn’'t see me — or, if she
saw me, that she wouldn'’t like me, | made no furtifeort. Two years later, at a
conference in Denver, Colorado, | met Pat Holmgxsyahiatric nurse. Good, gentle,
shy, colorless Pat. She loves me with all herdpaimd her even-temper is a perfect foil

for my moodiness. We have been married for fivarye
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| have told James Courtney that Dr. Pharis, thelyaphysician, and | will be at
his house at two o’clock this afternoon to disdingspatient’s possible need for
hospitalization. It is now ten in the morninghdve three hours.

So, let me go back. On June 22, Pat had takefi ®focme and, in her usual
efficient manner, had left a note that Kara Coyrtweuld be in for an appointment on
June 27. The name is not usual; when | saw dlt leixcitement and anticipation flood
through my body. Then logic took control. The &af my youth in Texas would not be
this Kara, married to a professor her in California

But the Kara of my appointmenasthe Kara of all my memories, hopes and
dreams. Actually, in real life and close-up, steswven more than | had remembered —
more vibrant, more glamorous, sweeter, softer, Hepdmmpassionate. For an hour, |
fought to keep my emotions under control. | falifd had always known her and |
wanted to put my arms around her and hold he@neetiow zip my body open and pull
her inside so as to be one person and never lestdio other again.

That is the subjective part. The objective péthe interview presented itself
easily enough. Married for two years and attengptitncomplete a master’s degree in
American Literature, the pressure and stress haonbe great enough that Kara had
suffered a bout with amnesia, four days that shudedt remember. A pompous husband
and neurotic mother, rather than alleviating thesst so that Kara could recover the lost
time, had only complicated matters. They were shaieKara was suffering a “nervous
breakdown” — an all-inclusive term often used bysth who are unwilling to admit their

own roles in a disrupted household.
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Only one part of the interview disturbed me anidn’t yet know why. When |
mentioned having grown up near Tulsa, OklahomaaKelated an incident from her
babyhood when she had cried for her mother to hakdack to Tulsa — even though she
had never been there.

We scheduled another appointment for July 8. V\Kema turned to leave, it was
almost as if we both resisted the impulse to halcheother. Her shoulders drooped when
she left my office and | sat slumped in my charrddong time, thinking of some rather
guestionable esoteric studies done by a man nateedr$son. In these studies, small
children had been able to remember another existengpast life.

Contrary to my education and training, | knew lulebread more.

July 25: Sometimes | think that I, myself, mayrbaching a breaking point. | cannot
reconcile the Kara Courtney of yesterday with thiatl personality who first visited me
only a few weeks ago. Although the family physigia mild, fatherly friend of the
family, pressed me to declare Kara incompetentianel her a schizophrenic, | declined.

When | reached the Courtney home, Dr. Pharis hhaddy arrived and he, James
Courtney and Kara’s sister (I think) sat in theantyedining room. | would have known
anywhere that this room belonged to Kara — it céfld the buoyancy, the zest, the
personality of the Kara | knew. These three wetallly alien to the environment. |
actually felt tensing of muscles and visceral wessnas resentment flooded through my
body.

Nothing, however, could have prepared me forifeéeksness, the dullness, the

blank eyes in the bedroom. Kara lay on the forveatge of the big double bed, her back
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facing the door, curled in a fetal position andadhing something tightly to her chest.
On closer examination, | discovered that the objexs a skillfully carved glass skull.

“She won’t turn the damned thing loose,” Courtsaid, an angry laugh betraying
his nervousness.

“There’s nothing wrong with her having the objéttfound myself lying. Why
was | attempting to fabricate to protect Kara? Whythat fact, was | risking my
professional reputation with such unprofessionablveor?

“Catatonia?”

| sensed Dr. Pharis beside me. The questiomnibal because he had already
convinced himself of its absoluteness, startled me.

“I have no wish to label anyone with a diagnoket tserious,” | told him.
“Especially when this condition could be as simgtea biochemical deficiency or even a
manifestation of some physical disease.”

| sensed the negativism vibrating toward me frobmdrea of the room where
James Courtney and Kara’s sister stood. They wdrgeout of the way. And, for some
reason, they wanted her declared insane. | didt hard enough before, | found
myself thinking. I'll try harder this time.

| touched Kara'’s shoulder. Through the thin aotiaghtgown, | could feel the
bone just underneath the skin. She must havéviesity pounds in the seventeen days
since I'd seen her. Her yellow hair, gummed togetind dingy, lay in dirty ropes on the
pillow. She smelled of urine, sweat, staleneshat¢ould have happened? | turned
back to the three who stood watching me uneasily.

“Tee Fay?”
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The weak, unintelligible question came from thd.beturned back and my eyes
met hers. Wordlessly, eyes full of love, adoratma trust directed at me, Kara
Courtney handed me the glass skull. Then sheduraek over into the fetal position.

“Kara?” James cried, rushing to her side, pushiegaway.

Elizabeth (I finally remembered Kara'’s sister’'sn& and Dr. Pharis moved in
closer. Try as they might, none of them could eamother response of any type.
Holding the skull and hedonistically enjoying thedulating waves of pleasure passing
from the glass skull through my body, | watchedhes if from a distance.

“Obviously,” Dr. Pharis said, interrupting my gfetation, “the problem is not
totally psychological. We must have here some ighysnalfunction leading to a
psychological disturbance.”

| placed the skull on a nearby chest of drawéisnost immediately, | found
myself back in control of the situation and possgga clarity | hadn’t realized I'd had.
Within a few minutes, we had the ambulance at thesb and Kara was on her way to the
University Medical Center. Dr. Pharis, being tldenétting physician, asked if | would
collaborate with him on the emotional aspects efdhse.

I am home now and | have locked myself in my stuBgt, dear heart that she is,
will buffer me from the world for a few hours. Amstie will never question my actions.

After Kara’s first appointment with me, not a dagssed that | didn’t think of her
— usually many times each day. The feeling wasemibwas deeper than the emotion
one feels when one simply wants to be with somedirtbe time. | feel that with Pat. |

love Pat. | just feel “whole” with Kara, as if sleea perfect complement for my soul.
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Should one of my learned colleagues ever readlibge passage, he would be
astounded that I, who have espoused such a s@agjroach to our discipline, should
bring in a metaphysical comment. The soul is o@ree; the soul is religion.
Psychology is science; psychology is not religidimerefore, the soul is not psychology
and has no basis in any of my studies, hypothesgsezulations.

She looked so good when she came to see me tharlas She had curled her
long blonde hair and pulled it back to one sideaught myself wondering how she
would look with a flower tucked behind her ear.e$tad just returned to campus, having
spent several days with her Aunt Mattie in OregByes sparkling, voice full of music,
she told me about helping Aunt Mattie. At one polirasked her if she had ever
considered social work or one of the other helprgfessions.

“Dr. Lewin,” she said, leaning toward my chairgsyfull of mischief and glee. “I
have never considered helping people as being hamek. It's too much fun!”

“Then do it,” | said, caught up in the aura of f@r. “Work does not have to be a
drudgery.”

“You're right,” she cried, standing up and walkioger toward my office window
— the one that looks toward the ocean. She starefbr a long time. At one point, | had
to remove my eyes from her carefully tailored silbtte because, due to an optical
illusion, Kara Courtney became a tall, slender #arhblinked, she moved away from
the window, and | reminded myself that | needeldaee my eyes checked.

“I'm going to go out and help people! The Los A&tes area must be full of

people who need help.”
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“Wait a minute, Kara,” | cautioned. What had t semotion? “There are
agencies that coordinate volunteer activitiesari abtain a list for you. You can't just
start out offering to help; some people out theeer®t willing to do their share. You
want to direct your labors, not waste them.”

“Certainly,” she said with a little girl smile.l just get impulsive sometimes and
so carried away that I'm really not very efficiefthat's what James tells me.”

| would bet he did. In no way was James Courgopyipped to handle the
emotions that Kara was capable of experiencingmiembered Annie, years ago, saying,
“She’sreal,” and | found myself suggesting that she returAdat Mattie’s for more
experience and guidance. | didn’'t want James @ewyrto hammer away at the embryo |
saw growing within Kara; | wanted to protect andtate her. Obviously, because of
physical, moral and legal constraints on both lzt @and minel couldn’t, but | felt
confidence about Aunt Mattie’s abilities.

Again, time had flown and | sensed that Kara epeed some of the same
emotions that | did. Neither of us wanted the Hougnd. We found trivia to discuss. |
told her of the episode on the Arkansas River wHearned to swim at age six in order
to avoid drowning. When | completed the episodaughed, but | read sorrow on her
face.

“Don’t feel sorry for that little critter,” | tolcher. “He survived and became
stronger.”

She smiled and nodded.

“I know,” she said. “Dr. Alan Lewin is who hetigday, in part, because of that

experience.”
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“So, I'll see you next week?”

“Um...Hmmm,” she said and then she frowned. “Listam all these things
coincidences or do things like this happen alltime and I've just been too preoccupied
to realize it?”

“What's that, Kara?”

“When | was a little girl, my father bought me agd The dog already had a
name, Duncan, because another family had owneddriten years. Despite that, |
insisted on calling him Alan. He belonged to md e could be called what | wanted
and | had always had good feelings about the nalae.’A

| must pause and have dinner with Pat. Tomortivgo by the hospital and
visit Kara. By now, the sugars and medicationsighbave had some effect on her

behavior.

July 26: Her azure blue eyes stared at me, withliing. Straight ahead, they looked,
past this life and into another without pain. WHas she gone away? The nurses say that
she has shown no response to any of the testsamytime who has been in to see her.
Meaning, I’'m sure, her husband or her sister.

| was so sure that she would respond to me. &imé&t éxactly speak yesterday.
It was a type of verbal hieroglyphic but, when bheded me that skull, | knew it was me
that she addressed. Knew, without a shadow oftdthdt she had recognized me.

Pat, again, is covering calls and callers for és as if we have a nonverbal

agreement; as if she understands my own actionshwhmust interpret for myself.
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Maybe, on some subconscious level, we both comratenend understand that we must
apply our communications to our conscious selves.

| must try to piece together the events that coalgse an ego to be so shattered
within a period of a little over two weeks. Kagdtimy office on July 8, healthy in body
and mind. Today, she is a shell.

| know that she had gone to Oregon the day aéefdst appointment. | called
her Aunt Mattie earlier today and confirmed thfsunt Mattie also told me that, at the
time, James had seemed overly concerned aboub#sibpity of Kara’s trust fund being
“squandered.” Aunt Mattie apparently has the sapirion about James Courtney as do
l. I have the feeling, however, that she was ootgletely open with me — that she
knows something about Kara’s emotional functiortimat she is unwilling to disclose.

| blame myself. Now that I've written it down antserved the words in print, |
don’t feel a bit better.

For several years now, | have been involved ircthiérights movement — both
here in California and nationwide. And when thee®&end James Simpson, a black
friend in Washington, D.C., called me the mornifiguy 11 and pleaded with me to be
present at an important “official” meeting, | suotoed. Several senators would be there,
possibly even the Attorney General. The reverefidtiat my presence would lend
greater credence to the group and promote the lgqélity movement.

| tried to call Kara at her aunt’s in Oregon aadeived no response. In
somewhat of a rush, | made a note for Pat to geetuoch with Kara in Oregon and

reschedule the appointment for July 23. | antigigdeing home much sooner than that,
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but I didn’t want her returning to California — jus case | couldn’t manage to leave D.C.
as early as | had anticipated.

Pat tried valiantly to reach the Oregon numbetter’several attempts, she called
the Courtney residence on campus and Dr. Courtrayiped her he would relay the
message to Kara. Pat, not realizing the fragdftthe situation, assumed that he would
do so.

Aunt Mattie tells me that Kara left Oregon for lag@pointment with me early on
the morning of July 13 and promised Aunt Mattiet fze would fly back on the evening
of the 14". She has not heard from her since. Kara’s adonise the hospital has her
extremely worried, but she is not yet physicallpaiale of travel. | have promised to call
her daily and keep her aware of any changesl| festi that she is being secretive about

something that is of utmost concern to Kara.

July 27: She smiled today. She didn’t say angthjast smiled that all-encompassing
smile and, if a nurse had not been present, | wohale taken Kara in my arms and held
her. The nurse told me that the neurologist cafiday Dr. Pharis had observed proper
reflexes this morning; more tests were schedulethis afternoon.

| will also make an appointment to talk to thisir@ogist, a Dr. Yen, in the
morning before | see Kara. Am | being too concdraleout someone who is only a
patient? Obijectively, yes. Subjectively, | am Wog in symbols. If | can save Kara,
then | will have done all | ever could for my mathe

Pat, bless her, understands.
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July 28: The neurologist can find no damage, mection, no disease, no blockage. Dr.
Yen says that Kara is normal. Her temporary Ids®we is probably due to hysteria.
But then, as he says, that is my field and not his.

Her face is beginning to fill out again and shesiot look quite so haggard.
Someone, probably her sister, brought in a beaumtim clean and style her hair and she
wore a baby-blue satin bed jacket.

She is not normal. If she were someone’s belpeatar a well-mannered three-
year-old, she might be considered normal. Big &d if someone has pampered her
physical being and removed her life essence, dtalitty which makes her Kara.

What | saw was a docile young lady, breathtakidgggutiful, who smiled and
nodded without eveseeing It is as if she is hollow. Absolutely no rec@gm crossed
her features as | sat in the chair beside the hddadked to her. Her emotions were
totally inappropriate — she smiled when | told tiext Aunt Mattie was concerned for her;
her face remained solemn when | related a humanmigent that had occurred this
morning on my way to the hospital.

I’'m leaving for Portland the first thing in the mming. Pat has already made the

reservation. | don’'t know how | could have doneakhis without her.

July 29: They have released Kara. The fools.yTteve sent her home! | only hope
that my flight makes it back to Los Angeles befGmurtney can do any further damage
to her fragile ego.

Around noon, Pat called me at Aunt Mattie’s whiistinformation. Dr. Pharis

had felt it was a needless expense to keep Kagthtized any longer as she was
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responding well to treatment. Her sister, Elizabbad agreed to stay beside her during
the day while Dr. Courtney taught his classesauthiversity. Solid foods had been
added to her diet and, if she refused to eat aehstre could be re-admitted to the
hospital.

The airplane seemed to have sat on the grourttbimms, but we are now airborne
and headed south. | will be in Los Angeles bettaxk.

At the airport this morning when | arrived, Auniliie, a study of contrasts,
observed me intently, conversationally and otheswaisfore she invited me to her house
for coffee and rolls. Very protective of her nieshe understandably wished to assure
herself that she could trust me.

“I only wish that Kara had met someone like yaghé said once, almost
wistfully, after we had talked for a long whileln$tead of that arrogant James.”

Aunt Mattie finally told me, in ultimate trust, tfie conversations she had had
with Kara during those last few days together. &mrribed the situations quickly,
angrily, as if she expected me to contradict, disbe or even laugh at her. After a few
minutes in which | didn’t do any of those thingsjm Mattie became less taciturn and,
by the time that the phone rang, she had told m& nfdKara'’s life and about the
experiences of the last few weeks.

The thing that bothers me now is the part of Kal& about which she told no

one — not even Aunt Mattie.
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July 30: | cannot write much today. | am angNo, | am furious. If Dr. James
Courtney were a bug, | would go out of my way &psbn him, smash him, crush him
beneath my foot.

Pat had just opened the door for me last evenimgnwhe telephone commenced
ringing. She answered, said a few words in a mve tand then handed the receiver to
me.

“Dr. Courtney,” she said.

“You're the goddamned doctor,” James Courtneyegklfear, anger, and agitation
mingling in his voice. “She’s screaming her goddaohhead off and she won't stop!
Tell me what to do!

“First of all, calm yourself, Mr. Courtney...”

“Doctor,” he interrupted curtly

“Doctor Courtney,” | repeated. “What seems to have beertigin of the
screams? The duration? Have you checked herqatyseds?”

“It's that goddamned skull,” he said, his voicgimg. “I’'m going to take it out to
the ocean and throw it as far as | can!”

“Does she have the skull with her?”

“That’s the reason she’s screaming. When she toethie hospital, | hid the son-
of-a-bitch. If she thinks I'm going to let my wigoend the rest of her life sleeping with a
glass skull, she’s crazy!”

Better than sleeping with you, | thought. | fedtin begin in my stomach;
weakness spread to my hands and feet. My headligietw My mouth felt cold and

tight.
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“Listen to me, you imbecile. Give her the skuibacall me right back. Then, if
that solves nothing, I'll come right over.”

Thirty minutes later, the phone rang. Pat wasaimgsand | answered.

“Dr. Lewin?”

The voice with the question belonged to Elizaldetimison. She told me that the
skull had quieted her sister and Elizabeth had grsh#o slip her a sedative. Dr. Pharis
would be at the Courtney household at ten in thmmmg. Could | be there at the same
time?

Pat walked up behind me as | replaced the receM#ren | turned, | knew she
read the despair in my eyes.

“Come over here and sit on the sofa,” she sa¥buf hands are ice-cold. I'll fix
you some hot chocolate.”

Pat rubbed my hands. It was over an hour befaddeling returned.

July 30: Dr. James Courtney was noticeably abdemnmorning when | saw Kara. How
my heart goes out to her. She lies, staring atdfleng, clutching the skull to her body.
What trauma has occurred in her short lifetimeaose her to retreat thus? | want to pull
her into my arms, comfort her, protect her.

On an impulse, | touched her shoulder. She tuheedace to me and, for a tiny
instant, her gaze held that clarity from anothsr. daturned to Dr. Pharis.

“I won't sign papers to commit her,” | told hinfYou saw that look. She’s not

insane.”
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The only leverage | have now: I'm the psychiatoisrecord. And there are few
psychiatrists in the area who would attempt to ngermy decision and risk their own
reputations by making a diagnosis contradictomniioe. The family wants Kara
committed to a mental institution, but that woréipen until they can convince me of
her insanity. And they can’t convince me of th&iew | see lucidity in her eyes. God,

Mother, I'm sorry. You had no one to fight for you

July 31: I am going to Phoenix, Arizona. On AugBisl have an appointment with a
woman who calls herself Frenchy. But, first, | bagsearch to do here in California
before | meet this woman.

It happened last evening. Faithful Pat had, aslybeen monitoring my calls.
She was in the midst of a rather long-winded cosat&vn when | emerged from the
study, feeling totally hopeless and depressed abheutay’s events. Pat motioned me
toward her and then excused herself to the parthetelephone, placing her hand over
the mouthpiece.

“Darling,” she said softly. “This lady is a psychmedium. | know how you feel
about people like this, but she seems to have soetence.”

Frenchy. Such an unlikely name for the livelyeetful voice. Such an unlikely
title to be carried by someone with this Englishaagirl’s accent.

“Dr. Lewin, I'm Frenchy Summers. Before you hang let me tell you this: |
was in the bed next to your mother when she didek. last words were an apology to
you. To Alan. Now, no one else could know thRitght? No one else could know that

Lisa Hankins said those words before she died?”
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Poor, deluded lady. If she insisted that my mottael used those words, only my
mother and this Frenchy would know. There had meeather witnesses. There was,
however, one bit of her conversation that kept \argging on.

“How did you find me?”

“I work as a records clerk in a library and | rgn@ed you from the picture on
the back of your book.”

“But the names?”

“That was harder. | had to write to the DeparttredrVital Statistics in
Oklahoma and find out for sure that it really wasiy | discovered that you had taken
your mother’s maiden name upon reaching adulthood.”

| hesitated.

“Please, Dr. Lewin. This is very important. #&sto do with Kara.”

How could she have known? | have gone from batrtge top in my field of
scientific endeavor to groveling in the streetdwfiitrmer mental patients. This is the

level to which | have reduced myself in the hopsafing Kara.

August 1: | have contacted Dr. John Sanders, ednagychiatrist and friend who has
agreed to function in my absence on the Kara Ceyrtiase. | have not told him why |
am so adamant as to noncommittal, only that shexhibits occasional clarity. John is
of much the same bent as I. A mental institut®an absolute last resort.

| have collected all of the books | can get mydsaon concerning spiritualism,
metaphysics, reincarnation and other esoteric stghjd will read tonight and tomorrow.

Frenchy has promised to meet me at the Phoenigratige morning of the third.
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August 3: | am the one who is crazy. Stark, rgvimad. How my dear Pat has gone
along with this so uncomplainingly, I'll never knovBut | will be forever grateful.

Frenchy met me at the airport at 9:30 this morniAg | stepped from the plane, |
searched the meager crowd for a sixtyish womarhgiily with white hair and, judging
from our telephone conversation, an energetic wilig.only likely looking candidate
grabbed an adolescent boy and jauntily left myfadl vision. Finally, there were only
airline personnel and myself left in the unloadanga.

“Alan Lewin! Dr. Alan Lewin!”

Down the long hall, walking at a slow run, | sagid, mid-twenties, with long
black hair. Despite the Arizona heat, from hetléuneck sweater to her long leotard-
covered legs, she wore black. A portentous messehthought dryly and mentally
prepared myself should Frenchy herself be dressdttisame manner. After all, an
admitted ex-psychiatric patient must have certageatricities.

“Dr. Lewin,” she gasped. “I'm sorry I'm late. hiad forgotten how long it takes
to drive from Flagstaff to Phoenix.”

Close-up, | observed the girl's alabaster whiteefdner deep-set brown eyes, the
slight tremor of nervousness in her hand as shahesbfor mine. Despite the blazing
sun, high temperatures and her layered clothirggh#ind that shook mine was cool and
dry. The accent was the same as Frenchy’s; | sedithat the girl must be a

granddaughter.
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“I'm so very glad you came,” she told me as wearegalking toward the
parking area. “I stayed awake almost all nightrryiag for fear that you would change
your mind.”

“I'm still skeptical.”

“Of course, you would be. You've spent yearsiirag and working in an area
where the existence of either a soul or spiriteisied. Anyone would question your
credibility if you justacceptedvhat | have to tell you.”

“Whatyouhave to tell me? | thought | would be talkingRi@nchy!”

We had reached the middle of the parking lot éwedgirl stopped, turning to face
me. She paused for a moment.

“Dr. Lewin,” she said, looking directly into my eg. “lamFrenchy.”

August 4: Admittedly, | wanted to turn and run batside, catch the first plane to the
west coast and go home. But something in thesgedirnest voice compelled me to stay
and hear more. The moment passed when | shoutdlgfiv | spent six hours with
Frenchy and, even as | sit on the airplane todayjmg back toward Pat and my
concrete, sane world, | furtively look around mema fellow passengers. Do they
observe that | am different?

| feel as though | am moving in a world in whicharh slightly out of focus. If
only the giant hand would turn a knob, | would agaé in focus. But then, the rest of

the world would be out of focus.
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I must have some time to rest, recuperate ané.tHisannot help Kara if | cannot
help myself. Pat’s uncle has a cabin in northeahf@nia, at the base of a snow-covered

mountain. | may go there.

August 7: | arrived late this afternoon at Unclenizl’s cabin. It is nestled in a hollow
practically at the foot of Mt. Lassen, with parkdbabordering the property on three sides.
In my search for solitude, I think | have found itpause for only a moment’s guilt at the
thought of leaving Pat so heavily burdened. | hatrewn about my study, information
for three books to follow the two already publishe&the has cancelled speaking
engagements, club luncheons, and professional mysedt which | was expected. She
has postponed sessions with the few private indal&ll still have in therapy and she
has, with utmost dedication, acted as a liaisomferwith all my colleagues who are
astounded by my currently unpredictable behavior.

Earlier, | noticed two squirrels chasing aroundtomlimbs of a pine tree near the
cabin window. | think I will hike one of the mopaiblic trails, commune with nature and
pick up some dead wood in the forest. Daniel talisit sometimes gets very cold here at

nights, almost a treacherous cold, since the daysadeceptively warm.

August 10: | feel something of a renewal of sttngoth physically and
psychologically. Emotionally, I'm still weak bukjith an objective understanding of my

situation, that area will also heal.
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For three days now, I've done nothing other thatn €leep, drink and take an
occasional walk. | have consciously blocked amughts of the outside world. Even
my dreams are forgotten before | really wake.

When | drove in, | observed a grocery store imalscommunity about five
miles back up the highway. Although I'm sure thatoesn’t have the amenities of our
city supermarkets, my simple needs for potatods,flaur and canned goods should be

easily met.

August 11: It keeps rattling through my head: €gus of a most beautiful dream. | am
sitting beside a pool of clear, sparkling waterveithough | am underneath the limbs of
a tree, | can feel the sun’s heat and | watchih@ing strands of silver it leaves on the
surface of the pool. A fresh, green, leafy smelhpeates the surrounding area. | am not
alone. Someone is with me and | feel complete.

Jung and his “collective unconscious,” | tell myisézach cell within our bodies
carries the total memory of our races. Last nigiyt,cells chose to remember pleasure,
contentment, totality. But Jung cannot explain wisit that the “someone” in my
dream was Kara. Or, was it my mother?

Why are the two women becoming confused in my Mivdhy am | having
trouble separating their identities? Kara is urlguKara; my mother was uniquely my
mother. It is impossible to have identical emasiatout two people, yet my mind has
twisted itself to that state.

Freud would have much to say about the situatiaealize that losing my mother

at such an important stage of ego development toedsyndly influenced my growth,
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thoughts and behavior. But this is more, much i@ neurotic behavior attributed to
a frustrated Oedipus complex.

Could it be a Pavlovian type reaction? Or a S&iran stimulus-response in
which the negative reinforcement is always depioveof love and warmth?

Although | have forced my mind to stay away fram find myself being drawn
back to my conversation with Frenchy that day mrtountains between Phoenix and
Flagstaff. And I correlate that with what Aunt Mattold me about Kara'’s intuitive
powers developing so rapidly after her acquisiobthe crystal skull. And the most
concrete evidence of all — my own feelings andtieas during the few moments that |
held the crystal skull.

At the time, | had considered Frenchy to possesassive dose of grandiose
delusions. The poor child actually believed theg was a reincarnated version of Maud
Wilson, my mother’s “roommate” until her death la¢ tmental asylum. She had certainly
done her research well. Frenchy not only knew amgaamounts of information about
Maud, she related several supposed conversatitwede Maud and my mother.

Naturally, there was no way that | would be ablednvince Frenchy that all of
this had taken place only in her mind. If therd baen any feasible way to confront her
with someone from the real Maud Wilson’s past, bildchave attempted doing so,
hoping to shock her back to a level of acceptatéas thinking.

An hour or so after picking me up at the airpBrenchy drove her decrepit
Chevrolet off the main road and into the mountaiRslling off the side of the road, she

stopped and brought a wicker basket out of the baek
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“We'll picnic,” she stated. Then, with a pleadilogk, “Just listen, please. You
don’t have to believe me right now.”

Frenchy claims that, at age sixteen, while on tracavith her family, a tractor
trailer struck their station wagon, leaving Frerisiparents and two brothers dead.

“They thought | was dead, too,” Frenchy said. “W&re all crushed up pretty
badly. The truck was hauling long reinforced steek.”

That was graphic enough.

“Anyway, when they had us all loaded up, somearteeead that my fingers
moved. The rest is history.”

I nodded. | could accept and believe this pahiesfconversation.

“So, from that point in my life until now, | haveen developing psychically. |
don’t know why. Maybe the accident jumbled my systenough that something started
functioning which, for some reason or another, doilhave worked earlier.”

I munched on a piece of cheese and waited forcheontinue.

“I began remembering a dreary life as a Maud Wilgolate nineteenth century
and early twentieth century Oklahoma. There waitg two bright spots in that entire
life. Oklahoma became a state and | made frienttsvisa Hankins.”

Why had Frenchy chosen me for this elaboratednicdttention? Admittedly, |
had gained quite a reputation in my field and sightrconsider that she rubbed
shoulders with a celebrity. But, surely, she wcudd@e known from my books and
research that | could not accept the garbage shaeNang me. Whatever her reasons, |
felt that | shouldn't totally reject her; after adhe must have done a horrendous amount

of research and have become deeply ego-involvéidtehed patiently as she dragged me
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through poor Maud’s life, from her birth into anpoverished family on the red plains of
Oklahoma, through her unhappy marriage to a pexgedtder man, to her committal, at
age forty, to the state mental asylum and finadly death, only a few hours after that of
my mother.

And then, as if that were not enough, French wertb tell of a “between-life”
existence in which she, my mother and other spfitke mind and goals communicated
on a so-called “Astral” plane. Here, she saidiitspgathered to rest between earth lives;
it was a sort of seminar in which they discusseddes learned and unlearned in the last
life and plans for future lives. She hesitateéxplain to me that groups of souls choose
to be born together in many different lives; tisatvhy, she explained, that we sometimes
feel an unaccountable dislike or closeness toah sttanger.

| had done my research and read my books. Thestehe used were somewhat
familiar. Somehow, though, | suppose | had assum&ithose people who wrote the
books were just writing about these things, aswoeld write science-fiction. | didn’t
think that they reallypelievedthem. But Frenchy did.

She described to me how she had been workingt@mrapaper during her
sophomore year in college and, upon rereading sliahad written, discovered that
“spirits” had entered her body and it was their sage she had written and not her own
word choices. | had also read of this phenomemtiad “automatic writing.” Through
Frenchy, the “medium,” several spirit guides woulthscribe messages of wisdom,
solace or warning. Part of my mind had buzzeda#dmire the beautiful Arizona

mountain view when | was drawn back to her convamsa
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“About two months ago, my guides began mentiowyimg and Lisa. Two weeks
ago, they told me of someone called Kara whoseisanldanger.”

“What's that about Kara?”

“That’s what I've been trying to tell you, Dr. Léw | know it is very difficult for

you to accept what I've told you, but you are thhdyane who can save Kara.”

August 12: | haven't slept in thirty-six hours. héh Frenchy took me back to Phoenix
that day and dropped me off at my motel, she shav&teaf of lined notebook papers
into my hands.

“You mustread these, Dr. Lewin. These are original trapscfor my last four
weeks’ messages from my guides.”

| grasped the papers furtively, looking aroundéde if anyone watched the
interchange. The circles underneath Frenchy’s sgemed to grow darker and pain
clouded her eyes.

“Please Alan,” she begged. “We are all part of the s@ma group and weust
work together.”

| have now read the transcripts, one hundred sviendwritten pages. The
premise is repugnant to me; I reject it. Frenclyyigles have told her that, thousands of
years ago, highly developed souls were sent tolptgthis planet. The souls had
evolved to the point that they had no need for @ay®odies, verbal communications, or
the like. They were pure light, apparently comneating with wave vibrations or mental
telepathy. They incarnated (Frenchy’s guides’ egpion indicating being born) into

physical bodies similar to the ones possessedépribsent human race and set up a
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civilization on an ancient, now-submerged contireaited Atlantis. Here they
developed a highly advanced technological civiimatnd the souls reincarnated over
and over, becoming more and more spiritual.

However, some souls were not evolving spiritualythey should; these souls had
let the quest for power hinder their growth. Eveatiy, these power-hungry souls
destroyed Atlantis and only a few Atlanteans esddpeyo elsewhere and found another
civilization.

| had read this premise in some documents wriitea man named Edgar Cayce
who lives in Virginia. Itis not new. Frenchy ddinave been influenced by this man’s
“philosophies,” although she denies familiarity.

A certain creativity is involved in Frenchy’s aced — a certain deviation from
the Cayce story. Or, perhaps | should say, enshetient. Frenchy’s guides have told
her that she, in another life, was one of thosdyhaouls who managed to escape the
destruction of Atlantis and go on to establish haotivilization elsewhere. This thought
is understandable — even the most delusive of iiddials wishes to be a good guy,
someone important.

But Frenchy’s guides have taken the tale eveihdart They have named my
mother, Kara and myself as members of that samgygrdhis has to be one of the most
elaborate and well-researched ruses ever. Otgtitie

My identity is fairly well based on my physicalibg — flesh, body, mind. My
religious background promised me at death eitheawven or a hell. But, even that belief

system has become obsolete. | tend to think titife is all there is and | must do my
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best to make the most of it without hurting anybeeause | won’t get another chance.
My mind refuses to accept anything before my bartlafter my death.

| am attempting to sift through these handwrippessages and organize the
information that Frenchy’s guides have offered. éWhestablish some sort of order, |
will study the information carefully. There is ks chance that something is present in
those pages that might help Kara — at least, gméalic level.

| am planning a walk now. Birds and squirrelsym®out on the cabin roof and

nearby pines. Fresh air will help me.

August 15: | have a slight fever — nothing abohbtoh to worry, but enough to create
some discomfiture. | become clammy and then fldshEhis is all due to the fact that |
fell asleep in the forest a night or so ago anabecchilled.

| am embarrassed to admit that | don’t know homglbslept in the forest, my
back propped against the rough bark of a pine tréell asleep in the late afternoon; it
was daybreak when | awoke. When | returned ta#ien, | turned on the dusty radio
and, after a few current pop tunes, the disc jot¢&k/me it was August 15. | was sure
that | went out for a walk yesterday afternoon, Asigl 2.

Time becomes confused when one is not relyinglasf the artificial time-
keeping devices such as watches, clocks, calend&es date on my last entry,
obviously, should be August 14. | must begin timgkin terms of getting back to the
city; | have already been away too long. I'll sijmpecord the information I've compiled
from Frenchy’s notes, get a good night’s sleepthrd leave this haven of peace in the

morning.
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From the “Guides™ T'Fai and K’'Lei are a Twin SowAs such, each is
incomplete without the other and, in a sense, fanstg at reduced levels. | don't think
there is any sexual basis for this “soulmate” thesimply two souls who are perfect
complements to each other, like two notes of a calishord. Theoretically, these two
(T’Fai and K’Lei) were separated for some reasomngdpthe time of Atlantis. | can'’t
guite understand from the notes if T'Fai was onthefpower hungry and was expelled,
but the guides are certain that he disappearethdoisands of years. | say “he” because,
for some reason, | think of T'Fai as masculine.céxding to the guides, however, each
soul lives several lives as either sex in ordegaim full insight and develop spiritual
functioning.

K'Lei (whom I think of as feminine) lived throughe chaotic disruption of
Atlantis and led her soul group to safety sevefeiliines later as Lim, a brilliant priest.
The destination was, | take it, either Egypt or @amMmerica. After that, K'Lei was
allowed to be reborn as Caleta, an Indian girl ratis now either Arizona or New
Mexico.

During that particular lifetime, T'Fai was allow#al return to his soul group and
be incarnated as Turoc, brother to Caleta. Thestwbmates, reunited after thousands of
years, swore they would, from that point, contitibe born together. Apparently they
did just that, but as stories of star-crossed ger, in each lifetime, they recognized
each other too late or not at all.

In this most recent lifetime, T'Fai and K’Lei haleen allowed the intervention
of several members of their original soul groupselems to be very important that the

two function together again as one soul to prorpetce and understanding throughout
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the world. The goal of the Twin Soul seems tohad of preventing a third world war
which could erupt if peaceful people throughoutwlold are not alerted and organized.

Again, the guides become nebulous and hazy ongdint this part explains why
Frenchy felt the need to contact me. It seemsthigatecalcitrant T'Fai has been
reincarnated in this present lifetime as Alan LewiRight — me! This idea is totally
abhorrent to me but, for the sake of a possibkrpmetation which might help Kara, |
will continue. In this lifetime, K’Lei was my moén and she stepped out of this life at
the wrong moment. She has, | think, been granteg@eve. Through the efforts of
Frenchy and an old man (the guides call him an Englwho appeared and disappeared
on a California beach, K’'Lei will be able to comnate and collaborate with T'Fai
through the person of Kara Jamison Courtney.

It is growing very hot in this room. My pencildges slipping from my fingers.
From the depths of my mind, | recall Kara’s joyoasognition that day when she handed

me the crystal skull. What had she mumbled? Samgtbout Teefay?

August 27: | am sick at heart. Truly, deeply, dlegsly sick at heart. She is gone and it
is solely my fault; there is no one else to blame.

When | didn’t come back to Los Angeles after thiddite of August as | had
planned, Pat had driven to northern CalifornidJtele Daniel’s cabin, and had found
me collapsed at the kitchen table, feverish anilide$. After having driven me to the
nearest hospital for immediate care, she had habrmgght back to the home hospital at
Los Angeles where she herself had nursed me dapightithrough a comatose state

which had lasted almost two hundred hours.
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My immediate concern upon regaining consciousn@ssKara. | asked Pat to
read my notes from the cabin. | already knew shathad, with typical love and faith,
gathered the notes from the table underneath neridvhead, carefully averting her
eyes from my private documentary. But | also knleat she must have the information
to help me achieve my goals. Time is short. Stekaned me early this morning. Her
eyes were red-rimmed and pained.

“I've been keeping in touch with the Courtney atian through Dr. Sanders,” she
said, replacing my journal on the bedside tablEhe‘family wants her in a mental
institution. They already have found one psyclsaitvho will attest to the fact that she is
a lunatic.”

“What about Dr. Sanders?”

“He’ll go along with you,” she said. “But he deéssee much hope for the
situation.”

“What aboutyou, Pat? I've used you, neglected you, placed buadien burden
on your shoulders. And you’ve never complained.”

She smiled. A maternal, loving smile.

“You may have doubts about your sanity, Alan, yauir journal explains some of
my own feelings and actions and even certain ifeigions.”

“How’s that?”

“I've always felt protective about you — to theiptathat | would gladly sacrifice
my own life for yours. As if | should have donaitsome other time and was unable. If
| believe Frenchy’s guides, perhaps there wastrtie in which you, Kara and | were

together and | should have saved you from somelteffiate and didn't.”
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| didn’t bother to interrupt and correct her. nekv that she had meant to use my
mother’s name and not Kara’s.

“Will I be able to see Kara today?” | asked.

Pat nodded. “Dr. Sanders will be there at nada.knows that you must be
terribly weak, but he would like you to be therehhim.”

As weak and empty of strength as | was, | someimawaged, with Pat’s help, to
get dressed and to the Courtney house where | sallapsed in a chair beside her bed.
The pale, wasted form on the bed could not hava besmgnized as the same vital young
lady | had seen a few weeks earlier. She looked &worse this time than she had the
time before when she had been taken to the hospital

“Why aren’t they feeding her intravenously?” | gtiened Sanders.

“She’s been eating and drinking,” he told me. €Tquestion is not one of
nutrition.”

| looked at her. Poor, vacant Kara. She stiltaied the crystal skull. | placed
my hand on one of hers, feeling both her dry skith thhe cool of the crystal. Suddenly,
her mouth moved and a rattle-like sound moved Ipaslips.

“So sorry, Alan. Worked for Kasha. Not for Lisa.

All of this said in a monotone. There was no gim her facial expression. Her
eyes remained blank.

“Kara,” | pleaded with her. “Tell me more. Tatkme.”

“Not Kara,” she mumbled. “Kay Lee.”
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| waited for a long time, watching the slow, shallbeat of her throat’s pulse.
Then | became aware of movement behind me andotasdap in my chair to pull my
body to a standing position.

“l told you, didn't I?” James Courtney’s voicenga from near the door. “She is
totally out of her mind.”

| faced him and began the long walk away from Kdrathe shadows, his
features were indistinguishable but, in his boghgsture, | could detect his defiance, his
arrogance, his vindication.

“She may be more sane than either of us, Courtney.

August 28: In apathy, | sit here at my desk, @ oolp of coffee on my left. We have
two days before the ambulance picks up Kara Coutiméeliver her to Orange Grove
Private Nursing Home.

A private mental institution, | chastise mysdlfshould have been able to do
more. | let Kara slip away; her body is now intabiby someone who calls herself Kay.

Pat understood that | felt | should use the mdeftyoy my father. For years, it
had remained in a bank, drawing a small amoumtefést. Being the student that | had
been, scholarships and assistantships had promgestiucation and I'd never had to use
a cent of the money he had left. When Cade had kided somewhere in the Pacific in
1944, his share had reverted to me. | had noargbd money, although many times |

had wished that | could have had it to help my ranth
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And, if my mother had actually attempted to comroate with me through Kara,
she would have seen this as the best way to usadhey. She would have advised me
to use their desire to have my signature as a lmangeploy.

“I'll sign,” 1 told Dr. Sanders today, in front adlames Courtney. “Only if Dr.
Courtney agrees that she may go to a private hatherthan a state institution.”

They were all there. Dr. Sanders, Dr. Pharis,e¥a@ourtney, Elizabeth, Kara’s
mother, two other doctors. They didn’t actuallyéao have my signature; the others
could have done that. But, without my signingyéheight have been ethical questions
later on.

“l can’t afford it,” Courtney said, banging hisfion a table. “My salary as a
professor is miniscule.”

“What about Kara'’s trust fund?” Elizabeth saichtm, her voice low.

| watched Courtney’s knuckles grow white and thienate realization of why he
had pressed so hard for a committal dawned uponThe.selfish bastard. He not only
wanted Kara out of his life; he wanted her mon&yme enough to fret about that later, |
told myself. Just get this agreement before tleajize that they really don’t need you.

“I've already checked out homes,” | told them,agng Courtney. “There is a
reputable one in San Bernardino County, not fanfheere, that is equipped to care for
Mrs. Courtney’s particular problems.”

“But...” Courtney began.

“This home is indebted to me for services alrgaayided,” | lied. “And they

will take Mrs. Courtney as a patient in returniioy canceling the debt.”
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There being no further grounds for protest, thetmg adjourned in minutes, |
watched varying stages of relief cross each fackeasmade ready to leave. Courtney,
the son-of-a-bitch, smiled and offered me his hand.

| turned my back on him.

August 29: | slept on the couch here in the stadynight. Sleep has been no problem
since my return from the hospital; | have been weeak. Sometime before daybreak, |
awoke from a pleasurable dream. Again, | remerohrportions. As before, the
memorable thing about the dream is my feeling obiehess, of totality, of
completeness. There is something more; | can &rhosnot quite, pull it from the
recesses of my memories. A voice and a presence.

“K’Lei,” | feel the words tumble from my lips. \&h surprise, | repeat, “K’Lei!”

Kara lying on that fetid bed, mumbling, “Not KarKay Lee.” Kay Lee.
Naturally, | had only seen the name on the linqeep&renchy gave me; | had never
heard it spoken. Now | turned it over on my tong#é_ei.

Dear God, my mother is still attempting to comnoae. | must prevent Kara’s

being institutionalized and sedated. There iststipe.

August 29: It has been an extremely tiring dayvish that | could overcome this
lethargy. It has been upon Pat’s strong shoulihatsthe brunt of all this has fallen.
She was already awake, sitting at the dining reetote, sipping from a coffee

cup, when | rushed from my study with the revelati®&he shook her head and moisture
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came to her eyes when | told her that | thoughthdptvas trying to communicate with
me.

“We have to stop them, Pat. They can’'t take hexy@’

“I'm one step ahead of you, Alan,” Pat said, bimikthe moisture from her eyes.
“| called yesterday. Aunt Mattie and her attorisépuld be arriving shortly.”

“I thought that she couldn’t travel,” | said indye “What can she do that |
can't?”

“She’s coming in an ambulance,” Pat said, takingtler sip of coffee. “Aunt
Mattie can make most of the trip lying down. Asatbat she can do, she plans to force
James Courtney into legally releasing Kara intodusstody.”

“He won't do that. He won't listen. How does glan to accomplish this?”

“Money,” Pat stated. “Aunt Mattie intends to biigira.”

And she did. Cold cash. She and her attorneywitktCourtney on campus; I'm
sure he was at the bank depositing his cashieeskctvhen the male nurse carried Kara
past her mother and Elizabeth to gently depositrhdre makeshift ambulance. Kara
clutched the skull, but now she also carried abai& of some sort. Had she
consciously picked up the book, or had someonesgl#dn her rigid arms?

| would ask Aunt Mattie.

September 5: The stress and anguish of almosigd&ra and, therefore, my mother,
put such a strain on my system that | collapsecteming that Aunt Mattie took Kara to
Oregon. Pat has cared for me here at home andh&gano need to be hospitalized. |

feel that, with her love and care, | will recover.
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Pat is in daily contact with Aunt Mattie. It segthat, although Kara is still
completely withdrawn, she has gained four poundishesn color is returning. Pat has
made arrangements for the two of us to fly up tdl&aed on the eighth. | must regain my

strength.

September 9: | have reached an impasse; | ammsttdd. | must make a decision.
Either | rely solely on my education, experiencd &aining, or | plunge totally into the
realm of the unknown and accept the explanatioargime by Frenchy’s guides. | cannot
continue fluctuating between the scientific andebleteric; | cannot continue explaining
one event using pragmatism and the next event usysgicism.

Pat and | flew to Portland yesterday. We tooklat® Aunt Mattie’s two story
turn-of-the-century, Russian-inspired home. Sheuset the door, found us
comfortable seats in her bright sunroom and offeietea. Since Aunt Mattie was now
walking with the aid of a cane, Pat helped henctre tray from the kitchen. All the
while, | fidgeted, miserable, aching to see Kara.

“Kara has her tea at ten o’clock,” Aunt Mattieanhed us as she struggled to seat
herself in an overstuffed Victorian chair. “I wddlke you to take it with her, Alan.
Perhaps you might explain this latest development.”

| looked at my watch. Twenty long minutes untilould see her.

“Tea?” | asked. “Do you mean to tell me that sheapable of feeding herself?”

“She has regained considerable physical strength.”
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An emphasis ophysical A dropping of eyes. Small talk between Pat Andt
Mattie about the history of the house. Finallwés time and Aunt Mattie led me down
the hall to a room on the opposite side of the Bous

As bright as the sunroom, Kara’s room had cheehlpw walls and a large bay
window with filmy white curtains. As | entered|aage woman uniformed in white arose
from near the bed.

“Mrs. Burnside,” | heard Aunt Mattie say. “ThsDr. Lewin, Kara’'s
psychiatrist.”

But, | had neither eyes nor attention for anyotieiothan the frail figure on the
bed. Pillows propped her back and a highly potisheoden tray, covered with a bright
linen napkin, lay across her lap. Glossy blondg kges the color of cornflowers, a tidy
pajama jacket, she was the old Kara.

“Alan,” she cried joyously. “I waited so long! od’ve finally come!”

The recognition. The love. The familiarity. TWwarmth. Sugar on my oatmeal.
A beautiful young cheerleader smiling at a seripmsng medical student. | moved
closer to the bed and she reached for my hands.

“My dear Alan,” she said, tears of joy mingled lwiears of sorrow flowing down
her face. “I'm so sorry.”

| extracted one hand from her grasp and pulled®&8urnside’s chair closer to
the bed. Although seeing Kara again, like thisuaed new strength to flow through my

body, I still became weak upon standing too long.
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“I'm so glad that you're feeling so much bettdridld her. She held tightly to
my one hand as | lowered myself to the chair. Wheas the crystal skull? Had she no
longer the need for its proximity?

“We’ve found each other again,” she said, squepmg hand tightly. “How
could I not feel better? It's been too long.”

Too long? Ten days? But, of course, she hacoallections of the times |
visited her in her home; she was referring to time$ before, in my office.

“I was always too impatient,” she continued chelgyf “You once told me that |
was too eager for resolution.”

Had I? Offhand, | didn’t remember offering thdivace. Yet, a part of me
seemed to recognize it.

“When you left Atlantis, | wanted you back immeteig, within the next lifetime.
And, when you did return, we had that most bealuifiort lifetime together in the red
rock canyons.”

| felt my grip loosen on her hand. A spasm ranulgh my muscles, causing my
head to hunch forward. How could | have thought 8he had returned? How could |
have let my emotions become so unstabilized thatsl willing to admit the possibility
that my dead mother might be trying to communieéth me through Kara?

“Alan?” | recognized fright in her voice. Butihiear could have been no greater
than my own.

“Kara, listen to me,” | began. My voice soundedty, unused, even to myself.
“You can’t continue living in this fantasy worldahyou’ve created. You have to make

yourself come out and participate in the real world
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She dropped my hand. | felt the feathery touchesfpalms on both my cheeks as
she turned up my face so that my eyes met hdtsated in their pool-like depths for a
moment.

“Alan,” | felt pressure increase on my cheek¥oldmust listen tane Don't
make the same mistake that | always did by letgmgrself believe thahisis real. What
you call my “fantasy world” is the only real world.

I missed the pressure on my cheeks as she leac&dh the pillows, a faraway
look in her eyes.

“We were always together after that,” she said vogce growing hollow. “And |
always recognized you too late.”

| felt hot tears burn my eyes as | watched thietldisappear from her eyes. |
blinked several times, squeezing the tears ontalmgks where they could run down my
face and be absorbed in my flannel shirt.

“This time, T'Fai,you’re too late.”

The words were a drawn out whisper and, even hoar'’t be sure that she
uttered them. | lay my head on the bed and ciiedd baby. | felt such a loss. Aunt
Mattie’s touch on my shoulder brought me back tosegses and | furtively wiped my
tears on Kara’'s bedcovers.

“Is this behavior typical?” | asked raggedly, kimgpmy head turned from Aunt
Mattie, staring at Kara’s vacant, doll-like eyedling her to return.

“K’Lei?” | whispered. She no longer heard me.
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Later, when | had calmed myself somewhat, Aunttidaold us of Kara’'s
behavior since she had brought her to Oregonrcetbmy tense muscles to calm so |
could sit and listen.

“She has been passive and subdued,” Aunt Matide sH | had met her for the
first time, | would have insisted that she was @eltfy normal. Her conversations are
verbally coherent and her emotional behavior sesgppsopriate. But she talks about a
past | can’t recognize and people that | can’'t naimer.”

Aunt Mattie is a strong woman but, at that insthobuld sense the devastation
she felt at not being able to understand and hala Kl empathized completely.

“Many times, she calls me Mitu and recalls sevehddhood experiences we
shared in some subtropical or jungle area. Shedraamed and begged me to stop my
brother Knee-ah from removing something. If | digesher about it, she becomes
irritable that | can’t remember and she drifts bentk that state in which we left her only
minutes ago.”

| kept my mind closed on the plane trip back ts llmgeles and, upon arriving
home, shut myself in my study. My mind has hadetgpite; it is time to be decisive. |

need only one more question answered. For thet, have to go to Tulsa.

September 17: We have conceived a child, Pat.akidhen | returned last night from
Tulsa, | felt a physical and emotional need fordlatve such as | had never felt before.
For the first time in weeks, we came together as ama woman, experiencing the
delightful euphoria that comes with near satistactil felt the seed when it passed from

my body into hers. Pat will be a perfect mother.
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On the table beside me rests a faded photo albynmother’s photo album, the
only physical evidence left that Lisa Lewin Hankexgsted.

My Tulsa trip required more time than | had plashnélaving been out of touch
for more than fifteen years, it required hoursedrghing to find the remnants of family |
have left in Oklahoma. | would have preferreditaikto my great aunt Mary, but she
died six years ago. Mary’s daughter, Edna, $td at the old home place and gave me
the phone number of my cousin, Karen, who currdntgs in Oklahoma City. Even
though she is older than I, Karen remembered lesstany mother than did I, but she
did direct me to mother’s cousin, Elsie, who diiés in Oklahoma City. From Tulsa, |
drove my rental car to Oklahoma City and checkéa &nmotel.

| called the number that Karen had given me asdhia was one of the few
relatives to whom I'd never been sent as a chileniified myself. On Elsie’s end of the
line, there was a long pause before she agreedhlewtuggested that | come by her
house the next day around noon.

| was there promptly at noon. | don’t know whdiald expected — perhaps a
scraggly old crone living in abject poverty. Carhanot this elegant, perfectly made-up
and manicured middle-aged woman who invited me gtocharming two-story brick
home.

“We were very close, your mother and |,” she eatas we sat across a
handsome wood coffee table from each other. “Veezha lot of secrets and heartaches.
It's been so long, | don’t know how | can help ywith anything now.”

“Just tell me about her, Aunt Elsie. Nobody etedd me anything except that she

committed suicide.”
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“Lisa didn’t commit suicide!” Aunt Elsie cried, gainely horrified. “You poor
child! They told youhat?”

| nodded.

“Honey, your mother just quit breathing. Her hesopped beating. Shelled
herself to die, but she didn’t kill herself.”

“But why?”

“That man, hon. Your daddy. Lisa thought thatrklaung the moon. She
thought she couldn’t live without him. And she mlid’

“But she had me. And Cade.”

“Hon, you would have had to have known your motoannderstand. | guess I'm
the only person who ever really understood.”

| remained silent as she continued.

“Lisa and | grew up next door to each other. Mthér and your grandfather were
brothers and they shared a four hundred acre favi@weren't rich, but we were never
hungry. And we were always loved; our families @eery close. But Lisa, even as a
small child, knew that there was only one man far. PAnd when Mark Hankins came
through town, a handsome, decorated war hero,fels#iat on her face. ‘He’s the one,’
she told me. ‘He’s the one I've waited for alwayéind that suited Mark just fine. He
had no family, no place to go; Lisa offered him sleeurity of a two hundred acre farm,
money in the bank, and a wife that would make othen envious.

“Lisa was a beauty with her emerald eyes and lplalede hair. And just as

lovely on the inside. Before Mark, any number lgjible locals had asked for her hand.
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But, no, she went around with her head in the steaiging for the right man. And,
during their five weeks’ courtship, Mark acted fiefect, loving, considerate fiance.”

“But, what about my grandparents?” | asked. “Hthd/they feel?”

“They wanted the best for their daughter. Theydha a small house in Tulsa and
gave the farm to Lisa and Mark as a wedding diftzo weeks after the wedding, Mark
sold off all of the farm except the house and tyweares. Uncle Thomas died a year
later and Aunt Sally within only months after hisath.

“| stayed there for almost a year. Finally, | kbt stand it any longer. With my
parents’ house just across a dirt road from LigaMark, | was aware of almost
everything. Before Lisa became pregnant with Chtlek was discreet about fooling
around with women, drinking, and rash spendingt, @hen she began showing, he slept
with anything in the county that wore skirts. Ligdused to see it. She loved that man
so much.

“When Harvey Trevor came along and offered meradand life in Oklahoma
City, I married him and left. Two years later, faynily home burned to the ground; my
parents were trapped inside. | went back long ghaa bury them, sell the property, and
visit a few hours with Lisa.

“By this time, she was pregnant with you and nategso blinded by Mark’s
charm. She told me of several times he had abhsephysically. And | could see how
he had abused her emotionally. She laughed totnshe apologized too much, she had
lost all confidence and self-respect. And wherehtioned his name, the light in her

eyes dimmed.
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“l begged her to leave, to come back to Oklahontya@th me. By this time,
Harvey had a couple of oil wells and, even thoughdepression was about to hit, we
were well off. But she wouldn’t leave. She wassaee that she and Mark were meant to
be together. She was so sure that it was her, fantething she had or hadn’t done, that
had made the relationship go bad. She was nahgiib blame anyone other than
herself for the failure.

“I heard from her only twice after that. Oncee sfalled me and asked me to
check on Mark when he was looking for a job in @klaa City. | did as she asked and,
sure enough, he was registered at a sleezy mdtebwother woman. Shortly after my
letter telling her of this, | received a packagenirher. In this package, | found a
scrapbook with pictures of Lisa, Cade and you. réleas no accompanying letter. The
next information | had about Lisa was from anott@usin about six months later. She
told me about Lisa’s committal and subsequent death

“I went back. Mark had sold the home place aoduldn’t find either you or
Cade. |did the only decent thing | could do; dlhasa’s body disinterred from the
pauper’s grave in which she had been buried. Stwishere in Oklahoma City. I'll tell
you how to get there if you would like to go andivvher graveside.”

| followed Elsie’s directions to the cemetery,raen, well-manicured and
peaceful resting place. | sat, for a long timariety at the tombstone: LISA: MOTHER
OF CADE AND ALAN. | was glad that Aunt Elsie hadiput his name on it.

Back at the motel, | looked through the half-fillecrapbook. Photographs of
Cade as a baby, a toddler, a schoolboy, gave wpigtiares of me as a baby and then a

toddler. One picture | especially liked, a pictofeny mother holding me on her lap. It
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was obviously at a cheap studio; the screen bamlngris a desert/mountain scene. The
photo bulged a bit as if something had been placelgrneath it. | removed one corner
of the photograph and reached behind it. My fisdeuched something and | pulled it
out, a yellowed square of lined notebook papertihdtbeen folded several times until it
was almost an inch square. | carefully unfoldexighper and spread it on the writing
table in my motel room.

“l am K’Lei. When we were but spirits of pure egyeiand light, T'Fai and |
united. We blended. We became one pure flantativipp to the same dulcet tones.
T'Fai is the other half of me. If T'Fai should atge to go, | can only burn with a
diminished light and eventually cease to exisil’'Fai should choose to go, | shall spend
eternity searching for our perfect melding of scau€e again. T'Fai feels the same. |
didn't ask. | know. T’Fai is the other half of rhe

| sat, looking at the blurred words, for a longdimt was almost daylight when |
folded the paper back to its original creases dacegl it underneath the photograph. |
needed to do only one more thing before | left @&laa. | had to check the records at
the mental institution where my mother had diethad to find out if there had been a
Maud Wilson.

The flight to Los Angeles seemed to take only rreésu A tremendous weight had
been lifted from my shoulders; | had made a degisiod both my mind and my body
had been gaining strength from the moment thatsaethad been made.

Tomorrow, | go to Portland. | now have no fedrewt my mother’s “possessing”
Kara, about Kara losing her own separate identitgw, | know why | continued having

problems separating my emotions about the two wonidrey are the same. They both
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are K'Lei. And K’Lei and T'Fai must be togetherlte complete. | understand what

Kara tried to tell me last week. In this lifetimiéiad almost made the tragic mistake.

September 18: | have no need to go to Portlamd.inBists that we must. She says that

Aunt Mattie will need us. | wonder if | look ascant as | feel. Kara died last night.

September 21: The funeral was held yesterdayeiméim. Although both Mrs. Jamison
and Elizabeth flew in for the services, Dr. Jamesi@ey was nowhere in sight. |
wonder if he plans to marry Elizabeth. Throughibetgraveside services, | stared over
the misty, flower-draped casket at her pregnanybélad Kara known?

Although many friends came by her home after timefal to console and support
Aunt Mattie, neither of the two alienated relativigspped by. Heartbroken and
attempting to hide it, Aunt Mattie pulled Pat and aside before we left.

“I owe you so much,” she said. Her voice brokd ahe cleared her throat.
“Kara asked that you be given this in the everti@afdeath.”

She handed me a small cardboard box, approximitetinches square and
inordinately heavy. Since it was tightly tapedidde no attempt to open it. | held it on

my lap all the way home.

September 22: | opened Aunt Mattie’'s package todaghtly packed in tissue paper, |
realized, even before my hands touched the cobsheal surface, that Aunt Mattie had

given me the crystal skull. Kara wanted me to hgwhe had said.
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Is there some way that this crystal skull can Ime¢pto recognize her the next

time?

September 24: Pat understood why | closeted mysetfy study for two days, this time
with the crystal skull. As | have already decide@bandon scientific methods, | am free
to subjectively examine both the skull and my riea&t to it.

It is not perfectly clear as | had initially thdug The crystal skull contains swirls,
airy and feathery curls of some milky appearindusion. There are no visible marks;
this leads me to believe that it is carved fronuratquartz crystal, a very hard substance
rarely found in sizes large enough to carve thidlskhich is almost three inches in
diameter.

The carving job, itself, is a masterpiece. Thaeeno rough edges; no shortcuts
were used. It must have taken years to hand palgibstance this hard to this high
degree of perfection.

As the skull is an inorganic substance, thereisiay to carbon-date it and
discover its age. | seem to remember that ther@leAmerican Indians (particularly the
Mayans and Aztecs) held the skull in high este®®achaps this crystal skull originated
with one of those tribes hundreds of years ago.

After observing the skull for several hours, | ba@oncluded that, at periodic
intervals, the skull emits an earthy odor, remiargcof damp, freshly cultivated ground.
There is another accompanying odor that | canresitity; it does the same thing to my

taste buds that biting into a lemon slice does..



165

Another non-scientific observation: Last nighsak with my left side to my desk
and, therefore, the crystal skull. Out of the eorof my left eye, | watched the crystal
skull begin to glow as if lighted from within. Legkly turned and looked directly at the
skull. The nebulous light disappeared. | statedyabookcase, focusing about three
inches over the top of the crystal skull. Agalre halo of white light appeared around it.
It cannot be observed by looking directly at thellslonly when looking at it obliquely.

But the major effect, again completely subjectvegurs when holding the crystal
skull. Time ceases to exist and one is transpantedanother dimension, a dimension
predominated by the sensual. Pleasant smellstasafhes, rich tastes, mellow tones,
vibrant. Euphoria. | now understand the cravifithe heroin addict.

| must break this period of discovery and be ViA#t for awhile. She will be glad
to know that | am putting order into the mountasfisiotes | have accumulated over the
past few years. She has been my liaison with nijigher for too long, having to excuse

my tardiness in sending my next volume.

September 26: Although | know she must be curiBas has never questioned me about
Kara, about my strange related behavior, abouttystal skull. We spent yesterday at
the beach, swimming, splashing and laughing, foirgethat we are mature adults, acting
as if, once again, we were children. It was th&t day that we’d ever had. | love her so
much.

| have one more test | want to do with the skull.
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September 27: The dream returns to me again ad.adlo longer is it fleeting and
hazy. Itis clear with a vibrancy greater thaa likelf. | am sitting on a huge, water-
smoothed rock, staring into a pool of crystal ckeater that surrounds me. Through the
years, my rock has eroded and cracked and seedlawvn in the cracks so that
beautiful, smooth-barked, leafy trees shelter mayhbody and the pool from the hot sun.
There is someone with me. | can feel another ggmésence and | am complete. | look
down to where my feet dangle in the water. Nexhioe is another, smaller set of legs
and feet, also brown-skinned, also dangling inager. My other half.

Now | know where Kara escaped when this life beztmo unpleasant. | cannot

go there permanently until | leave some order is fife. It will take only a short time.

September 29: Volumes lll, IV and V are in orded aeed only to be sent to a typist
before Pat mails them to my publisher. These thomks, along with the royalties from
the first two, will provide a comfortable life fétat and the child. | only wish there was
more that | could do for her.

She has been so much and done so much for mewitbhaderstand that |
recognized the pool of my dreams. She will knoat thave gone to the mountains
where | picnicked with Frenchy that day.

| have no further use for this notebook. Befolealve, | will place both my
notebook and Mother’s scrapbook in the attic. Skl | will take with me. With the

crystal skull, T'Fai can find K'Lei.
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CASH WILSON'’S VISIONS

For the entire time that | had been reading Alawin’s notes, Eddie had paced
back and forth in my cell, from the bed to the daond back. Several times, he had
removed his glasses and polished the thick lengbsaWimp handkerchief. The
intermittent few minutes that he sat in the oakirghee spent wringing his hands and
twisting the wide gold band on his left ring fingede had been in the midst of one of
these sporadic sitting spells when | had read Bwih’s last sentence and closed the
book. Now, he jumped to his feet.

“How could I have let this happen?” he groanebwds subjected to temptation
and failed.”

“I’'m not sure...”
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“No, Cash. You have been an impartial, objeclistener and | appreciate that.
But, surely, you can see that | have not only (&stl, but have doomed Laura and Selene
to an eternal hell.”

“Eddie,” I chided. “Look at this reasonably. Taeare all sorts of explanations.”

“I became too involved with everyday physical alosts that God had seen fit to
place around me. | chose to try and deal with thetimer than continue my spiritual
development.”

“Don’t you think that you've experienced a lotggiritual growth in the past few
days?”

“Cash, you can’'t know what it's like, having yoworld torn apart in front of
your very eyes.”

“l suppose | can’t,” | said dryly.

“My whole value system has been challenged. ad all of the beliefs | grew
up with questioned. It's happened to me just iildid to all of those lost souls in the
Bible.”

“What do you mean?”

“Cash, you don’t have to play dumb with me. Yauhead the Bible. You know
what happened when people started worshipping estghagan gods and necromancers.
The Lord considers all of those things abominatidngsok at what he did to Jezebel!”

“Go ahead, Eddie. Draw your parallels. Show heedommonalities between
your last few days and the life of Jezebel.”

“I have committed the sin of adultery. | even sidered lying to my wife to

cover the first sin. | consorted with a mediumonl look at me like that, Cash. What
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else would you call the woman in black who camthéostudio? And, as for the crystal
skull, what could that be other than an instrunienhecromancy? But, worst of all,
because of my incautious behavior, Laura and Sélaue been led astray.”

“Eddie, you've mentioned that very same poiniasst three times since your
return. Why don’t you explain to me what you méan?

“Don’t you realize what must have happened? Seterd Laura met and now
they’ve gone to that red mountain area to wordhgodrystal skull!”

“And how are you responsible for that?”

“If I hadn’t recovered the crystal skull from thburch, Laura wouldn’t have
stolen it. If she hadn’t had it in her possessshrg couldn’t have enticed Selene to go
with her.”

“Eddie, | see a hand greater than yours in thegdes this. Laura had the diary
before you ever met her. Selene had her fathet&srbefore you ever even knew they
existed. And, as far as the crystal skull, you Mdaever have found it if not for me.
Right?”

“Uh, yes, but...”

“So, according to your biblical interpretatioh@m the one who has committed
the abomination. You are entirely without blame.”

“That’s not the way it works and you know it, Cashnyway, look at this fairy
tale that we've become caught up in. All of usigeborn over and over again and trying
to atone for some forgotten sin.”

“How is that so different from Adam and Eve and #pple?”
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“It's wrong, that's what,” Eddie said, his voiasing. “We're born, we die, we
go to heaven or hell. We have to pay for our sirtkis life. If we don’t, then we go to
hell.”

“Seems to me like a pretty stiff penalty imposgdlrigid God. What do all
these sinners do in hell?”

“They suffer,” Eddie sobbed. “They suffer througgiernity for their sins.”

“Is it possible that the Lord has provided somet sbsafety mechanism for the
release of a sinner when he has suffered enough?”

“l don’t know of any,” Eddie said.

“But it would be an excellent thought for a gooatidoving God, wouldn't it?”

“That’'s notthe way it is.”

“Are you sure?” | asked him. “How can you be ssipive?”

Eddie sat down in the chair, shoulders drooped.réthoved his glasses and
wiped his eyes with the cuff of his cotton shirt.

“All of these ideas we've been talking about areng,” he said. “We're talking
about black magic and Satanism. Maybe, if youadneathen, that type of garbage is
part of your belief system. But it does not belam@hristianity. If God had wanted us
to live more than one life, He would have told ms$he Bible. There would be a record.”

“Remember Matthew?” | asked. Where had this mftion come from?
“Chapter Seventeen?”

“Of course, | do,” Eddie retorted. “Jesus tookdPeJames and John to the
mountain.”

“Didn’t someone appear out of nowhere?”
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“Moses and Elias.”

“And what did Jesus tell them about Elias?”

“He cautioned them to tell no one until after Heltarisen,” Eddie said.

“What was the connection between Elias and JoarB#ptist?”

“Uh... Jesus told them that they knew Elias as ibkrBaptist.”

“He told them that John the Baptist had been andhrth before? In another
lifetime, as another person? Look at the miradkelslie, that occurred in the history
recorded by the Bible. Look at the cases of I¢ata Of someone coming back to life
after being declared dead. It's all there. Youiog giving yourself a chance!”

“I know one thing,” Eddie said. “I have to fing®ne and Laura. Pat told me
that her husband died in a canyon north of Seddnzona. They’ve gone there. I'll
have to explain my infidelity to Selene and take ¢bnsequences. But, at least, | will
have saved them.”

Was this what the disembodied voice had meantdsywill? We provide the
opportunities, but we cannot dictate as to howitiakvidual will choose to use that
opportunity. Why couldn’t Eddie hear what | was telling him?

“Just one question, Eddie,” | asked.

“What's that?”

“Suppose they like their beliefs better than thiey yours. What if they won't
listen to you?”

“They will,” he said, determined. “Because I'nght.”

K%k
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Warden Hogan came in to see me in the afternden &fidie had left. Obviously
nervous about his mission, he spoke rapidly asitneduced me to the gray-suited,
pudgy man with him.

“Cash, | want you to meet Dr. McCauley. Doctbistis Cash Wilson.”

| stretched out my hand to grasp the cool, saftredd one extended to me. At
one time, | had estimated the sensitivity of a pesy the quality of his handshake. Dr.
McCauley’s damp hand rested limply in mine. Thoay of the situation struck me and |
had to hold back the laughter.

“Dr. McCauley will examine you after, er...”

“I know, Warden,” | said calmly. “He is the marhawill sign my death
certificate.”

Relieved and assured that | was not going tosangam, beg or threaten, the
doctor and the warden went on to detail my itingfar the big event, less than forty
hours away at the time. Solicitous about my netdsyarden inquired if there was
anything else they might do to ensure my comfort.

“I'd like the next hours to be totally mine, withbinterruption,” | told him. “I
don’t want to see anyone else; | don’t want anyfboought in.”

Taken aback, Warden Hogan frowned. He hesitated imoment.

“I don’t know if | can do that, Cash,” he saidwslg. “I'm responsible for certain
duties and | have to follow established rules aglikations. I'll try to do what | can.
But, what about Brother Stevenson? Don’t you warsee him?”

“He won't be back,” | told the warden. “He platosreturn, but he will be too late

to see me.”
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They pretended not to be, but | know that both imeh been eager to leave my
cell. They had not prepared for quiet acceptaddeey had not prepared for
indifference. They had not prepared for the faat t might welcome death.

I lay on my cot for a long time, thinking aboutdtel and his journey. If he had
left on the late morning plane from the Dallas-Ridrth Airport as he had planned, he
should be landing at Phoenix any time now. He waaht a car, probably a luxury
model, study his Arizona map and drive north towaedlona, toward the mouth of Oak
Creek Canyon, to the area of the red sandstoris. clif

What would he find when he arrived? Would he kvalvere to look for Laura
and Selene? Could he reverse the decision matleliwo women?

“He will have almost the same kind of luck at chizug their minds as you did
changing his.”

| opened my eyes and looked around the room. Vdiaé again. Whavasshe?

“In my last life,” she said, reading my thoughts was known as Frenchy.”

| stared toward the wall from where the voice caredark form, seemingly
materializing out of the bland concrete wall, sttlogre.

“You talked to Eddie less than a month ago,” lusexl. She smiled and moved
toward me gracefully, despite the encumbering btdething she wore.

“| appeared to him just as | am appearing to ygltmow. This form is most
acceptable to the present human race. But mytastin life ended almost ten of your
years ago. After | took the crystal skull to Mgssppi.”

“Why did you go to Eddie?”
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“You could answer that question if you would allgaurself, R’Kei. You would
know that | did it because you had abdicated yesponsibilities.”

“And why do you persist in calling me R’Kei? Mwme is Cash. Cash Wilson.”

“R’Kei is your soul essence, Cash. R’Kei is tinéitg who is aware of everything
about you — past, present, future. R’Kei detersimaw you will use each of your lives
to best develop spiritually and to benefit manKind.

“Are you trying to tell me that I'npossessed

“You know better than that. R’Kei is not an eptitutside of your self. R’Kas
you. As R’Kei, you have allowed yourself to assumenan form many times in order to
experience different aspects of humanity, to emnsmkntific and spiritual knowledge,
and to learn the frailties of human emotions. phee form of your soul essence could
never have experienced these things.”

“You keep using the expressiaasume human form\What is my, uh, R'’Kei’s
natural form?”

What began as a yellow glow around Frenchy’s darityhtened to a white light,
brighter than any | had ever seen. Suddenly, hewédknew that the thought I'd just
had was wrong. thadseen that type of flaming white light before. lidenthat type of
pure energy. And | knew — as I'd always known hadl denied — that the spirit of white
light standing before me was R’Fui, my brother deab

“I knew that you would remember,” the voice sajchwing hollow and
genderless. The glow faded. Soon, there wasapbtch of the concrete wall that was

lighter than the rest and, as | stared at it, itife kolor faded and blended with the neutral

gray.
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| sat, without moving, for what seemed an infimtember of minutes. R’Fui’'s
intervention with Eddie, Selene and Laura had resressary because | had become so
involved with this human life that | had forgottery overall goal, the goal of reuniting
T’Fai and K'Lei. For, until | had accomplished tlteed, | would not be allowed to
merge with my own soul twin in order to become itiest beneficial of entities, a Twin
Enabler. Eddie’s interpretation of recovering tingstal skull had been that, somehow, it
would save me from execution — to use his expras§iee me. But, it was in a much
larger definition of the word freedom that the ratof the crystal skull to the right hands
had functioned.

Now that | remembered, it seemed impossible thaidl ever forgotten. After
returning from Vietnam, | had been destined to farhmumanitarian group called Poetry
for Peace. Prize-winning entrants from all overworld would have been able to
participate in problem solving workshops. It wasi@e of these workshops that
Selene/T’Fai and Laura/K’Lei would have met andried a strong spiritual friendship
which would eventually have led to their realizatmf who they were. And the world
would have been a different place now, | thougftie deep-seated desire within myself
to assume responsibility had been misplaced wined taken it upon myself to suffer for
my brother’s crime.

| fell back upon the bed, experiencing, for thetftime in years, true desperation.
What had | done? Penned in this prison like aoedpanimal, | had no outlet. There had
to be some way to stop Eddie. My head acheduldcamost see him now.

Yes. He is sitting in a small, cheerful restatirain empty coffee cup rests on

the counter in front of him. He is talking to thian behind the counter who points out
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the window and toward the highway. | watch Eddig for the coffee, stride confidently
out to his rental car and unlock the door on theed's side. For a moment, he stares
directly at me and a mischievous glint of recogmtiouches his eyes before he slips
back into his concrete world. When he pulls hisa# of the paved driveway, he points
the nose toward north. Toward Oak Creek Canyon.

Although it is late March and | can observe thadwnoving the tops of small
trees, | feel warm as | sit on a large sandstomddeo and watch two teenaged girls laugh
and splash each other as they play in the codr @later of the winding creek below me.
Sun creates a sparkling mirror on the water antbawvs a myriad of flashing lights on
the darker underwalls of the cliffs.

Awakening inner memories tell me that this is pkece of return — the location to
which each of our soul group comes after eartifidyHas ended. A resting place, but also
a planning arena.

Mechanical sounds break into the peacefulnes®aadf the two girls looks up,
startled. She whispers to the other and they wadard a nearby gravel beach, water
trailing in small streams down their golden bodiéfok past the beach to the source of
the disturbance. Eddie has arrived, his carsgrip a cloud of pink dust. | open my
mouth to shout at him and then | realize that, ynpresent state, | am unable to
communicate verbally.

| intuit fear, disappointment, chagrin, anger,fosion, regrets, and apologies
from all three on a subconscious level. On thithdalevel, Eddie is attempting to use
reasoning and justify his presence. The girls tetiglly on a sixth sense, one that tells

them that what they are doing is right; is, in fdlae only way.
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When Eddie starts forward, | want to stop himrealy, the girls have regressed
to about fourteen years old, almost two years diftasl looked at them earlier. Can'’t
Eddie see what is happing? Then | am struck byldek humor of the situation: Eddie
does not know who they are! He is describing Laumad Selene and asking the two girls
if they have seen them. Dejected — he might ablveespeaking a foreign language — he
walks over and sits on a log near the edge of aledglade.

It has been only a short time and the girls ake about eight years old.
Together, they sit at the edge of the water. @spdcts a creek tumbled stone and then
passes it to the other who also examines it. They both laugh in glee.

Something in the laughter must sound familiar doliE. He raises his head and
looks hard at the two. They are now about fiveryedd and, hand in hand, they head
toward the middle of the clear stream. Eddie stemtw his feet and rushes after them. |
watch as he runs into the water and the splastesreavaterfall of sparkles. Slowed by
the unaccustomed pull of the water, Eddie rungaw snotion; he slips and falls to his
knees. The girls are almost across the shall@astmow; they are about two years old
now and unsteady in their balance. Gripping edbardightly, they begin climbing a
rounded sandy incline.

In the water, Eddie desperately struggles todss &nd, treading water, he half-
walks, half-runs toward the sandy area. As | waaclook of horror and disbelief crosses
his features when, on top of the sandy knoll, les $ke goal toward which the girls are
striving. Mere infants now, they huddle over tingstal skull, grasping it with chubby

fingers.
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Eddie’s expression changes to dismay, then angiishfingers rake through
loose sand. The girls are gone. Fury drives Eslthedy forward and he grabs for the
crystal skull. As it disappears before his eyé&schy echoes the anguish and frustration
of every soul who has ever felt betrayal.

| want to help him. 1 wish | knew some way thaobuld. If, just for an infinite
moment of time, he could see this event for whedatly is.

| look at the tree beside me. As if in some stdtguspended animation in which
| remain the same, | watch leaves bud, grow, tamk dnd fall. This happens with such
blinding speed that | concentrate, instead, orekpanding trunk of the tree. | feel a jolt
as part of the boulder on which | am sitting breaksind falls into the creek below. My
tree — now a mammoth one — falls and | see mole¢hbt compose it flow back to the
earth. The sandy beach is gone; water now colzetglangle my legs off the boulder.

With the same sunny sparkle as always, the cot@nfi@ws over my feet. Itis
so clear that | can see the particles of siltaise fall as | swish my feet back and forth.
R’Fui sits beside me, basking in the sun’s ray$urs last life as a diplomat in frigid
Russia has left him with a temporary carryover rmeedvarmth.

K'Lei and T'Fai walk along a skinny path high algows on the red cliff. Thisis a
period of jubilation for them because, as scienfdirmers in their last lives, these two
had a great deal to do with saving the world framder. With their combined talents as
a Twin Soul, they reconstructed the master crystdlspiritual harmony began to
develop across the world.

N’Mui and M'Tui discuss equal success as theylre¢leair parts in the spiritual

evolution of underdeveloped countries in South Aozeso that survivors from the
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cataclysm in the Northern Hemisphere could resattbbcontribute. After many
thousands of years, beginning with Niah/N’'Mui's oss of the master crystal in Atlantis,
N’Mui and M'Tui will meld and become a Twin Soul.

Ironically enough, | have just completed a lifecbirm and luxury in which | was
able, because of my wealth and charitable instinatsrove fossil fuel that enabled
earth’s inhabitants to survive until the masteistayagain rested in the Dome Building.

A squirrel plays on the decaying tree trunk anglase. In reverse motion, |
watch the process that had happened earlier. €aeit cellulose is drawn back to the
hulk and the tree snaps upright, dwindling in $&a mere sapling. On the gravel beach
below me, Eddie is prostrated, sobbing in gregbgul try to place an arm around him to
comfort him. Itis to no avail. Eddie cannot rgone my presence.

“You wish that Eddie could see the overall plad #re future as you have.”

| was back in my cell and R’Fui, using that disextied voice, spoke to me.

“l wanted to stay there,” | said. “l wasn’t reatdyreturn.”

“But you must, R’Kei. You have not as yet comptethis life.”

“I'm close enough,” | said, feeling almost too ham “I have only a few hours
left.”

“In this segment.”

“This segmer®”

“You will remember as | tell you, R'’Kei. In timed great change, we cannot
sacrifice even a moment of earth’s time by waitimgncarnate again in birth. We cannot

risk the loss of consciousness that each advarmédhas acquired, by allowing the soul
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to pass through infancy and babyhood where thesgslare, in a manner of speaking,
trained out of them.”

“What exactly are you telling me?”

“These enlightened souls of whom we talk will né@de in particular locations
with specific talents. They cannot rely on accidesf birth and parenthood to direct
them. Earthly life provides too many diversionas-exemplified by your own.”

“So | am to shove some other soul out and take loigegphysical body.”

“This applies only to souls who have chosen valyt to leave their bodies.
Those who, for physical or emotional reasons, Hiauad themselves unable to continue
this present earthly existence.”

“I'm afraid that you're going to have to be momaghic in your explanation.”

“I'll give you an example,” R'Fui said. “This shid, better than any exposition,
help you to understand the concept I've talked abou

“A few hours ago, according to earth time, a prvairplane carrying the beloved
son of a wealthy South African statesman caugatifirnid-air over Ethiopia and
crashed to the ground. A young Ethiopian tribesmated the only survivor, the
wealthy man’s son, out of the wreckage and wasdlimsverely burned. Both of these
young men were taken to a hospital and assignadjtining beds. Because of primitive
equipment and lack of medical supplies, death wasitable. The souls prepared to
vacate their damaged bodies.

“But two other souls lingered near,” R'Fui contatl “A powerful Twin Soul
who knew that the bodies of the young white mantaed/oung black man would be

ideal vehicles to bring about love and to end humagel strife in Africa. This Twin Soul
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has the combined knowledge of both souls througbatarhity. This soul will be able to
heal the bodies. As would the soul of any highldyeloped spirit who is in touch with all
of his lives.”

“So you're telling me that Selene and Laura, dcd’and T’Fai, are in those
bodies right now and that they are going to chahgevorld?”

“Just as there exists at this moment in the Middlst, a spoiled young man, the
son of an oil sheik, who is strongly contemplatsuicide. Tomorrow, he plans to drive
his Rolls Royce into an oil refinery. Just abdwg time, R’Kei, of your scheduled

execution.”
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EDDIE’S CONFESSION

I hadn’t known that Cash was keeping a record.uM/d@ have made any
difference if | had realized that fact? If | haghd what he had written, would it have
modified or changed my behavior and actions inweay? Had | really been as obtuse,
as dogmatic, as rigid as Cash portrayed me?

The last time that | saw Cash, he had become skdeasgith the idea that he was
the reincarnation of some important leader of ariean civilization. Kara Courtney’s
diary, Dr. Lewin’s notes, and Laura’s letter alhtdbuted to his belief. And, because of
a remarkable series of coincidences that seemregijorced his ideas, he had lost

contact with reality by the time of his execution.
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For sixteen months, I truly believed the linegdtjwrote. But that was before the
wooden crates of paper, soaked with seawater aatlisgnof urine, arrived and | read
the observations he had made. Coupled with thédiand notes, his words forcibly
impacted themselves on the very core of my being.

Cash did a more than fair job of explaining whieseod spiritually at the time.
He distilled with clarity the fear behind my adarhegfusal to tolerate any dogma other
than my own.

But, in my own defense, | worked with the informatthat | had available at the
time and | made the only decision possible. Atrtteement that | finished reading Dr.
Lewin’s notes, | knew that Selene had deluded Ifarge thinking that she was a
reincarnation of her father. And that Laura haglghme misconception about her part in
relation to her aunt.

Although Cash tried to convince me otherwise,ddme fixated on the eerie
concept that the two women were going to SedonaeMde Lewin had died. | felt that
they, also, would die. | had to stop them. | tmthwart that event.

How he did it, I don’t know, but Cash followed neOak Creek Canyon that
long ago day. | knowealistically that he couldn’t have done that because he was in
locked cell in a heavily guarded state penitentatiiousand miles away. So | am forced
to admit that there might be some credence todiba of mind travel.

| have never felt such hopelessness as | did wheriched those two beautiful
babies disappear. Initially, as Cash had diagnddsatl thought that the two young girls
playing in the water were two girls from the neadrga. It was late March and the

breeze blowing down the canyon carried the bitenofv. Selene and Laura, both being
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city girls, wouldn’t be skinny-dipping in this coldater. Although not sure about Laura,
| knew that Selene would never publicly exposelduety without being properly clothed.
Besides all that, these girls were too young. Whattempted to question them, they
seemed unable to comprehend my questions. Laterpiothem laughed and it struck a
familiar chord in my memory and when | looked tod/éinem, | was horrified. They
were no longer teens! These girls wenddren.

Sure that my mind played tricks on me, | movedeto My heart raced and my
blood turned cold. These little girls, baby fatimding their naked limbs, looked directly
at me and smiled. One was light-skinned and blptideother was olive-toned and
brunette.

Not sure what was happening to the brain wavdasstra messages to my eyes, |
called to Selene and Laura. | knew that they agtublttually be regressing in age and
development as my eyes visualized them. It wasoolsvthat they didn’t hear me
because they began wading across the stream tewsmady beach on the other side. All
the time, before my eyes, they grew younger.

At the top of a sandy hill that touched the streamthe side opposite me,
something sparkled and reflected the sun’s rayse cFystal skull! | knew that | had to
stop them before they reached that object of dvian into the water after the two girls.
At the water’s edge, | stumbled and fell to my kekaura and Selene had reached the
sand and were climbing the hill; my mind saw thenibabies now and | struggled to my
feet.

At that instant, Laura and Selene disappeardaheWw within myself that they had

gone into that crystal skull. | had to get it iy mands and shake them out. Break it in
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order to free them. Just as my hand reached thlesadface, the crystal skull also
disappeared.

Realizing, even in that moment of agony, that wiretd seen had not actually
happened, that my mind had placed this interpetain the actual event, | fell to the
sandy beach and screamed in frustration. If Igragiously thought that God had
deserted me, then | knew, at that moment, thatldedecided to introduce me to the type
of hell that | would endure infinitely.

| pulled myself to a sitting position, drew up kiyees, crossed my arms across
them, laid my head on my wet sleeves and criedhasl Inever cried. Even now, |
remember a strange moment of ultimate peace inhntHelt that everything had gone
according to plan. | actually felt, for that instathat Laura and Selene had disappeared
into that crystal skull and I felt pride and joyath had been able to help them.

In the ensuing days and weeks, | would suffertdarlthat thought. | would feel
such guilt for my part in the disappearance of sekend Laura that | would give up all
my worldly possessions and condemn myself to aolifgoverty. But, that comes later.

It was daybreak before | came to my senses atideddhat | had almost frozen
to death by that stream. Wet clothing had notridoumtied to my health during the early
spring night. Then | remembered Cash. Today Wwaslate for his execution. | had to
get back to Texas! | had to see Cash.

| didn’t allow myself to dwell on the thought othat had happened to Selene,
Laura and myself only a few hours earlier. Luck#igmeone had cancelled a reservation
and | managed to walk right into a vacancy on ihgane to Dallas. Ignoring curious

stares at my rumpled appearance, | checked my wattould be able to reach Cash
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thirty minutes before his scheduled appointmerdurh and Selene were lost, but Cash
still had a chance. | owed it to him to offer Hinms last opportunity to know his Savior.

I don’t remember anything about that plane ritlscarcely remember rushing to
find my car in the airport parking lot and thervilrg toward the prison. | remember one
definite fact: Unless some unforeseen accideniroed, | would have a few minutes
with Cash. [ felt unselfish enough that | couldfpmne my grieving until afterwards.

As | pulled into the visitor’s parking space bestle warden’s car, | again looked
at my watch. Nine-thirty; | had thirty minutes. avden Hogan met me at his office door,
his face pale and his eyes streaked with red. @¢agray-suited shoulder, | looked at
the round white clock on his wall. Ten-thirty-fiv&vhen my eyes returned to my watch,
he placed his hand on my shoulder and murmuredtbamyeabout time zones. Cash
Wilson had officially been dead for twenty-five mies.

For days, even weeks, | wallowed in self-pity aetf-castigation. Alternately, |
blamed myself and then Cash. | should have hae fiagth in my Savior. | should have
rejected temptations put before me by Satan. ulshimave fallen back on my trust in and
love for Jesus, rather than blindly following tealllazed by messengers of evil. And
then | would lash out at the ghost of Cash Wilsdwweemed to follow me everywhere,
out of line of my direct vision, but within periptyeso that, at all times, | was aware of
his mocking presence.

Blindingly, and within a matter of short hourgpld my father that | would be
unable to continue the ministry, that he would heveome out of retirement and resume
his spread of the gospel. With the help of an ad#prney, | disposed of my house,

furniture, car, boat, Florida beach property and@eal items by turning them over to a
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local Christian orphanage. | wanted to be awasnfemything that reminded me of
Selene, Laura, or Cash Wilson. | wanted to leahara everything that reminded me of
my failure, anything that reminded me of my liféddre this one constant, aching
moment of the present.

My success at this feat was a short, bitter dwe place was safe for long. If |
didn’t imagine | saw them on a street or in a crpldteamed of them. The insides of
my eyelids became screens for constant video resrsnd developed a sleeping pattern
in which my mind jarred my eyes open the secontldhg of those three appeared in any
form.

In my desire to punish myself, | first went to thgen road, heading north toward
Colorado and Wyoming, walking miles daily, shouldgra knapsack containing a
change of clothing and a wool blanket. | refusedllow myself to accept rides from the
kind people who stopped and offered. | refusealltw myself the luxury of sleeping in
a farmer’s barn, surrounded by warm, milk-smellamgmals and sweet hay. Instead, |
lay under a ceiling of stars, my woolen blanketdh&/ cushion between my body and
the cold rocks underneath. Baths were a luxutpad myself only whenever |
encountered a cool mountain stream. And therrcefibmy wounded mind to think of
anything other than those two little girls, handvand, walking across that northern
Arizona creek.

But, even that way of escape proved too gentfeurd too many people who
wanted to help, who wanted to give of themselvesotaeone less fortunate than they.
At a log cabin in the mountains, a little lady fedcme to take warm clothing that had

belonged to her late husband. In Wyoming, a faaljnped near me tried to give me
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food and the man, who owned a small factory in ska, offered me a ride back with
them and a job. A truck driver at one of the istate rest areas attempted to convince
me that, since he had sleeping facilities in hisky | should make use of his company
paid motel room. On one icy day, a fellow hikegped me to take an extra wool jacket
he carried in his backpack.

| didn’t deserve such humane treatment. | kné&ldnged with scum and should
be treated as such. Why couldn’t they see thatvaslthe one pithy apple in a basket of
crisp Jonathans; because of my associations walihyehumanity, my flaws were
excused. It seemed to be taken for granted timag $he fellow before me was good and
the fellow after me was good, that | also would B&d, because | was the rarity, | was
forgiven.

But | didn't want Grace. | wanted flagellatiohate October found me all the
way back across the Midwest to Chicago, standing gray, wet street, warming my
hands over a barrel in which someone had builtea fi read the despair and
hopelessness in the eyes that mirrored my own sithesflame. | knew that | was home
when, late one night, | was struck from behind smeheone took my jacket and belt.
Each night, | found a new street, a different gleayother soup kitchen, a fresh pile of
cardboard and newspaper to help ward off the c@lde gray day stretched into another,
monotony broken only by the purple gash of the vgipdeading lips, the dislocated
whimper of the addict, the shuffling gait of thépgle’s walk, the scream of the
psychotic, the whine of the beggar. My own bodyr femell provided my other sensual

stimulation.
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Days grew into weeks, to months, maybe even yédrdn’t know. | made no
effort to keep track of time. | made no note cdages in the seasons. No cold could
freeze the burning agony in my head and no amdumat could warm the coldness in
my heart.

There were times when dreams came to me and ama@ber person, one who
felt no guilt or grief, one who had never hurt &rest Those were fleeting moments of
euphoria with a dream companion whose eyes warnyesboil and who called me
“Bob.” Those fragments would trail away and | wibble blasted with reminders of those
hours with Laura. Caught off guard by the sereaitthe initial dream, |1 would flow into
the second, unsuspecting and unshielded. Sometiwasd be holding Laura tightly,
plunging into her and the face that looked up abefere | ejaculated was that of an
Eskimo woman and the bed of passion a frozen lapdscOther times, Laura paled into
a blonde beauty in which the only emotion | codldwsas fear. At these moments, |
awakened screaming, still feeling the delicate siiras | struck it with my knuckles.

| looked at the world through myopic eyes. Whatewvas happening in the
Middle East, Africa, Russia or, even the United&tabore no interest for me. Only
when | slipped in blood did | turn uncurious eyesaobroken body at my feet. Only
when uniformed men shoved me aside, did | smedkenand searing flesh as residents
of a burning hotel threw themselves from the wind@fithe decrepit building.
Sometimes | awakened with cuts and bruises on rdy bad no aware knowledge of
how or when they got there, totally anesthetizephygsical pain.

And thenheappeared. On the darkest, coldest night of faydi shiny shoe tip

mercilessly nudged my ribcage until | turned ov8trong hands grabbed my shoulders
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and shook me. Dazed, | looked at the face refieici¢he streetlight. Warm, brown
eyes, filled with hurt for me, traveled over my wasbody. Firm, hard-muscled arms
slipped under my shoulders and knees and, wheiftéx ine, | stared into his beloved
face.

“Cash,” | whispered. “Why? Why are you tryingdave me?”

Days passed. Days in which my only conscious nelbbmance was the steady
brown hand that held the eyedropper — and theggben — that funneled warm liquids
down my throat. Slowly, | realized that | lay omard, narrow bed in a small faded
square of a room. One day, | awakened and disgé¢hae the young man in the room
with me, the one sitting by my bed and readingwaspaper, was someone other than
whom I'd thought.

“Who are you?” | asked. The words came out sloghatingly. “What do you
want from me?”

“Hey, man,” he said, throwing down the newspapet @agerly pulling his chair
closer to me. He was even younger than I'd thau@spite his size, he couldn’t have
been more than sixteen or seventeen years olithotight you were going to die on me.
| thought | was too late.”

| turned my head away from him. | couldn’t letrhsee the tears of frustration
that filled my eyes.

“I wanted to die,” | mumbled to the dirty mint-gme wall. “Why didn’t youet
me?”

“I couldn’t do that,” he said. “You and | havangs to do. We have to make our

lives count for something.”
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“I've already ruined my life,” | said, turning bla¢o face him. “You don’t need
me. Go on and do your missionary work if you heveJust leave me alone.”

He smiled and his face lighted up. Again, | waminded of Cash. | mentally
censured my thoughts, telling myself that, becadisey trauma and emotional
involvement, any black man would remind me of Cé&lson.

“Did you hear me?” | snapped. “Go away!”

“l can’'t do that,” he repeated, still grinningWithout you, | can’t do what | have
to do.”

A lucid clarity washed over me. Nostalgia foraugger me struggled with
indignation that my free will was being deniedelt an unaccountable empathy for my
late friend, Cash. Cash, who had tried to send/alafervent young evangelist.

“In other words,” | said. “You're going to saveerwhether or not | want you
to?”

“You're right,” he said, brown eyes glowing. “Yoe absolutely right.”

ok

Events and acts of the next few weeks fade incan@f my memory. Only one
thing remained constant amidst the chameleon gférapgs and that was the diligent
presence of my new companion, Rope. Rope haddgigiesome sort of proverb in his
early life that bespoke my future: The man whdfgeylou save is your responsibility for
the rest of your life.

My futile attempts to absolve him of that respobilgy usually brought on a

down-to-earth talk in which he explained that heldo't fulfill his life’s mission without
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me and, since guilt was the largest chink he’d tbummy poorly constructed armor, he
used it mercilessly. In the end, | always agreecbbperate.

Summer had arrived and the days were long and/het a sweating Rope came
home one afternoon to the cheap studio apartmenoweshared. He had made a
decision. Sticking his head in the kitchen sindtirned the cold water tap full blast for
a few seconds before he grabbed an old towel frmmack above the sink and dried his
face and hair.

“I've got a proposal, Jason,” he said, tossingttiveel in the sink and turning to
face me. | had given him the pseudonym rather thyaneal name; | wanted to leave
poor Edward Stevenson Il behind. Frankly, | degbthatRopewas his real name.

“What's that, Rope?” | asked, looking up from tiewspaper I'd been studying
before he entered the room. “What kind of propgsal

“Well, look at us,” he said. “Two strong, healthgung men wasting ourselves
here. All day, | unload crates of lettuce whilauygit here and look at the want ads,
trying to find a job you can do where you won’t bae have a social security number.”

My head snapped up and I looked into his eyesid&uly | felt defensive.

“Don’t bother to try and defend yourself, Brothdre said, pulling out a chair
from the table and sitting down across from mém ‘ot attacking. I'm just stating fact.
As far as I'm concerned, you can be who you walieto But look there,” he said,

jabbing a calloused finger toward the newspap&ead that front page, maAny page!

People out there need our help, man. And if wétdpwe it, we've lost our souls!”

*kk
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Less than a week later, Rope and | boarded ahtexigit the Port of New Orleans
and headed south. | had agreed to his insane sdwedo this — perhaps because it was
the point of least resistance or maybe becauset @fpae had started thinking again of
helping someone else.

| remembered his final argument — the one | hatita think had persuaded me —
and grinned to myself. We could teach those peopleto farm, to irrigate, to market
their produce so that the two of us would, in gffebliterate hunger in that part of the
world.

“You do the mental and I'll do the physical,” hachtold me. “People only start
wars when they’re hungry. Full stomachs make deaceuntries.”

Another home-grown homily. But it had worked.

We started from scratch, in a manner of speakimgn isolated area populated by
skeptical natives who automatically distrusted as-tunfamiliar white man and an
unfamiliar black man who, rather than walking, laadved in a mechanical contrivance.
Despite my protests, Rope had paid a ridiculouggi Bum for the ancient jeep over on
the coast. Between the coast and the foothillagel, he had used it as a battering ram, a
bulldozer and, when we forded one river, even lasad.

Within two days, the villagers had sensed Ropaigaie goodness and the jeep
full of giggling, gleeful children, bouncing oveet stumps and mud holes, became a
familiar sight. | kept myself secluded in the ter@ had set up about a city block away

and behind the village. | had done my part andecbere; Rope could be the Messiah.
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Something happened the second week that forced neeise my previously
egocentric thinking. Before we came to South AogrRope had seemed always to
have a constant flow of funds. Not that the amafimhoney he had was ever very large;
he just seemed to have an endless supply. | sap@igibuted this to the fact that he
had had employment the whole time we had sharedghament in Chicago. And,
when it came time to begin the trip that eventubtiyught us here, he had sufficient
funds to pay both our ways. Toward the end offitisé week, however, Rope appeared
to be running low on ready cash. | noticed thily m@cause the goodies he handed out
seemed to become smaller and less frequent. Femerwoven napkins he bought to
subsidize local labor showed up at the tent.

And then, one morning before dawn, he awakenedmdeold me he was going
to the coast. He used the excuse that someohe willage needed a certain type of
medication that could be found only in a larger oamity. | accepted that.

He returned late that afternoon, when the greftish golden orb of the sun
dipped and touched the horizon. The jeep, loattedst to the point of danger, bounced
into the clearing beside the tent. | had beemgitin a log bench one of the villagers had
constructed for Rope, reading a three-yearTahde magazine Rope had found
somewhere, when | heard the familiar grinding soamtie shifted into lower gear to pull
the small incline.

“Where did you get that stuff?” | yelled, trying inake my voice heard above the

sputtering jeep.
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“This?” he asked innocently, casually lookinghat boxes and packages around
him, on the seats, in the floor, tied on the sidiéssten, man. | made one super deal at
the port. They were practically giving these tlsirgvay!”

| accepted his explanation, although a part ofmmyd didn’t really believe him.
While he distributed the clothing, toys, tools &itdhen implements among his new
friends, | found myself speculating about the sewthis new-found wealth. It couldn’t
have been drugs; | was sure that | would have edtsomething such as that among our
pitifully meager possessions. What about thef&&tually knew nothing about Rope, the
person other than my friend. Maybe he had growmwwpghetto and stealing was
considered a way of life, an acceptable one. Ahd was | to say that he was wrong?
Stealing was a sin that could, in no way, compaité¢ ones | had committed. So | leapt
back into my shell of isolation and refused tonst mind question anything else about
Rope or his current activities.

It was almost a week after that event that Ropgkcare of the old men left the
village and climbed the mountain, looking, | wakltdor an animal that had strayed too
far away from the farmer’'s home. By the middlghd# afternoon, they had not returned
and | found myself glancing to the circuitous tta#ét curved along the steep
mountainside. A narrow trail, designed for sinfijle-human traffic only, and at points
so weathered that it was crumbly, it held no iriotafor me. Actually, | saw little
chance that any domesticated animal could haveyatad it. A piece of conversation
that Rope and | had had earlier kept coming backdo A conversation about old gold

mines and some primitive shafts and tunnels.
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Toward dark, and during one of the intervals thaas not staring toward the
mountain, the old man who had left with Rope stwgdbhto the clearing. Blood
streamed from a gash on his forehead and he heldfharm as if it might be sprained,
or even broken. He stood for a moment, lookingn@t breathing heavily and saying
nothing. Then he began gesturing, emitting sonteigal sounds.

“Rope?” | questioned. “Where is Rope?”

He pointed toward the mountain, still talking mat strange language. He moved
forward and grabbed my arm, trying to pull me tadvilre path. At one point, he realized
that he couldn’t understand my questions and Ididulinderstand his needs. Then he
started telling me a story, charade-like, usingdody. He kept pointing to the tent, then
to his head and, finally, he threw himself on theumd, rolled on the incline and acted as
if he were dead. Rope had fallen! He had faltmeswhere up on that mountain and he
could be dead!

| rushed into the tent and grabbed the Colematedarand a flashlight.
Somewhere, | remembered seeing a thick hemp rOpening Rope’s army surplus
trunk, | rummaged around among his personal itetkng bluish-white envelope
caught my eye. In the dusk, | peered at it. 8ttigiagonally around the edges with navy
blue and red, it was the kind of envelope in wisomeone mailed a letter if he were
sending it overseas. Curiously, | picked it up buked at it carefully. My blood turned
cold. The letter had come from Selene’s mother Bain Hayes, and was addressed to
Calvin Wilson. Why would Pat be writing to Cashisphew? And, more importantly,

where had Rope found the letter?
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The old man made some urgent vocalization antcherebered my initial
purpose. Sticking the envelope in my back podketig down further in the trunk and
my fingers touched the bristly length of rope. I&wing the old man up the mountain
trail, | was glad that it was not fully daylight #at | would be aware of the ravine below
me. Fighting a touch of acrophobia | hadn’t kndidhad, | clung periodically to
clumps of roots protruding out from the side of theuntain and prayed that Rope was
not hurt too badly. Ahead of me, the old man séapabruptly on the trail and pointed
down a steep incline. | moved cautiously to thgeedf the footpath and peered over the
edge.

“Rope!” | yelled. An echo of ope-ope-ope trailegck to me. “Rope! Are you
down there?”

“Hello up there!” The voice came from directlyls® me. | held the lantern
over the edge. | almost lost my balance when, segynout of nowhere, Rope spoke.
“Man, am | ever glad to see you!”

The old man and | managed to feed the hemp dowmytfsiend and drag him
back up to the trail. Despite a severely bruiseeekand some cuts and lacerations, Rope
made light of the whole adventure as he dusteddifroff and grinned at the two of us.

“Thought I'd almost bought it back there,” he sdigtning to go down the
mountain. Almost as an afterthought, he lookeddliy at me. “Well, friend. Either this
cancels my responsibility for you or it makes you&ly responsible for me. Choose

your way.”

*kk
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With all of the frantic scurrying, worry and aniieplus a celebration for Rope’s
safe return, | didn’t again think about the enveloptil the next day as | knelt beside the
tepid stream to wash my denims. A telltale cradklpaper warned me and | rescued the
incriminating evidence just before | doused my pantthe water.

“Rope!” | yelled. He stood by the jeep, talkimygeveral of the young men of the
village. When he heard me, he turned and waved.

“Come down here, Rope,” | said, using a calm voitteneed to talk to you right
away.”

He said a few words to the boys and waved to th€hey went the opposite
direction as he moved toward me. When he was @oeagh to see the envelope | held
in my hand, a sheepish expression crossed hisafatde grinned broadly.

“Got myself caught, didn’t 1?”

“Don’t laugh, Rope. This situation is not humasdu

“Hey, man,” Rope said, scooting down the streankland perching on a rock
beside me. “Loosen up. I'll tell you anything yaant to know. No reason to fret.”

“What are you doing with this letter?” | asked,wivey the paper at him. “Where
did you get it?”

“Hey, man. | just picked up my mail when | was.whoat the coast last time.”

“Yourmail? You're Calvin Wilson? Cash Wilson’s nept®w

“Yep.” Not a word about his deception. But thariittle voice inside me told me
that | hadn’t been truthful with Rope, either. Amdhother little voice answered the first

one, saying that Rope had known who | was all along
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“Tell me how you and Pat Hayes came to be cormedipg. And don't try to
laugh it off, Rope. | want to know.”

“Sure,” he said, shrugging his shoulders. “I'd/dadoeen happy to tell you earlier,
but | didn’t figure you would have handled it vemgll.”

“What do you mean?”

“Ah, come on, man. You’re not going to try andheimce me that you would
have welcomed me with open arms when you foundhaitl was Cash Wilson’s
nephew. And that Pat Lewin Hayes had sent melmywal get your life back together.”

| looked at the tan water swirling around my pargar the edge of the stream.
Reaching down with my foot, | used my toe to fisk pants up onto a nearby rock.

“Just tell me, man,” he said, his voice defensiM/hat would you have done
that day in Chicago if you had known that?”

I lifted my burning eyes to his hopeful onesodked at his smooth black face, a
face for which | had grown to feel a great affetio

“You're right,” | said finally. “We could neverdve reached this point.”

With the negativism, anger and hostility all gaihg at once, at the same time, |
found myself unable to continue talking to Ropéridgg off toward the forest, | walked
through jungle vegetation for hours before | satl@n a decaying log and forced
myself to think. And to remember.

What could Pat have known that would cause hgott Mississippi, find Calvin
(I still preferred to think of him as Rope) andrhgay him to find me and rehabilitate
me? | would have thought she would have hatedammy part in the loss of her

daughter. And, other than money, why would thehegpof a man | was unable to save
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take the time, energy, patience and tolerancentbdnd care for me, to link his life with
mine?

| spent the remainder of the night walking in theest, oblivious, for the first
time since our arrival, to the threat of snakess@mus insects and bandits. Just before
dawn, | found myself back in the clearing neartdr@. Rope, his black skin lost in the
shadows, spoke to me, his voice containing a litléigerence and much care.

“If you'll sit down here with me and have somefeef, I'll try to explain what
I've been doing. | know that you probably feelraged because you think that | wasn’t
straight with you. But, that’s not the way it wad$.ever, even once, you had asked, |
would have told you. But, to be honest with yoou'ye been too wrapped up in your
own selfish grief to even camhoanyone around you was.”

When he stopped for breath, | lifted the alumirzoffee pot off a low flame on
the Coleman stove and refilled his cup. Then Irpdwsome of the hot liquid in a nearby
cup and squinted at him, trying to read his expoess

“Before my uncle was executed, he was allowealtotb a visitor who came to
the penitentiary. A lady visitor.”

“Pat,” | said. “My mother-in-law.”

Rope nodded. Cradling the metal coffee cup irblgsrown hands, he held it to
his mouth and sipped.

“When Pat left the penitentiary that day, she tadtk her the two diaries and the
notes that Cash had kept. It was almost a weakédshe read them — Cash told her to —
and she immediately called you, but you had alrdastyyourself. A few weeks later,

she called my grandmother and asked if she coutteand visit me. My granny had



201

been pretty sick for months and didn’t quite knohaivto do. So | took it on myself to
write a letter to Pat and invite her down.”

“Forging, of course, your grandmother’'s name.”

Sheepishly, Rope nodded. Then he continued.

“As it turns out, Granny died the day before Rattg Mississippi. Man, don’t
try to say you're sorry. My granny lived a gooahd life and she had been ready to meet
my grandpa again for years. | was happy for her.”

“I'm sorry,” | said. “lI mean, for presuming thbshould...”

“Hey, that’s cool,” Rope said, laughing. “Whent Rdd me what she thought that
she and | should do, did | ever almost flip ouhe Svanted me to help her find you — a
man who had simply disappeared months earlier armhe had heard from him since.
She told me that you could be anywhere, or eved.dBat she was willing to foot all of
the expenses to track you down and take care of you

“You and Pat did all that searching?”

“Hey, man. I’'m no computer or bionic man. Sheetlia bunch of private
investigators. She paid them good money and titethé work. | even know how many
hours you slept the night before | found you inc2igio.”

“How did you know that someone had found me? Tthatsn’t just some other
bum?”

“We didn’t. We just took a chance and hoped. Waue the third bum that week
that we had flown to check out. Odds were thatitldn’t be you.”

“We?” | asked. “Pat was with you?”

“Man, how do you think I knew who you were?”
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Dreams of Cash Wilson awakened me throughoutitite.nRope slept
peacefully in the cot on the other side of the,teater once, I'm sure, comprehending
the hornet’s nest of questions and memories hestiadd in my mind. What could Cash
have told Pat? What could he have written toatetthe search for me? At daybreak, |
awakened from the last dream, sat up on the edtieaiot, sweating, and listened to the
bird sounds from outside.

“Rope?” No sound other than snores. My friend hadvorries. “Rope, wake
up.” | reached over to shake him and his eyesegen

“l just dreamed this dream,” he said, throwingtuff covers and sitting up.
“Crazy dream. | was a woman. A rich, white womaknd | was back in Mississippi
talking to Brother Mason, the Baptist preacher!”

| frowned at him. Brother Mason and Mississippught back memories. Why
pay attention anyway to dreams?

“I mean to tell you,” Rope continued. “I had narge fun spending money.”

“Rope, did you ever read any of the material {lwatr uncle gave to Pat before his
death?”

“Nope. But Pat said that the time would come wjen would want to read it
and | should let her know so that she can seneré.hYou want it?”

“No,” | told him. My head pounded. “Not now.”

—
The next time that Rope went down to the coad#tgl lcasked him to buy me a

writing implement and some paper. Now that | kwelwere his money was coming from,
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| didn’t worry about it so much. Selene would hawented anything of hers to be used
to help the living. | couldn’t help but think tha¢rhaps that was what Rope and | were
doing. Now that he didn’t need to feel he hadittettertain information from me, Rope
and | had sat down and made lists of helpful ittesnight purchase. The items that he
brought home that night were more oriented to #ds of the adult community, rather
than the usual toys he found for the children. &womes | had to force myself to
remember that Rope was little more than a childskiin What reason would he have to
know the importance of vitamins, flour, bolts obfec, common medications and kitchen
utensils?

With the help of several young boys from the g#awe set up another tent Rope
had bought and emptied the loaded jeep. At onatpohile lifting a heavy crate, a
thought that had been on my mind resurfaced.

“Rope,” | asked. “Did you drop out of school telp Pat find me? | know that
you're not old enough to have graduated.”

He had been carrying a bolt of unbleached mugfia.found some stacked crates
and placed the fabric on top of them. Then heetito me and lifted the box from my
arms.

“I finished school this past semester,” he samldly, throwing back his
shoulders. “I was one of thos&-ceptionakhildren. You know, very bright. At least,
everyone thought | was. | have this type of mimat remembers everything, so learning
was easy.”

“What about college?” | asked him. “Don’t you vtao become a professional of

some type? You should be able to do that.”
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“There’s plenty of time to think about that latédRight now, I'm doing exactly
what | want to do.”

And so he was. | don’t think that | have everlknanyone who was so content
as was Rope. He loved everything he did withifesand everyone loved Rope. Old
and young alike flocked to him like bees to honegometimes chided myself, feeling
guilty, thinking that surely | was jealous of hzcgal success or | wouldn’t have those
feelings.

But, if it hadn’t been for Rope, | never would kaknown that people and needs
such as these existed. | had always thoughtfthayyone wanted anything badly enough
and was willing to work hard enough, that it wobklpossible. Not so. Rope and the
people of the village had taught me that. Occadipnl thought about Cash and |
realized that, in his own way, he had been tryotetl me this.

Several weeks after the confrontation about ttierld thought of the diaries and
notes that Pat had. | didn’t particularly caretlreading those far-out diaries again, but
| had the desire to read the observations Cashwvhitdn down. After days of dread and
procrastination, | sat down and wrote a letterdat Bsking if she could freight those
items to me.

Strangely enough, that letter to Pat seemed taklifee communications barrier |
had arbitrarily imposed on myself. Over a peribdaveral more days, | composed a
letter to my father, attempting to justify my actsoback in the states and explain what |
was doing now.

Almost without realizing that it was happenindpelgan to learn the English

equivalents of names that Rope had given to thageéls. | became acquainted with
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Nancy, the bent and calloused old lady who was esaer for the wraps that the men
of the village wore. Now, every morning, she waaedne from her hut and smiled a
toothless smile. George, the man who had led kot in the mountains after he had
fallen, became a faithful helper when | decidetiudd a schoolhouse for the children.
He still talked the same guttural language thatuldn’t understand, but his actions
conveyed his messages. And, when | opened th@kfdidhe first day, with ancient
textbooks and cheap notebooks that Rope had prbdaren on the coast, | quickly
became acquainted with shy Amy, flirtatious Satyl guiet Tom.

Supplies began arriving from the United State#h hmm New Mexico and
Texas. Pat concentrated on supplying the schabtaxeloping home products; my
father seemed to have remembered his Kansas cbddined, even before the seed
packages and fertilizer arrived, we received natiee the farm equipment had come in
on a freighter. Both of them emphasized that, Ehthe need for duplication of such a
project in the surrounding areas arise, | mughien know immediately and they would
help us both with supplies and necessary staff.

Throughout this time, between preparing my Englisisses and helping the
farmers learn to operate the machines, | awaiteghtbmised papers and notes from Pat.
In an early letter, she had told me that she hgapsld them as soon as she had received
my request. Still, they had not arrived. Perhapas not meant to have them. |
desperately wanted to read the things that Cashvhitten.

Weeks passed and | developed a daily habit ofggoin each morning to the
roughly plowed fields to inspect the vegetables tizal broken their way from seeds and

forced themselves upward through the coarse eafter that, | would walk over to the
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area Rope had set aside as an orchard and inepdcail limbs of the fruit trees. Then |
would make my way back to the tent and have brsakidgh Rope before going to the
school. Breakfast usually consisted of oatmeaicerand a fruit from one of the wild
trees, usually a coconut (which I've never likedpgrainy pear-textured fruit he called a
mango. I'm not sure when | stopped complainingualtioe food Rope prepared. It must
have been a sixth sense or something but, ond daaljzed that if | criticized his

cooking even once more, that | would be doing it.

On that particular day, | forced myself to swallsticky lumps of oatmeal which
threatened to clog my entire digestive systemit ihbo the piece of coconut that he had
placed on my plate and my system rebelled at tleeswlry material that made my teeth
feel that they were coated with chalk.

“Rope,” | said, throwing caution to the wind. “Dbget me wrong. But is there
any food here in this jungle for variety? What paped to old fashioned bacon and
eggs?”

His eyes widened and he looked at me with astoresit. One would have
thought that | had suggested some sort of unhalyfgz.

“A hen gives up her eggs freely,” he said, scrgpire last of the meat from his
coconut. “But you can’t mean that you would adiuabnsider eating the flesh of
another warm-blooded animal!”

How could | have been so unobservant as to neaer Buspected that Rope was
a vegetarian? Instant replays of all our previoesls passed through my mind. | hadn’t

eaten red meat for almost a year, first becausel nlo opportunity in the streets and then
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because Rope had always been able to fill me with, fruits and vegetables in such
variety that | hadn’t seemed to crave meat.

“So that is why you want only milk cows and chinkeébrought here for the
farmers,” | said. “Don’t you think thaheyhave the right to raise beef, pork and lamb if
they wish? Who are you to determine choices femth Whatever happened to free
will?”

“My, we’re becoming socially conscious,” Rope sadhallenging twinkle in his
brown eyes. “Man, have you ever watched theselpexgi? It's not the case
everywhere in the jungle, but our people in thikge live on grains and leaves and
berries. They have primitive weapons. They cgdadut in the jungle and slaughter an
animal to eat if they wanted. Or, if they becamadry enough.”

“I've seen them eat fish.”

“Fish are cold-blooded. They’re not brothers.”

“In that case, I'll have fish for breakfast tommur.”

“Fine. | hope you know how to catch and cook tiiem

ok

In order to allow the youngsters time to help ttipgirents in the fields, |
structured the school so that it could be dismisgaton. Actually, without recess
(which they didn’t seem to want because it migkaifere with their learning), without
assemblies, without band, choir, sports or cluies four hours every morning allowed
much progress in the basic scholastic requiremdrtitadn’t counted on the fact that the
elders of the village might also be just as stafeednowledge. And, every night, just

before dusk, the parents and grandparents of mgg/etudents gathered in front of the
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school. Carrying books and pencils that belongeati¢ir children, they awaited my
leadership to guide them to a mystical land of Wwhitey had only dreamed.

As | taught the villagers how to speak and writglish (and they, in turn, taught
me their language), | also learned from them lessomumility, care, pride, respect. At
the time it happened, | couldn’t have put it intords but, as days and weeks passed, |
became conscious of the fact that, every day laMastter person than | was the day
prior.

When Hank, the old cripple who lived at the edfjthe clearing opposite us, who
smelled of urine and vomit, who touched young garlsl boys in wrong places, who stole
from his neighbors, came to school late one aftemrand brought me a piece of wood
that he had carved into the shape of a primitivadry | looked into his eyes and turned
cold. Hank exemplified everything that | had spagtearlier years preaching and
praying against; he was everything that | becanteermonths just before Rope. Hank’s
eyes told me that he understood my confusion. &hoswn orbs forgave my initial
judgments and promised me a time when | would maveeed for that kind of thinking.

Hank disappeared, just melted into a dark junglatmot long after that. Even
now, I'm not sure that he was real or if my woundadd had created him. Afterward, |
slept better at nights and the haunting dream®tlto rejoicing ones. Again, | met the
beautiful, dark-haired woman whose gray eyes amdetelove warmed me. Even when
she drifted away from me, and | found myself intdtes stucco-looking futuristic city, |
no longer felt pain and guilt. When, in this cityry brother and | played amongst vivid
blocks of color and filtered light, | drank in tsame camaraderie and exultation of spirit

| felt with the woman.
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And then Rope approached me with his shockinggsalp He must leave for a
time. He had the need to be alone and away amelwénis life and plans for the future.

“Can’t you do that here?” | demanded. “I'm seldarmund here during the
daytime and, lately, I've been sleeping so souatliyight that | couldn’t possibly disturb
you!”

“Man, | got to go,” he said, his brown eyes grogvliquid. “I can’t explain it to
you. | don’t know why. | don’t understand whapslling me. If I don’t go, if | stay
here, I'll die.”

For the first time in months, | forced myself taaenine this most dear friend of
mine. Since Chicago, he had lost weight and hegkbones threatened to crack through
the thin, almost transparent, brown skin of higfaklis long fingers, woven together
nervously now, had lost the pudgy characteristiggoath. Denim pants, purchased only
weeks before down on the coast, flapped arounddaisecrow legs and, when | observed
his barrel chest, | could count the bones of His.riNo, | whispered silently. When |
really looked at Rope, | saw someone who courtedhdeWhat if he went off
somewhere and | never again saw him? But it wasmg turn to be responsible.

“Go, Rope,” | told him, speaking the words gersityas not to fracture his
fragility. “Go with my blessings. | won't try tetop you or follow you. I'll wait here for

you.

*kk

After he left,

| slept.

It had been long
And painful

And | had fought
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Much more
Than he
For he had been

Glad to go.

Across a green field
Strewn

With yellow flowers
| saw him

His back

To a light

More brilliant than the sun.
He reached out

His hand

And mine

Melded with it.
Souls

In perfect harmony.

With a gentle shove,
He left

And | grasped the air
He parted.

When again

My eyes would open,
| gazed,
Uncomprehending,
At the green

Canvas walls

And prayed
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For the warmth of death

*kk

The days after Rope left were fully as painfuttesdays when my mind
struggled with the dilemma of Laura and Selenteltithe tumult, the pain of loss, the
anxiety of what | might have lost, the lonelinegs with Selene, | knew that | had lost
Rope. Fruitless, unprofitable days passed asoréabover my thoughts, wishing for
things | could have done, ways that could have been

Ginny saved me. Ginny, the motherless six-yedywhose father occasionally
strayed from the village in search of female comf&@chool was almost over for the day
and the students were engrossed with the art papdrsolored pencils that had come in
the latest shipment from the states. Silhouetyetthé outside sunlight, a frail figure
leaned on one of the door facings. | watched inzement as the tiny child slid down
the facing to the floor, like jelly sliding off e&camic bowl. The noise of her head hitting
the floor startled the students and several tutoédok. Already, | was at the door,
lifting the small figure to my chest.

Sam, who had an answer and explanation for evagtked the way to Ginny’s
house and one of the other boys ran to the fiefahtbher father. All the way through
her layers of clothing and my denim shirt, | cotddl the fever that ate at her body. |
placed her on a pallet spread on the dirt floor serdt one of the girls who had followed
me from the school to find a village woman who ntigé able to help. Ginny moaned
and | wished for an ice pack to wrap around helybddrabbing a handful of rags from
the corner of the room, | tossed them to anothéneirls, telling her to go to the stream

and wet them. The damp rags arrived at the sameeds the village woman who told me
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sadly that Ginny’s father was nowhere to be found that this was the way that Ginny’s
brother had died two years earlier.

| felt a helpless moment. | remembered Rope. tWioalld he have done? Wet
rags and all, | pulled tiny Ginny back into my ararsl carried her to the jeep, where |
arranged her as comfortably as | could in the papses seat. Not even sure that |
remembered how to drive, | tried the ignition ahe beast made a friendly noise. Now
for the gears.

I hadn’t remembered the road being this steepugh when Rope had driven us
in here the first time. | had forgotten the lahgdes in the tracks. | had not recalled how
close the thick, viny trees grew on either sidéhoe tracks, threatening to grab the tiny
jeep and choke both Ginny and me to death. Bustwicall, | hadn’'t remembered the
crossroads, both ends of which looked similarlyatad. | pressed on the brake and
slowed the jeep. In the almost silence, Ginny&pyabreathing made a chill run up and
down my back. Even from my position, | could fded heat of her body.

“Stop and listen to your inner self,” | heard aceosay. Startled, | looked around
the isolated jungle, seeing no one. “Go on, man,know which way to go!”

Rope. It was Rope’s voice! He had spoken tonme fbeyond.

The coastal hospital was none too eager to aeckgerished young native girl
with no money and an absentee guardian. Whenrthasd me talk and suspicioned my
nationality, the protests faltered and then stopqmedpletely when they saw the money.

After he examined her and began treatment, theodtmld me about Ginny.

“It's an heredity weakness,” he said. “Many oé thatives contract this fever and

die every day. If we can get her fever down aong $he rapid dehydration, we might be
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able to treat the cause which is buried withinrteves running up and down her spinal
cord.

“Will she be normal again?”

“I don’t know. I'll do my best.”

We needed medical professionals. It had been miadeus to me in the most
graphic way. We needed a clinic. If Pat and nlgdahad been able to help with
educational facilities, they would also be abléétp now. | wandered through the
streets, pausing only when | reached a hotel witbrg American insignia. Inside, |
gueried the desk clerk and then the manager. tedlan send an overseas telegram.
Would they help me?

After | brought one of the village women with naildren of her own to sit by
Ginny’s bedside during the tenuous days that wefellow, | returned to the village,
reasoning that there was nothing further | coulc@ttihe hospital. Before the medical
team from the United States reached us, | woul@ hawrganize a working crew to build
the hospital at the village.

Often, as | lifted logs and hammered nails, | tifdwof Rope. He would have
been in his heyday here building the hospitaenhiembered his glee as, day by day, he
watched the walls of the schoolhouse grow towagedsity. | forced myself to deny the
regret and nostalgia and to appreciate this bujldigrowth doubly, a memorial to Rope.

They arrived more quickly than | had anticipat&le had just put the facings

around the openings in the walls that would holddews and doors when the first of the
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trucks arrived at the village. Young, eager, esidstic, my father and Pat had picked the
cream of the crop. | met three doctors, five nsiraesocial worker, an administrative
officer and, when the last vehicle pulled up, I'\Wriehad a psychiatric nurse. She smiled
with recognition and love when | pulled her frone tihuck and held her. Tears blinded
me and | struggled to steady my voice.

“Rope is gone, Pat. You’'ve come, but Rope’s gone.

“Rope will never be gone,” Pat Lewin Hayes told. fiRope is forever with us.”

—

Within a matter of weeks, our village had a hadpithich would put to shame
some hospitals | had seen in the United Stateg. widtkmen, now free from hospital
construction, again attended their crops, contirtaddarn to read and, in late afternoon
hours, began construction on a dormitory for the staff.

After our initial short exchange of condolencest &d | conversed only on an
objective, concrete level until, one night after adult classes, | walked toward my tent
and she fell into step beside me.

“Have you read the notes yet, Ed?”

Having been caught unaware, it took me a few masnerrealize that she meant
the material she had sent weeks ago. | shook ag.he

“You ought to,” she said, her chiding voice contag love. “I think that, at the
other time, you were not ready for the informatidfow, you have grown emotionally
and spiritually. You will be able to use the infation.”

“The papers haven’t come yet, Pat. I've beeningit Since Rope left, I've

known that | was ready. I'm just waiting.”
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The next day, Pat drove my jeep down the coaspahd tracer on the crate she
had sent. When the jeep bounced back into theimteseveral hours later, | felt a fist of
fear clutch my heart as | watched her stiff, widtee. She crawled out of the jeep
slowly, as if she were very weak. Not Pat, | thaug won't lose you, too. Sure, she
was almost sixty years old, but she had alwaystakee of herself. She was always in
good health, strong. She had to hang on now. ¥Afe wo closeSo close to what&
little voice inside my head nagged.

She must have realized that her face and deméandrightened me because she
looked up and smiled a reassuring smités okay,the smile told meWe’re going to
make it.

“l brought you some magazines, Ed,” she said, imgnehe a stack of fairly recent
issues of news magazines.

“These are last week’s magazines,” | exclaimetprssed. “I haven't been this
up on news in a year and a half!”

“I know,” she said. “Ed, | have some things tdivder to the medical compound
so I'm going down there right now, but | would loteetalk to you in the next couple of
days. Especially after you've caught up on thedahews.”

“Thank you, Pat. You'll never know how much | apgiate you.”

She nodded and smiled before she walked bacletfeép.

ok

Late that night, fighting attacking mosquitoes aight insects, | read the

magazinesTimefirst, thenNewsweeland finallyU.S. News and World ReporThe

similarity of major happenings as reported in eactgazine struck me as highly unusual
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since each magazine normally represented eithensecvative, liberal or middle of the
road viewpoint. Major issues, as had been true éwe years ago, consisted of hunger
in Ethiopia, oil crises in the Middle East, strfeSouth Africa, suppression in the
communist countries. The one article, common limalgazines, that kept drawing me
back for study, told of a varied political and hunstic group organized for the purpose
of aiding the weak and powerless of the world. @osed of eleven representatives
(twelve had been the initial plan) the committeaildaneet monthly and, in a round
table format, gradually alleviate the emotionalygbal and political pressures of a given
trouble spot. Only one picture, the same in abkéhmagazines, existed of the
participants. | studied it. An oil sheik, a vaviite man in a rich black suit, a very black
man in a fine white suit, a Tibetan (judging from hative costume), a Polynesian, a
Russian (from Siberia, judging from his cold, pastance), and five others who were
on this side of the conference table and were rithgrofile or had their backs to me: an
Indian man, a redheaded woman, a woman drapee itnatlitional black of the Middle
East, and a very European-looking man with bloralednd sharp facial angles. The
one seemingly discordant representative at a paatderence sat with his back squarely
to me, a large black man wearing army camouflaged, next to him, an empty chair.
Before daybreak, | tossed the magazines to tloe #nd lay down on my cot,
exhausted. My dreams drew me back to the conferinde. Only it was a different
conference table, a white geometric table withlsogtgreen light filtering from above.
The members of the committee were dressed diffigréom the article; all wore long
white, loose robes. As | fell deeper into the diebknew that, although these people

were not the people of the magazine articles, somdheywere And the astounding
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fact was that |, also, sat at the table, an agtarticipant, and that | knew each of the
people well.

Pat awakened me sometime in the middle of the mgnrith the exciting news
that the shipment was in from New Mexico. Washimgface and pulling on clean
clothes, I hurried to drive her down to the pd#alfway there, we met an ancient pickup
driven by a young native man. He and his partaerdontracted to deliver the crates
and, if | would lead them, they would drive up e tvillage and unload the material
themselves.

“Crates?” | asked Pat, when | had turned the ggepnd and started back to the
village. “I would think that all of the notes walihave fit into a single crate. A small
one at that.”

“I packed some other reading material that | thdygu might have use for after
you read Cash’s notes,” she said. “And after ymd latalk about the whole thing.”

| didn’t stop to rest when the boxes were unloaatedi placed in the tent beside
my sleeping tent. | scrambled around, found thethat Pat had marked “PRIORITY”
and used a pry bar to tear off the metal bindifigen | began the all night process of
reading the material.

ok

| had to stop halfway through Cash Wilson’s obagons and take a nap. Either
the heavy material of his discourse or my own laic&leep the previous night weighted
my eyelids so greatly that | became nauseous atiegnjp keep my eyes open. | didn’t
want to stop; strangely enough, the discussiortsthah and | had had eighteen months

ago now hit a familiar chord of memory and, insteAdounding amoral, irreligious or
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insane, made a great deal of sense. Before |twdigd, | wrote a short note on a piece
of paper and pinned it to my tent flap. Pat waeldd it the next morning and shield me
from intruders. Just as she had done for Alan bewdad Pat always known all of this?

The next day, | read Cash'’s last entry and mytHelirheavy and sluggish. |
should have been there with him. Even betterpukhhave listened to him from the
beginning rather than attempting to proselytizénwity own half-formed ideas of
humanity. But, more than anything, | had to firat Bnd discuss Cash’s last few entries,
the ones that most psychiatrists would label sgtizenic. Was there a connection
between all of those people who left my life inls@acshort period and the advent of the
new group | had read about in the magazines?

| found Pat down by the creek, rinsing out sonmubgés and underclothes. When
she saw me approaching, she gave a final twisinteeghing pastel and nylon.

“A well is what we need,” she said, as | sat ddxeside her on the very rock that
Rope had used for a chair only a few days eargy.heart skipped a beat thinking
about my friend.

“l suppose the chauvinistic side of me never tibapout how running water
would help with laundry and dishes,” | ventured.

“Sure, it would be nice for those purposes,” Raead. “But think about
purification of drinking water. It would be a fiirsimple procedure if there was a
central source of water that could be monitored.”

“That should be our next project.”
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“Ed, you didn’t wander down here to watch me washdirty clothes and discuss
the feasibility of a water and sewer system hetéanvillage. You've finished Cash’s
notes and you want to talk.”

“l sure do,” | said fervently. “I really need thia

Rope had built a primitive sort of picnic tableanéhe back of the clearing,
behind the sleeping tent, and Pat and | sat on sp@eded logs and looked at each other
across the table. She sipped some lemonade auglats she had brought from her own
tent. When she offered me some, | declined.

“You've known since before Selene was born,” | dreg

“Not everything, Ed,” she said. “Because of dreaand déja vu type
experiences, because of emotions | felt for cepaimple, | thought that there had to be
some reason rooted deeply in my past, perhapsdirteas far back as another life I'd
lived. Even that thought, the possibility thataldhexisted before, was only a superficial
one. It was not something on which | based myelfeknd behavior.”

“When you read your husband’s notes, it reinforcedain beliefs.”

“Yes, | knew, without being able to fully accefitat Alan, Kara and | had lived
before and that | had needed to help them and dax bnable to do so. | felt even more
strongly that | must, in this life, do everythinggsible for that reunion.”

“You were Linae, the son, in that Eskimo life.”

“Yes, although | didn’'t know for sure until late¥When Alan left, | knew that I'd
never again see him in this life. But, within migseknew that it was the only way he
could accomplish any type of reunion with his swih. | had to accept what had

happened, go on with my life and wait for the ratiehs.
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“Where did he go?” | asked, dreading what | wduddr.

“Eventually, he went to the area of the canyortmof Sedona. You know the
area.”

I nodded. How could | forget the two little gitksading that creek?

“Yes, that same place,” Pat said, reading my thtaig“That particular area is a
vortex, a place where members of our soul groubadween lives to think and discuss
the life just passed and to plan for the next o@ecasionally, even in our dreams, we
return to that place for reassurance.”

“How did you find it?”

“l found Frenchy.”

“The same Frenchy that came to me that day artchsemo Cash? The one in
Cash'’s visions?”

“Right. Only, at that time, Frenchy was a youady in her twenties, who was
relatively inexperienced and unsure of her psypbiwers. At that time, she had few
ideas as to her importance in the total schemeeo$oul group’s life purposes. And you
have realized that, after reading Cash Wilson’esidhaven’'t you? You have learned
that no one person on this earth can work apam fre rest?”

“I'm beginning to comprehend,” | told her. “Whil@ash and | discussed it, it
seemed familiar, but it was such an unorthodox eptthat | didn’t want to accept it.
My own outlook was much more comfortable.”

“And easier. And less painful. | know,” she saftihad some of those same

emotions, myself. | didn’t want Alan to leave, esplly after Selene was conceived. |
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could look ahead in this life and see how goodatild have been for all of us. He knew
that what he did was not only necessary, but tieway.”

“So he took the crystal skull to Sedona,” | saidnd disappeared into it just like
Selene and Laura did.”

“Not precisely,” Pat said. “First he went to Fsaff and talked to Frenchy. He
wanted to discover any new information that shefnaa her ‘guides.” Of course, we
now know that Frenchy’s guides were just an actd@taay for Frenchy to convey the
knowledge that she had within herself.”

“Alan wouldn’t have believed the messages if lmutfht that they simply came
from a young girl’'s mind?”

“I'm afraid not,” Pat said. She smiled at her nogyn “He was so thrown by the
supposition that he had quite a lot of trouble pting the information, even under the
misconception that it had come from some higheslledt.”

| thought about the way | had felt when | had rada’s diary. And Dr. Lewin’s
notes. And Laura’s letter. When Cash Wilson reghsed to accept it all and tried to
make me understand, | had rebelled.

“When Alan didn’t show up in Flagstaff after a felays,” Pat continued.
“Frenchy drove down to the canyon and found hisybo#ifter she called the police, she
called me. | caught the next plane out and, elengh | knew what had to have
happened, | wanted to hear it from Frenchy.”

“Pat,” | interrupted. “There’s something theratthdon’t understand. Alan’s

body was found. There was no trace of either Lauidelene.”
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“I'm going to explain that, Ed. But let me try keep things in some sort of
chronological order for simplicity. An autopsy ¢dueveal no reason for Alan’s death.
His death certificate listed heart failure as thase of his death. We now know that
Alan’s soul simply vacated his earth form as it batbre, just as Kara’s soul had done.
But, unlike Laura and Selene, Alan’s soul went® between life existence with Kara
for a few months and, as K’'Lei and T'Fai, they dissed their new lives and decided that
their goals could best be met by taking the bogoesknew them in during this lifetime.”

“Anyway,” she continued, “Frenchy had recovereel thystal skull from beside
the stream and taken it home with her, saying ngtto the police. Frenchy was so very
kind to me during that time. Seeming to understiaedoss | felt, she moved my
suitcases into her spare bedroom and | stayedhaitlfior several days. During those
days, | touched with many of my pasts and, evenghat that moment | had no desire to
keep living, the pressure from within forced metmtinue with life.”

“Because of Selene?”

“I didn’t know her as Selene, then. As a matfdiaot, | thought of my unborn
child as a little boy. After Frenchy explained hsauls chose their bodies so as to
advance spiritually, | became convinced that, attoment of my baby’s birth, Alan’s
soul would inhabit the tiny body. And | would haareother chance. This may sound
strange, but in the seventh month of my pregnanigyt Alan’s soul, T'Fai, enter my
baby’s body.”

“So, when you lost Alan, you felt the same wayt thdid when Selene left me?”

“Probably,” Pat said. After a second, she roledeyes upward. “But, thank

goodness, | didn’t choose the same way to punistethy
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“Did you know that Elizabeth and James Courtneytd would be the same soul
that was Kara?”

“I think that | suspected as much, more from Atanodtes and Kara’s diary than
from inner knowledge. | knew that it would be vamportant for the two souls to
reunite in a life together. There had been so nmaay-misses.”

“The Eskimo life,” | said. “I messed that onefop good, didn’t 1?”

“Actually, you didn’t. The two souls, even thougigether, had become so
complacent in their being together that they haddtien their higher goals. You merely
provided them the opportunity to start over again.”

“What about the life in Oklahoma?” | asked, h@vbeen curious about that one
since | had read Kara'’s diary for the second tiriefelt so familiar when | read it. Was
| Mark? That horrible, selfish creature?”

“No,” Pat said. | watched the muscles in her &sess she controlled a grin. “As
Aunt Mattie’s soulmate, Bob, you and Mark were ctologically in the same age group.
In that Oklahoma lifetime, you were Cade Hankingn?s brother, who was killed near
the end of World War II.”

“But | remembered it all so well,” | protestedl cbuld almost predict the next
moves. It was as if | actually experienced somklark’s acts.”

“Because you were there as Cade, you witnesseg ofdhe physical acts and
retained them in your memory. But, even more irtgoty, we are sometimes, through
an Enabler, allowed to experience more fully, nageply. We may be allowed to
empathize with another soul and accurately predidtinterpret his emotions and

thoughts.”
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“An Enabler? Cashwas, er, is an Enabler. And you’re saying he kthime to
empathize with Mark? Why?”

“It was felt that you needed a life in which yooutd observe, from outside, how
one human being’s irresponsibility can affect us al

“I learned, alright. | can’t even understand vWhgrk was allowed to exist.”

“Without him, neither you nor Alan would have gathnecessary experience. He
enabled T'Fai and K’Lei to be together again.”

“You keep using the expressi@mabled’ | said. “Was, uh...”

“Right, Ed. Your Cash Wilson was Mark Hankins.”

“And he punished himself right through his nefe li | said. “Poor Cash.”

Pat shook her head. This time, she grinned.

“Why was it so important for K’Lei and T'Fai tocegnize each other while
living a human life?” | asked. “If | knew the ansito that question, it might help with
some other things | have in mind.”

“It has to do with the crystal skull,” Pat explath “Remember how T’Fai told
K’Lei he would find her when he came back from mission? He said he would find
the crystal skull?”

“Yes.”

“Because T'Fai and K’Lei were a Twin Soul, theyeded a repository for their
combined experiences. The particular instrumetheir case was the crystal skull; it
contained the accumulated knowledge, understaratidgyrowth of both souls over their
many lifetimes. The only way to utilize this grdwias to incorporate it intorauman

life on earth”
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“I know,” | shouted, excited. “This informationas always available to them
between lives; they had no use for it then.”

“Now, you're getting somewhere, Ed.”

“Wait,” | said. “Laura and Selene, or K'Lei andFai, didn’t keep living to
utilize the knowledge — even after they knew wheyttvere and they had the crystal
skull. Something’s wrong.”

“Who said that they’re not still existing in tHige?”

“You mean that crazy stuff that Frenchy was tgll®ash at the end?” | asked.
“About taking over someone’s body?”

Pat nodded.

“I guess, when | really think about it, it's no reccrazy than the initial thought of
being born over and over again. So you think ltlaatra and Selene are alive right now,
in the bodies of those two men who were so sevénalged in that airplane crash?”

“Don’t you?”

“I don’t know, Pat. If | believe that, then | leto accept that Cash Wilson is
somewhere in the Middle East, rolling in money.t,Boore than all of that, | have to
realize that, since all of them have retained threamories of their respective past
identities, then they know about me and where bachwhat I'm doing...”

“And the pain and torment that you’ve been thraudh that another bitter pill to
swallow, Ed? The fact that they knew of your suiffg and did nothing to alleviate it?”

“I suppose so. Actually, it almost makes me arigry

“Would you be here right now, doing the things yewoing, if you had known

all along the way things really are? Wouldn't ywave had a tendency to get on your
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sailboat and take a cruise around the world, saautee fact that you have been assured
of immortality? Could you have gone through thi-gdescovery process that you've
experienced in the past eighteen months? Wouldsguhe same way that you now
feel about these villagers?”

“You're right, Pat. | apologize for my belligeram | guess one of the things
running through my mind that has been botheringsntleis: If all those others had to
leave their bodies and take on a new identity, vabaut me? What is my destiny?”

Pat frowned. For the first time since our conagon began, she seemed at a loss
for words.

“Perhaps you have found your destiny in the haceraow. Maybe you will be
able to complete your purpose without any furtr@mnplications.”

Skeptical, | said nothing. Pat seemed tired;rsexled rest and | needed to think.

—

The dream came to me again. And this time, | rebered that | had dreamed it
many times and had always forgotten it. | am location which | can now think of as
Atlantis. It is the same as the walled city oft@ér of Kara’s dream personality, Lealia.
The Dome Building is the one described by Cashsrvision as the Enabler. But | am
not in the main part of the city. | am flatteneghimst the wall near the gate. My heart
pounds rapidly and | am holding something in mychtrat alternately burns with the
heat of fire and freezes with the cold of icetiffen and pause; footsteps warn me that
someone is approaching. It is my brother, Moa.aMbe complacent, the sensitive, the
rational, the helper. He has come to save me.hBuannot; it is too late. Already the

city is dying because, when the time came for #welution and exposure to the crystal
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rays, none were there. Already the system is boalance. Itis in my hand — the
master crystal. With the master crystal, | will/banything | want. | must scale the wall
and be gone before Moa finds me. Feeling a toehgidll myself a third of the way up
the wall. Another toehold and | am halfway there.

“Niah, Niah,” I hear the whisper. “Where are yoM®e must return the crystal.
Please, Niah!”

My heart hurts. | want to take him with me, mysan brother. But | cannot; my
desire for power would kill him. Another toeholddal am near the top of the wall; | will
make it up to him. He will never want for anythiniyly foot slips and | feel the rough
wall grind the skin from my hands. | see a spautt Bknow that | have damaged the
crystal. Now, | am sliding. More sparks. | h&dwa’'s screams. Pain. Pain. Terrible
pain. Voices moving nearer me. Voices around hfeear a special voice, the Enabler.

“It is gone,” he says solemnly. “The master ayblas been destroyed.”

| awoke, sweating and shivering. Memories ofgheat pain and the infinite
regret remained with me. | sat up on the bed ahdl tmy trembling hands to my eyes
and felt tears | had not known that | had wept.

“Rope!” | screamed. “Rope, help me!”

And, then with despair born of the promise formed punishment, | realized that
Rope, my chosen brother, Moa, had gone. | hadcheo blay back on the bed, turned my
face to the wall of the tent and sobbed. | fajeatle hand on my shoulder. Turning
back over, | wiped my eyes with a shirtsleeve.

“Pat! What are you doing here?”

“Don’t cry, Ed. Don’'t mourn. You've redeemed yealf.”
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“What do you mean?” | cried angrily. “I doomed amtire civilization because of
my selfishness and lack of responsibility!”

“Atlantis was doomed, Ed, because of a shift efeéarth on its axis. Remember
Kara’'s diary? The conversation that she, as Lelaid with Antai? They knew it was
inevitable. You allowed it to happen a little &l that’s all.”

“Pat,” | whispered, trying to force my heartbeastow. “That's what Frenchy
told me in the auditorium that day. Another staftiue to occur soon and the majority of
the northern hemisphere will become uninhabitallethat time, my interpretation was
all wrong, but | remember now. What can | do?least, with the master crystal, the
southern hemisphere might stand a chance of suitviva

“Think back to the discussions between Cash aeddfry when they were talking
as R’Kei and R’Fui.”

“I don’'t see how that absolves me.”

“A Twin Soul,” she said patiently, holding my hamdher own. “K’Lei and
T'Fai knew the secret to create another mastetalry8ut, separately, neither one could
provide the information. Only when they functioreela Twin Soul, could the crystal be
formed again. And you, dear Ed, have finally hdlpethat reunion. At this very
moment, the crystal is being structured in an teolgart of the world and, again,
humanity will function with that perfect blend ahetions and cognition.”

“How do you know that?”

“I listen, Ed. | have attuned my Pat self with Bging-of-Light self, L'Mei. The
same self who, in Atlantis, was Rina, the mothevloa and Niah.”

“Oh, God,” I said. “I hurt so many people.”
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“You must learn to look at your experiences inféecent way, Ed. You must not
reflect on the negative because, once an act is, diocannot be undone. You learn from
it. And you realize that there is, in every act,eggual amount of good and bad. Review
all of your lives and you will see that, wheneveuydid your so-called worst, something
good grew from it. Perhaps, if you had it to deoagain, you would choose an easier
way or one that was less painful, but would thedesbe of the same value? Go forward
always, Ed.”

I laid my head on her chest and she curled hes anound me. For the first time
in months, | felt a type of comfort. Pat was rightemembered Atlantis and my warm
mother. But, | remembered another little boy ceddh her other arm.

“Rope,” | cried, sitting back up and looking at.P&Rope and | were soulmates.
If I hadn’t fouled things up, we would have becomé&win Soul. | have to make it up to
him.”

An icy fear wedged into my heart. Despair agaigufed me.

“I'm going to have to go through another life tod him,” | moaned. “How will |
know him? What if | mess up again like | did diltkose other times? What if | miss
him again?”

“You'll know him,” Pat said, tightening her armsand me. “l guarantee you
that you will know him.”

—
Pat was right about listening. In both my dreamd my everyday life, messages

came through. Sometimes, | heard Rope tell mefbolish | was to plant the seeds so
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deep. At other times, Cash warned me to checlgeherator. In whispers, Selene and
Laura offered me hints as to how to overcome techmiifficulties.

But, nights taught me the most. | learned of v &pirit of Light identity,

N’Mai, and how my major purpose initially had bessna transmitter of energy. |
recalled lives in various and exotic places. Thesee not always lives in which | would
have taken pride but, as Pat had told me, | haddelsand the people who experienced
those times with me had also learned. | remembieedommon meeting place between
lives and returned in spirit to Sedona. Althougtollonger felt the devastation | had felt
upon first visiting the spot, | sensed that sommgglwas wrong. Because Cash, Laura,
Selene and even Frenchy had gone to other bodias, ho expectations of finding them.
My only source of disappointment was that | shdwdgte been able to find Rope. He
should have been there.

-

The time came when | knew | would write a bookarporating my new
knowledge. When | approached Pat and asked khaeifvould contribute a piece, she
hesitated for a long time.

“Yes,” she said, finally. “But, it's almost frigning to expose myself so.
Everyone would know my weaknesses.”

“Pat,” | scolded. “How can you talk of weakness&®u are the epitome of
strength.”

—
Days and weeks passed and our little society pesgd rapidly. Crops grew and

were harvested. Hungry people from nearby camenamd fed and each had a desire to
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obtain knowledge. My father sent more and morehess, good people with whom to
found idealistic societies, to areas we could eath. Our technology advanced, but it
was a controlled system. Because of lessons wéhated previously, we were
cautious about experimenting with any type of indakzation that could lead to a
person or a group craving power over another. Atidhe time, Pat’s body grew
weaker.

When she died, | knew that | had to continue. l&gbtaught me that. | didn’t
want to. Pat had taken up my emotional slack &tgre had left and now | was again
raw. | allowed the women of the village to cleahse body and wrap her in treated
fabrics.

But | dug the grave. Underneath a blistering $imoke the hard earth and,
shovel by shovel, | lifted the soil to which myenid would return. That night, | carried
her pitifully light body and tenderly laid it in¢hcool earth. And, handful by handful, |
sifted the earth over the body she had choseriwtite. When the cavity had been
filled and | had smoothed the crumbly earth overttip, | sat for a long time by her side,
holding the piece of paper on which she had writtenwords, her contribution to my
book.

Morning came faster than | expected and the sanesfully on my face. | knew |
must celebrate Pat’s passing rather than mourathsance so | stood up, dusted myself
and looked toward the village. Over the creshefhill, the silhouette of a man
appeared, dark against the yellow sun. For a mgrhéeit resentment that anyone
should invade my communion with Pat. Then | caughtoreath. My heart beat faster.

Could it be? Could he have returned?
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No, a voice told me. Forgetit. You had yourrd& You're going to have to do
this again and you'd better do a good job next tifBat then, the voice that really knew
told me that my hopes were justified. | ran towlid. He threw down the knapsack
he’'d been carrying and ran to me. At that same emyyh knew why the broad back in
the peace conference picture had been familiatsa knew why there had been a vacant
chair beside him.

| dropped my societally imposed ideas of homosktyuand threw my arms
around the man, held him close. | overcame myhastan prejudices and hugged the
black man, drew his sweaty body to mine. | lostférar that love might bring pain. |
loved Rope. It no longer mattered that he migjgateme, ridicule me or deny me; my
love for him was unconditional; | asked for nothingm him in return.

And, in that instant, | felt his body shake ablypind mine shook with it, the
combined movement settling to a steady smooth tidira At that moment, | knew Rope
as well as | knew myself — and | knew that he lnedsame knowledge about me.
Something akin to an electrical current passed f@tbody through mine and then back
to his. As if by prearrangement, we pulled apad the bright glow that had surrounded
us faded to a dim, sparkling glimmer. Our eyesharged the messag&fe’ve done it,
dear one. We've made iAnd aloud, Rope said,

“Man, you've let this place fall apart while | wgene. Come on. Let’s get to

work.”
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EPILOGUE: PAT'S LETTER

This is the story of several members of a souligrene group among hundreds
existing at this very moment. Parts may strikeryadeeper self as familiar because the
processes of recognition and reunion are the sanalfof us. You may realize that
happenings, events and meetings were by desidmrrétan by choice, and that deep,
seemingly unaccountable emotions are not simplgymts of association, but elements
of a larger plan devised long ago and in which edals played a part. You may even
set out to find your soulmates because of an uhédfyearning that you've always felt.
Look carefully at those closest to you, remembetitag we chose to be where and who

we are.
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Don't let yourself become complacent and aloofrfrihis world because you
assume your immortality is assured and that poybseired and war will no longer exist
after your death. These horrors will exist untilyhave met, understood and obliterated
them. By denying your responsibility to changenthgou are promised a return in
which you again will face them in a way perhapsengnim even than this. We have
chosen to conquer these villains, all of us, angr yepudiation is not simply masochistic;
it is damaging to your soul group. And when yoaulgyroup, which reacts and plans
with mine, is flawed, then the smooth evolutiorhamanity is set askew.

We are each responsible.

THE END
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